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To Her ee e 
The Duc) F RICHMOND, q 


HE' ane RR 

Stage, ſome few Errors excepted, was more than 
I could well hope from fo Cenforious an Age 
from whit" I ask but ſo much neceſſary Praiſe: as will / 
ſerve, once or twice a Fear at moſt, to __ Mer 0 : 


Company, and juſt keep me alive. 5 fl 


There PIPES wy = Mankind char ds? | 
When as the Sum amd Man'did'ſerm to firive > 55-4 
(Foynt-Tenants of the World) who ſhould ſurvive . 
When if a flow-pat 8 . e 
From the Obſer ver i 'marking, he might ſtay 
Two or three hundred Te 2 50 005 | 
And then make up his Obſervation Plain. 1 Dr. Dont. 
n den. | 
or *tis impollble l in our limited Time (and 1 briog his 
Opinion to back my own, who is without compariſon the 
zeſt Writer of the Ape) to preſent our Judges a Poem halt 
o perfect as we cou'd make it. I muſt acknowledge, 
adam, with all humility, I ought to bave taken more 
ime and more pains in this Tragedy, becauſe it is. Dedi- 
ated to your Grace, ho wks the beſt Judge, (and 
herefore can when you pleaſe make us tremble) get with 
Frceeding Mercy have pardon'd the defects of -Theodoſins, 
nd given it Vour entire Apprabation. My Genius, Ma- 
am, was Your Favourite when the Poet was unknown, 
nd openly receiv'd Your Smiles before I had the Honour 
d pay your Grace the moſt ſubmiſſive” Gratitude for ſo 
luſtrious and advantageous: a Protection. To let the 
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Woild too know that You do not think it beneath Voi to 
becofficiouſly*Govd,-even from extremeſt Heights to 4if- 
ceru the loweſt Creatures, and give them all the No- 
bleſt Influence You can, You brought Her Royal Highneſs 
juſt at the exigent Time, whoſe ſingle Preſence, on the 
Poet's Day, is a Subſiſtence for him all the Year after. 


Ah, Madam,” if all the ſhort-liv'd Happineſs (cy hos IJ 


rable Poets can enjoy conſiſt in Commendation only ; nay, 
if the moſt part are content with Pop'lar Breath, and 
even for that are thankful; How ſhall 1 expreſs my ſelf to 
Four Grace, who by a particular Goodneſs, and innate 
Sweetneſs; meerly for the ſake of doing well, have thus 
raid me above my ſelf. To have Vour Grace's Favour 
zs, in a word, to have the Applauſe of the whole Court, 
who are its Nobleſt Ornament, magnificent and eternal 
Praiſe. Something there is in your Mien ſo much above 
that we vulgarly call Charming, that to me it ſeems Ado- 
rable, and Your Preſence almoſt Divine, whoſe dazling 
and Majeſtick'Form'is'a proper Manſion for the moſt 
elevated Soul: And let me tell the World, nay, ſighing 
ſpeak it to a Barbarous Age (JI cannot help calling it ſo, 
when I think of Rome and Greece): Your extraordinary 
Love for Heroick Poetry is not the leaſt Argument to 
ſnew the Greatneſs: of ' Your Mind, and fulneſs of Per- 
on: To hear You ſpeak with that infinite Sweetneſß 
and Chearfulneſs of Spirit that is natural to Your Grace, 
is methinks to hear our TutelariAngels: Tis to bemoatt| 
the preſent malicious Times, and remember the Golden 
Age: But to behold: you too, is to make Prophets quite 
forget their Heaven, and bind the Poets with eternal 
Rapture. WV alt 03 TF.9U0 I Hon ; = 
Here pure and'eloquent Bloc]! 
1. Spoke" in her Cheeks, and ſo diſtinctiy (wrought, 
That one mtight:ialmoſt ſay, her Body thought. © 
Dos for whoſe Body God madesbetter Clay, 126 
Or rook Souls Stuff" ſuch! as ſhall late decay, 
Or Jach as need ſmall change at the laſt day. Dr. De 


©' Ziphares and Semaudra tere firſt your Grace's Favot 
rites ; and though. I. ought not, Aadn, to praiſe. Y ol 
— 1140 i" * — Wy 


Wit by Your Judgment of my Painting, yet I muſt ſay, 


) 

: Such Characters every Dauber cannot draw. It has been 
a often obſerved againſt me, That I abound in ungovern'd 
fancy; but I hope the World will pardon the Sallies of 
J Youth: Age DelpdnJepte, and Düſneſe commit too faſt 
of themſelves. I diſcommend no Man for Keping the 
„ I beaten Road; but I am ſure the Noble Hunters that follow 
7, the Game, beg dges and Ditches ſometimes, and 
d run at all, or never come in to the fall of "the Quarry. 


My comfort is, 1 canfot be fo ridiculous a Creature to 
any Man as I am to iny ſelf: For, who fhould' know 
the Houſe: ſg\wellasthe good Man at home? Who, when 
his Neighbours come to ſee him ſtiil ſets the beſt Rooms 


and Lumber in ſome dark Hole, where no bod comes 
but himſelf, to mortifie at melancholly Hours. But how 
then, Madam, in this unſuitable condition, how ſhall 1 
anſwer the infinite Honours and Obligations Your'Grace 
has laid upon me? Ibür Grace, who is the moſt beautiful 
Idea of Love and Glory; who, to that Divine Compoſt- 
tion, have the nobleſt and beſt-natur'd Wit in the World. 
All I can promiſe, adam, and be able to perform, is, 
That Your Grace ſhall never ſee à Play of mine that ſhall 
give offence to Modeſty and Vertue; and what I humbly 
on to the World, ſhall be of uſe at leaſt, and I hope de- 
erve imitation.z...Which..is,.. or. Qught..to. be. 1. 1 
the Deſign of all Tragedies and Comedies both Ancient an 
Modern. I ſhould preſume to promiſe my ſelf too ſome 
Succeſs in things of this nature, if Your Grace (in whom 
the Charms of Beauty, Wit, and Goadneſs ſeem recon- 
cid) at a lieſur@Adar Maud cotideſcend to correct with 
Your excellent Judgment, the Errors of, 
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© Tour Graces moſt Humble, 
| moſt Obedient, and Devoted Servant, 


to view,z and if he be not a wilful Aſs, keeps the Rubbim 


OI 4 - N - N : n 4 F 8 * 2 _ 0 8 
N 2882 * Rr. — 8 — 2 a * 2 2 2 5 ad *** * g n ry P 4 
FY * 5 6 * 5 5 * * 
1 4 0 
= - 
* .. * - 
7 5 7 * * 
ſtlè | | 
* 


* 


. The 


o * 
* . OY * 
7 N CAST 
\ 
- 
, P « 4 . 
. r Is 1 ' #X\ 1 8. + ® ; th 
> JC ĩͤ SA 
. 6 N - 
* 5 h 
; . f ** — 
$7 ©5 468 | WF fas ; f Ein n, 11 * ; $7" - 
* « . % 1 Hl *, 1 a. © 1 * & 
» 5 # * we * * * 
- * 3 - - » EE BET? # * @£ * -# . 
1 6 r 1 K 
=» * 
þ : N „ * 1 . 2 « d-9 
4 1 ta SOT te 7 110 5 
— f 
# 4 % ne ” 
o L ' — + > oy „ N * 
* — g Ta N 8 2 o Tx * 
CES; $45 Fs TONE te 50H: 2.08 : «48d 
s | g ' 
_ N 1 : 1 
N = F <4 A + ** — 
; R ry "< * 
„ ne 
" 9 P 9 F v - 4 - Sa + 5 . 
: — 
$ « 4 i 6 ” a 
4 1 * . $$ EE 3 4 2 
: 4 : 
* 


— 


Theodoſius. OY .. Willianis... ee, 
D Mr. 32 N 
Marcian. . Mr. Smith; |! 


— 


= 
—— — 


g * ucius. * N + 
Atticus, Chief Pri. | 
"RS 42 


F N * 1E N 77 
Chorus. \ N TR. PIER 
+ $7 f 1 : . 


. 1 
CY ; + 


en 


Pulcheria. Mrs. Betterton.... 1 A 
Athenais. Mrs. Barn. 1 
olia. 1 8 F 


” 1 fr 
Atren ts, Si be „eee go, J 
7 2 +£ 4 * ; , t < 5 F L 


— 
„ 


5 
- * ” * 
3 * Me 0 2 Sa, a : 
5 n * # L » R , 
- : . 1 [4 4 * 7 . 4 1 
1 ; 4 * 4 * of L - * * 4 . #4 s MESS Ss F wa £3 


\ 


A DS OY Oa2>5 za 


” . * 
. 4 * * 4 * . 6 : : W a . 
* 
, * 7 
- + ks _ . - 4 1 . * 
* p * 4 IS. Is . W. 
*. | 


= 7 9 5 : : 9 
© z 4 © # j „ 4 . - + 
£ * o 
CE 
he © 
own 4 * = 
* 
. 
oy F S 
* a 
py 
a F 
© + 
© +4 S @S «4 
— 
2 o 
\ 


1 0 b os 12 


— 


„ 
* r » {+ I >< * "+ WAA 9 
eres + wt Le ces. r 


55 
Toy 85 N 8 . — 
Ds 8 n G2 
1 Ms . Dee 85 e 


yo 7 . 50 1178 3 7 


G. s 1 % 
2. 


on OY 
The Boroe « 2 log . 


pos d incelt, with Commanders about him, gazzng 
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its firſt Magni teeneo Being but-lattly 3 & Rome 
and G The Cid Scene: — be: horrid I, ** 
turen with which the Roman Tyraut a penſecut ed abr chr, 
ard the Flat Scene, which is the Limit of the Proſpitts E 
covers an Altar richly, adorm d, before: it Contr, „ 
Croſs in ibe Air, which being incompaſs'd 2 —— — 
offers it ſelf 2 views; 950 choſe. mers dlifimbbty 
(Ia hoc ſigno Ber ] Infiruments are heard, and 
Attendants + The Miniſters at. Divine Service;; wall — 
up and down, gil Atticus, the Chief of: all the -Proefts, and 
Succeſſor of S Chery Hom, in rich Robes, comes forward 
otter in ew. 
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Repare, Pee rhe Ae n, 
2 __ | 
emple. with new 2 
Adorn the Ahars, the , | 


And purge the-place from: Sin, | 
R4 
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Since the Celeſtial Incarnation dawn?d? = W! 
I thigk no Day ſince Ti ſuch Glory gave We 
Milo priltte Altats, as this Morning brings. Io 
Leon, Great Succeſſor of holy Chry/oſtom, | [ 
| Who now triumphs above a Saint of Honour. Ib 
Next in degree to thoſe bright Sons of Heav'n ; 8 You 
Who never fell, nor ſtain'd their Orient Beams + - of 
What AF {poder} (Bes Nall approach you Jud, 
Since my Converſion, which your breath inſpir'd ? Anc 
Alis. Io ſee this Day, th. Emperor of the Eaſt, As | 
Leaves all the Pleaſures that the Earth can yield, Zut 
That Nature can beſtow, or Art invent, 5 F 
Ia his Life's ſpring, and bloom of gawdy year: May 
Fo umdergo the Penance: ef u Center . N Wee Vet. 
Confin'd to harrow Roms, and gloomy Walks, Till 
Faſtings, and Exerciſes of Devotion, Ones ino den As ii 
Which from his Bec at midnight moſb awake him A fr 
Methinks, O TLeomine! Is ſomething more And 
Than Fet Philoſophy could ever reg. l. 4 


JJ, Leone; True, Mtricar; you have amd my reaſon. “ bis 
Artie Vet more, to our Religious laſting honour Com 
Marina and Flavia; te young Virgins e 
imperial born, caſt in the falreſt mouõ⁰tt 507 -/ | 
That ere the hands of Beauty form'd-for Woman; Whe 
The Mirrors of our Court; whereChaſtity 74 >». 7 - The 


And Innocence 9 copy ſpotleſs Puſtreʒʒ la Cl 
To Day with Th af feave the World; 8 wet 808 Long 
Leont. Methinks at ſuch a glortohs refignationy: © 5 Unsk 
The Angelick Orders ſhould at once deſcend, Wou 

In all the Paint and tapery of Hea vz; | ros 
With charming Voices, and with lulling rigs, hat 
To give full Grace to foch'Triumphant'Zeal! Df 4 

_ Attic. No, Leontine; I feat thete is fault: 
For when 1 laſt eonfeſsd t Emperour r- ut ſe 
Whether diſguſt and melaucholy Bleed. Fa 
From reſtleſs Paſſions, urg'd not this Divorce? On 
5 + A . wy He = 


„ „ _— 


Fe The Santis 


?Tis ſafe; his Soul is of the tendereſt make: 
Therefore, PII tax him ſtrialy z but, my! Frie! Elli _n 
Why ſhould 1 give his Chat acter to-you, - +. 7; 90 5 
Who when his Father ſent him into Perſia, ..... a 
Were by that mighty. Monarch then appointed No 
To breed him with his Son, the Prince Yaranes,.. 
Leont. And what will raiſe your Admiration, Wy: - 4 I 
That two ſuch different Tempers ſhould Aster 1 4 
You know that Theodoſjus is compos'd- TIDY 
Of all the ſoftneſs that ſhould, 6 4 a Woman, * | 
judgment almoſt like Fear fore-runs his Laion; do 
And he will poiſe an Injury ſo long e e 


But the young Per Prince quite aqppoſite, 
So Fiery fierce, that thoſe who view him nearly 
May ſee his babghty Soul ftill mounting. in bis ert bots 8 
Yet did I ſtudy theſe ſo different r Wes. 
Till T at laſt had form'd a perfect Union, .... .. 
As if two Souls did. but inform one Body. 2 
A friendſhip that may challenge all the, World, © og 
And at the proof be matchleſs. rag + 
Artic, I long to read „ 


12 ? % 


This Gallant Prince, who, as you. have infor * 8 
Comes from his Fathers Court to ſee gur 1 
Teunt. So he intended till he came to Athens ; 
And at my homely board beheld my Dau bier; eee 
Where, as Fate ordered, ſhe who never aw wy bes 0 ene 
The Glories of à Court, hred up to Books ©. 1 
Ia Cloſets like a Sybil. - She I ſay, ** 


Long ſince from Perſia brought by me fo Athens! 0 
Unskill'd in Charms, but thoſe which Nature gave Py 
[Wounded this ſcorgful Prince: In ſhort, he NGA, 
o wait him thither, With deep proteſtations, 
hat. Moment that bereft him of the light, a 
Of Atbenau, gave him certain Death. „ 
Enter. Varanes and Athens. 
But ſee-my Daughter henour” with his preſence. 
Vara. "Tis ſtrange! ,O Athena wondrous, all 


Yondrous the Shrines, and wonderful the Altars! _ 


He only. anſwer'd me with Sighs and Bluſhes : GE 5 1 


As if he had father pardon than revenge it: 


ut. 


256 1 or, 


The Martyrs, though but drawn j in painted flames, 
Amaze me with the Image of their fuff*rings: 
Saints Cani6niz'd that dar d with Roman . e 
Hermits that liv'd in Caves, and fed wi a 
By Oroſmades, it is wondrous all. 
That bloody Croſs, in yonder Shire,” Y 
Above the Head of kneeling Conſtantine ;, 3 
Inſcrib'd about with Golden Tharatters: . 
Thou ſhalt o'tr-come in this, Ik it be true, 
I fay again, by Heav'n *tis wond'rous ſraoge. 1 
Athen. O Prince, if thus Imagination Itirs you, 
A fancy rais'd from figures in dead Walls, 1 
How would the Sacred Breath of Artiew © 
Inſpire your Breaſt, purge all your droſs away, __ 
And drive this Athens rom your Soul, 1 
To make a Virgin Room, whom yet the Mould © © 0 
Of your rude Fancy cannot comprehend. bee 
Vara. What ſays my Fair? Drive Athenais from 8 | 
Start me not into Frenzy, leſt I rail N 
At all Religion, and fall out with Heaven: 1 
1 And what Is the alas! that ſhould ſapplant he?; | 
WW Were ſhe the Miſtreſs of the World, as - | 
s Wigger Stars, or Summer ſering e gh 
| fl And thou fer by in Nature's plaigeſt Dreſs, © © 
} With that chaſte modeſt look When 5 I fa thee? © 
The Heireſs of a pot Philoſopher, or ON 
I ſwear by all I wiſh, by all T love, to 'floariſh, 
Glory and thee, 1 wou d not loſe a = 
Nor caſt an Eye that way, but riiſh to thee,” ren 
To theſe lay'd arms, and Joſe my ſelf for ever. 
Athen, Forbear, my Lord. 2, 
ara. O ctuel Abend Fd * + 
Why doôſt thou put me off, who pine ts death W e 
And thruſt me Void thee when LWould approach "RT 
Can there be ought in this? Cor ſe then 10 birth-right,”" 
Thy glorions Titles and! . ſuited Greatn 
Since Atbenais ſcorns thee Take again 
Your ill-tim'd rioadofes ; "take enn kae em Ge 
And change me to ſomę bumble Villa cr, 15 
If at lalt for toils at ſeorehihg Noon,” cv" bro 


, 4 2. 
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In mowing * or in reaping Fields, kj 5 
At night ſhe will but crown me with a ſinile; . BON WA . 
Or reach the bounty of her hand to bleſs me. 
Athen. When Princes ſpeak, their Subjefts ſhould: b 
Yet with humility I Would demand. Caen 
Wherein appears my-ſcorn, or my averſion? 
Have l not for your ſake abandon'd home, * Hen 557 - 
Where | had vow'd to ſpend my calmer 121 17 
But you perhaps imagine it but little Non Nob wi 
For a poor Maid to follow you abroad, man bun 
Eſpecially the Daughter of old Lamine + r 
Yet | muſt tell you Prince ie beet de 


T Vara. | cannot hear A * 
A Thoſe Frowus: I have offended, but forgire e. u Abt 
4 For who, Athena, that is toſsd Düne We 
With mch tempeſtuous tydes of love 26 J. in 1 


Can ſteer a ſteady courſe? Retire, my Fair, 
Hark! the Solemnities are now beginning, 
And Theodoſius comes: Hide, hide thy Charms, 
if to his clouded Eyes ſuch Day ſhould break, 190 
The Royal Youth who dotes to Death for Lo !-, 
| fear would forfeit all his Vows to Hevn ñ 
And fix upon thy World thy World of Beauty. LE ur. 
Enter Theodoſius ie ading Marina and Flavilla ( al three been 
in white) followed by: Pulcheria | 
Theo, Farewel, Paleberia! and I pray, no more: #4 
For all thy kind Complaints are loſt nan m. 4 
Have I not ſworn the World and T muſt part? 
ate has proclaimꝰ' d it, therefore:weep/ no more, 
ound not the tendereſt part of Theodoſuu, 
y yielding pul, that would expire in Cams oY 
ound me not with thy Tears, and 1 will tellthee 2 


Met e're | take my laſt farewel for ever. ö A 
wh The cauſe of all my ſufferings: O, my Siſter! {© +4} 
* bleeding Heart, the ſtings of pointed _ - Bro 
* hat Conſtitution ſoft as mine can bear? a0 T 


Pulch. My Lord, my Emp'rour, my deareſtiBro ery! 
hy all tbis while did you conceal it from me? 
Theo, Becauſe I was aſham'd to my own: Weaknoſs, Z 
kaew thy ſharper: Wit, and: ftrifter Wiſdem 5 5 
ou 


266 THEODOSTUS: e, 


Would dart Reproofs, which could not endure” ; 80 
Draw near, O Attica, and mark me well, 2 4 7 uc 
For never yet did my complaining Spirit Of 
Unlaich chis weighty: Secret upon him Wi 
Nor groan a ſyllable of her Oppreſſſunn. Ala 
Attic. Concealment:was a fault; but "ik at large,” fror 
Make bare the Wound, and 1 will pour in Balm. The 
Theo, Tis folly all, and fondneſs 0, remembrance! as 
Why doſt thou open thus my Wound again, ea 
And from my Heart call down thoſe warmer drops Th 
That make me die with ſhame ? Hear then, roger rota | I Anc 
Some few preceding days before I left 191 p 
The Perſian Court, hunting one morning early, rh 
1 loſt my. ſetf-and: all :the Company, 4 5.00; 7 
Still wandring on as Fortune would direct we, rh 
I paſt a Rivulet, and alighted in fl _ 0 Wh 
The ſwerteſt Solitude 1, ever ſaw! ! or 
hen ſtreight, as if Enchantment had been there; Ab Frot 
Two charming Voices drew me ?til} I came, We By t 
Where divers Arbours over- lookt the River. Nov 
Upon the Oſier Bank two Women ſate, 163.54 fl Thi 
Who, when their Song way ended; talkt to one, And 
Who, bathing; i ſtood 1far im he Chryſtal 'ftream.! 14 ro 
But, oh; what thought can paint that fair Perfection, J Is hi 
Or give a glimpſe of ſuch a naked Glory! —_ befo 
Not Sea born Venus, ih the Courts beneath, nr | 1 
When the green Nymphs firſt kiſdd ther Goral vlg Of: 
All poliſnt, fair, and waſht-with Orient Beauty, Big 
Could in my dazling Fancy match he Wo corny Not 
Attic. Think where you are? 1 is 
Theo. Oi Sir, you muſt forgive me, * h 7 
The chaſte Eathuſiaſtick Form appears, Wit 
As when | ſaw. her; yet. I ſwear, Pulcheria, +12 1» WM Say— 
Had cold 'Diana been, 7A looker On, K. +] ) Sin! App 
She muſt have prais d the Vertues of the Virgia, - proc 
The Satyrs could not grin, for ſhe! was veil' d! Ney. 
Nothing immodeſt, from her naked Boſo tri 
Down to her knees, the Nymph was wrapt in Lawn: „. 
But oh for me! for me, that was too much! My 7 


* Legs, her Arms, her Hands, her Neck, her Brealts 
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So nicely ſhap'd, ſo- matchleſs in their Luſtre: 1161477 
Such all. perfection, that I took whole draughts 
Of killing Love, and ever ſince have languiſht» + 
With lingering ſurfeits of her fatal m_—_— TI 
Alas, too fatal ſure ! O Atticus! „air on Tabs 
= Forgive me, for my ſtory now, is dong, 
The Nymph was dreſt, and with, her two Com panions, 
Having deſery'd me, ſhriekt and fled _ n ll gol 7e 
Leaving me motionleſs, till Leontine, {+ * ail; nine] 
Th' Inſtructer of my Youth;:by: chance came A, 
And wab'd me from the wonder! that entrancd me. 
Attic. Behold, my Lord, the Man whom you: have nam'd, 
The Harbinger of Prince Varangd's dere. 12 
= Theod. O Leontine/:\ten thouſand: Welcomes meet theek 
Thou Foſter- Father of my tender Youth, i 
W ho: reat'd the Plant, and prun' d it with fuch care, } 
ow ſhall I look upon thee, who am fallen 
From all the Principles of manlier reaſooon 
By thee infus'd, to more than Woman's neakneſs? } vet 
Now by the Majeſty Divine, that wess e | 
This ſacred place, I ſwear you muſt not kneel : T 
And tell me, for I have a thouſand-things:-': | 
To ask thee; Where, where is my Godlike Friend 25 
„ls he arriv'd, and ſnall 1 ſee his Face, | I 
Before I am cloyſter'd from the World: for nee 8 
Leont. He comes, my Lord, with all the erpeding Joys 
Of a young promis'd Lover, from his Eyes 
Big hopes look forth, and boiling Fancy forms 
Nothing but Theodoſow ſtill before him; 
His thought, his every word, is Theodoſas. 
Theo, Yet Leontine, yet anſwer me once more: 
With tremblings I demand thee, :. 
Say —haſt thou teen ?. Oh, has that Heav- nly 8 
Appear'd to thee again? Behold he's dumb: 
Proceed then to the Solemn laſt farewel; 
Never was Man fo willing, and prepar d. 
Enter Varanes, Aranthes, Attendants, |.» || 
Vara. Where i is my Friend! oh where is my brlov'd, 
My Theodoſius! point him out ye Gods. 
That [| may preſs him dead betwixt my Arms, 


Devour 


1 


8 
: 2 7 
- 0 * 


2688 THEODOSTUS: o, 
Would dart Reproofs, which I could not endure | 
Draw near, O Atticus, and mark me well, nin 7 4 
For never yet did my complaining Spirit 110 
Unlaidthis weighty: Secret upon him 
Nor groan a ſyllable of her Oppreſſſo n. 

Artic. Concealment:was 2 fads; but ſpeak at large, ros 


Make bare the Wound, and: I will pour in Balm. T. 
Theo, Tis folly all, aud fondneſs 0, remembrance! na 
Why doſt thou open thus my Wound again, | We: 
And from my. Heart call down thoſe warmer drops Th 
That make me die with ſhame ? Hear then, Pilcheria! | An 
Some few preceding days before I left hen wc = WS 
The Perſian Court, hunting one morning early, rn 
1 loſt my. ſelfaand all the Company, 2 
Still wandring on as Fortune would direct me, ry 
I paſt a Rivulet, and alighted in a 4100 N WI 
The ſwerteſt Solitude I, ever/ſaw! 7 / uo 
When ſtreight, as if Enchantment had been were, 0 50 = Fro 
Two charming Voices drew. me till l came, By 
Where divers Arbours over- lookt the River. No 
Upon the Oſier Bank two Women fate hi 
Who, when their Song way ended, talkt to one, Ane 
Who, bathing, ſtood far im the Chryſtal ſtream. 8 
But, oh; what thought can paint that fair perfection, WW js h 
Or give a glimpſe of ſuch a naked Glory! = Befc 
Not Ses horn Venue, ih the Courts\beneath, | 1 WM 7 
When the green Nymphs firſt kiſdd her Coral Lips, of 
All poliſnt, fair, and waſnt with Orient Beauty, | Big 
Could in:my dazling Fancy match her Ur | Not 
Attic, Think where you are? of His 
Theo, O. Sir, you muſt forgive me, ed T 
The chaſte Eathuſiaſtick Form appears, 44:9 Wit 
As when | ſaw. her; yet I ſwear, Pulcheria, \ +1» 1» Msa- 
Had cold Diana been, @ looker on, App 
She muſt have prais d the Vertues of the Virgi, - proc 
The Satyr, could not grin, for ſhe! was veil'd: wm. Ney 
Nothing immodeſt, from her naked Boſom $6.5 | 
Down to her knees, the Nymph was wrapt in Lawn: „. 
But oh for me! for me, that was too much) Nuy: 


* FG her Arms, het Hands, ber Neck, her Breaſti 
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80 nicely wap, ſo-matchleſs in their Luſtre ? 
Such all- perfection, that I took whole draugmhts 
Of killing Love, and ever ſince have 1 £2 "book 
__ ME With lingeriog ſurfeits of her fatal nns iP ©} 
Alas, too fatal ſurel-O Atticus, O reony 15. 
forgive me, for my ſtory now, is done; 80) 420 ** | 
re Nymph was dreſt;-and with, her two Companions 
Having deſery'd me, ſhriekt and fled wenden 
Leaving me motionleſs, till Leontine, oily 877 
Th' Inſtructer of my Vouth, by chance came as, bs 
And wakid;me from the wonder: that efitranc'd' me; + 
= Attic. Behiold, my Lord, the Man whom you: have nam d, 
The Harbinger of Prince — here. 
t Theod. O Leontine! ten thouſand: Welcomes meet thee? 
Thou Foſter-Father of my tender Tauth , 1.1 
bo reat'd the Plant, and prun'd it with ſuch Gare; 
uo ſhall J look upon thee, Who am fallen 5 
rom all the Principles of manliet reaſ on 
By thee infus'd, to more than Woman's ele: a 
Now by the Majeſty Divine, that wess wa FT 
his ſacred place, I ſwear you muſt not kneel? 
And tell me, for 1 have a thouſand things © 
To ask thee; Where, where is my Godlike Friend? 
n, Ils he arriv'd, and ſhall I ſee his Face, 'Y 
before I am cloyſter'd from the World: for Rey 
i WR Leone. He comes, my Lord, with all the erpeding Joy 
ps, Hof a young promisd Lover, from his Eyes 
£ Big hopes look forth, and boiling Fancy forms: 
Nothing but Theodoſn zus {till before him 
His thought, his every word, is Theodoſius. an T 
Theo, Yet Leontine, yet anſwer me once more: 
With tremblings I demand thee. 
sy —haſt thou feen? Oh, has that Heav- nly dom, 
I Appear'd to thee again? Behold he's dumb: 
Proceed then to the Solemn laſt farewel ; 


Never was Man fo willing, and prepar'd./ 
df Enter Varanes, Aranthes, Attendants, \ » | 
vn: ol Yara. Where is my Friend! oh where is my belov'd, 


My Theodoſia { point him out ye Gods, 
real FT hat I may preſs him dead betwixt my Arms; 
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wo THEODOSIUS: or, 


Devour him thus with over-haſty Joys, 


That languiſn at his Breaſt, quite out of breath, 


And cannot utter more. 

Theo. Thou mightieſt Pleaſure ! 8 
And greateſt Bleſſing, that kind Heav'n could ſend, 
To glad my parting Soul, a thouſand Welcomes ! 


Q, when I look on thee, new ſtarts of Glory 


Spring in my Breaſt, and with a backward bound 
I run the race of luſty Youth again. 

Vara. By Heav'n it joys me too, when! remember 
Our thouſand Paſtimes, when we borrow'd Names; 
Aeides, Il, and Thou, my deareſt Theſews, 

When through the Woods, we chas'd the foaming boar, 
With Hounds that open'd like Theſſalian Bulls, 


lie Tygers flu'd, and ſanded as the ſhoar, 


With Ears, and Cheſts, that daſht the morning Dew: 
Driv*a with the Sport, as Ships are toſt in Storms, 


We ran like Winds, and matchleſs was our Courſe; 
Now ſweeping oer the limit of a Hill! 


Now with a full Career come thundring down 


The Precipice ! and ſweat along the Vale. 


Theo. O glorious time l and when the gathering Cloudy 2 
Have calPd us home, ſay, Did we reſt my Brother? | 
When on the Stage, to the admiring Court, 

We ſtrove to repreſent Alcides Fury, 

In all that raging Heat, and pomp of Madneſs, 
With which the ſtately Seneca adorn'd him: 
So lively drawn, and painted with ſuch ic thy 
That we were forc'd to give it oer; fo loud 


The Virgins ſhriek'd, fo faſt they dy'd away. 


Vara. My Ti beodoſtus ſtill; *tis my lov'd Brother p 
And by the Gods we'll ſee thoſe times agen! 
Why then has Rumour wrong'd thee, that reported 
Chriſtian Enthuſiaſm had charm'd thee from us. 
That drawn by Prieſts, and work*d by Melancholy, 
Thou hadſt laid the golden Reins of Empire down, 


And ſworn thy ſelt a Votary for ever? 


Tyco. Tis almoſt true; and had not you arriz'd, 
The ſolemn buſineſs had by this been ended. 


This I have made the Empreſs of the Eaſt, 14 


/ 


7 WW 
My elder Siſter ; Theſe with me retire, 
WDevoted to the. Pow'r, whom we adore. 


ow by thoſe golden Beams, that glad the World.. 
W ſwear it is too much: For one of theſe,  _ 1 
Put half ſo bright, our God Would drive no more, 


He'd leave the darken'd Globe, and in ſome Cave 
2 an | 
= njoy ſuch Charms for ever. 
| Attic, My Lord, forbear.! enized8- hy. tad. 44:4 
Poch Language does not ſuit with.our Devotion: 
Nothing prophane mult dare murmur here. 

or ſtain the hallow'd Beauties of the Place. 
et thus far we muſt yield; the Emperour 
Js not enough prepar'd to leave the World. 


Vara. Thus low, moſt Reverend of this ſacred" place, 
W kneel for Pardon, and am half converted, 

Wy your permiſſion. that my Theodoſim . 

Return to my Embraces. O my Brother! 


hy doſt thou droop ? There will be time enovgly . - 


or Prayer and Faſting, and Religious Vows; : 
et us enjoy, while yet thou art my own, _ 
A the Magnificence of Eaſtern Court; 
hate to walk a lazy Life away: : 


et's run the Race which Fate has ſet before m, 


\nd poſt to the dark Goal. ewe = Y 
Toe, Cre TT SL 
hy am not I thus tod ? O my Faranes! 
hy are theſe coltly Diſhes ſet before me? 
hy do theſe ſounds of Pleaſure ſtrike my Fate? 
hy are theſe Joys brought to my ſick remembrance ; 
bo have no appetite; but am to ſenſe, - 
rom Head to Foot, all a dead Palſie ore? . 

Vara. Fear not, my Friend, all ſhall be well again 
or 1 have thouſand ways, and thouſand ſtories 
o raiſe thee up to Pleaſure, we'll unlock 


pur faſteſt Secrets, ſhed upon each other 


bk 
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Our tender'ſt Cates, and quite vabarr thoſe Doars,? _ 
Which ſhall be ſhut" to all Mankigd beſide. Ss 
' * Heeze; Silence and Reverence are the Temple's SO 
Therefore, while we purſe the Sacred Rites, 
Be theſe obſery'd, or quit the awful place, 5 5 
Imperial Siſters, now twin-ſtars of Heaven, _ , or 
Anſwer the Succeſſor of Chryſofom; © 
Without leaſt Reſervation Alder rr 
By oy harmonious * L wal ye r 1 4 


* - * 
A Sing . 
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Attic. Canſt thou, Marina, leave M Wa, 

: The World that Devotion bane, _ 
Where Crowns art toſt, and Scepters 1 
Where Luft and proud " Ambition e. * 

3 Prieſt. Can you your coſtly Robes ſhes, - 1 2 

To hve with u in poor Attire? n 

Can you from Courts to Cells repair, 7 „ 
To ſing at hs a in our * whe 


3 Prieſt. ba you . forget your golden Beds, 
here yo might ſleep beyond the morn, _ 
On Mats t lay our Royal Heads, 
And have your lan Treſſes | n? l a 


Attic. Can you reſolve to "faſt all Day, Pat ay 
And weep and groan te be e ? 3 
Can you in broken ſuumbers pray, 
And by Action merit Heav'n , 


Gone: 3 Vet aries, can this be done,” 

bile we the Grace Divine :mplore, 4 ro 
The World has loſt, the BattePs won; gs. 
Aud ſon ſhall never charm ye more? 1 


Fla 
$1; 


0 


Ae : 


Marina The gate to Bliſs does open Pia, Pulc 


Sings. And all penance EE, wc” . 
; The World upon the other band” g y 
Cries out, O do not bid adieu! Tet, 1 


The Forte of Love. 273 
Yet, Sacred 875 in theſe > 4 wt YA 
Where Pomp and Pride their Glories tell, 


Where Youth and Beauty are the Themes, - 
And plead their moving Canſe fe well, 


If ought that's vain my thoughts lie, 
Or any Paſſions govern here, 
But what Divinity may , | 


0 = 1 1 enter theres! Pa 9: 


Flavilla. What ! mar ices Pomp or Glory do me fs LD 
Sings. Or what can humane Charms. perſwaae; - 
That mind that bas 4 Hrav'n in view, 


Fm can it be by Earth bar 4 


N 1 full os Touth. and. kane, 
The Joy of Eyes, and Natures Pride, | 
Should 6 ouce my thoughts. from Heavn endete fa 
| Though now he woc d me for his Bride. 


Haſte then, O haſte ! and rake is in, 
For ever lock Religion's Door, 8 
Secure uus from the Charms of Sin, 
And let us ſee the World no more, 


Attic. Hark! bark! bebeld the 7 "erate Choir; 
Sings. They cleave the Air in bright Attire, 
And ſee bis Lute each Angel brings, 
And bark Divinely thus he Sing; 
To the Pown*rs Divine, all Glary be given, F 
Zy Men upon Earth, and Angels in Heaven. 


ne furs, and al the Prieſts with Nn. and { Flavilla 
20S diſappear. 


Pulch, For ever gone | for ever parted from me J 
Theodoſius, till this cruel moment 

ever knew how tenderly I lov'd em; 
t on 9 everlaſting hr RT 


| Methinks 


mw THEODOSETUS: +, 
Methinks my Soul has left me, and my Time 


Of diſſolution points me to the Grave. | 
Theo. O my JVaranes, does not now thy temper He 
Bate ſomething of its fire? doſt thou not melt Ar 
In meer Compaſſion of my Siſter's Fate, 5 Th 
And cool thy ſelf with one relenting thought ? | | 
Vara. Yes; my dar'd Soul rouls inward, melancholy, J 
Which 1 ne'er felt before, now comes upon me; Wi 
And I begin to loath all humane greatneſs. 5 
Oh! figh not then, nor thy hard Fate deplore! Zeh 
For, tis reſolv'd, we will be Kings no more: Ane 
We'll fly all Courts, and Love ſhall be our guide; P 
Love that's more worth than all the World beſide. | And 
Princes are barr'd the Liberty to roam, 8e 
The fetter'd mind ſtill languiſhes at home; Dr 
In golden Bands ſhe treads the thoughtful round, I 
Buſineſs and Cares eternally abound. | | 55 
„ And when for Air the Goddeſs would unbind, ab 
She's clogg?d with Scepters, and to Crowns confin he 
. 1 2 7 LExeun hat 
2 5 1 : his 
| ö | K 4 8 gs. 
AQ FKS I. wv 
e ee e W hil 
Enter pulcheria, Julia, Attendants. thi 
Pulch. Heſe Packets for the Emperour Honorius; bo 
Be ſwift, let the Agent haſte to Rome rike 
1 hear, my Julia, that our General | t th 
Is from. the Goths return'd with Conqueſt home. etur; 
Jul. He is; to Day I ſaw bim ia the Preſence, hen 
Sharp to the Courtiers, as he ever was: hey 
Becauſe they went not with him to the Wars. hen 
To you he bows, and ſues to kiſs your Hand. his j 
Pulch. He ſhall, my deareſt Julia; oft I bave told to 50 
The ſecret of my Soul: If e'er I marry, | + Ntent 
Marcian's my Husband ; he is a Man, my Julia, Pulc] 


Whom I have ſtudy'd long and found him perfect: ' nd ft 
Old Rome at every glance looks through his Eyes, 


afiodf] 


Leun 


old tit 
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The Force „ Br „ 
And kindles the Brholders: Some ſharp Atomes | 
Run through his Frame, which 1 could wiſh were out 
He ſickens at the ſoftneſs of the Emperour, 
And ſpeaks too freely of our Female Court; 
hen ſighs, comparing it with what Rome was. 
Enter Marcian and Lucius. 416 
Pulch. Ha! who are theſe that dare prophane this place 
ith more than bab'rous Inſolence? 2 
Marc. At your Feet, „ne 
zehold I caſt the ſcourge of theſe Offenders, | f 
And kneel to kiſs your Hand. b 
Pulch. Put up your Sword, 
And e'er Ibid you welcome from the Wars, 
Ze ſure you clear your Honour of this rudeneſs ; * 
Dr, Marci an, leave the Court. | 7 
Marc. Thus then, Madam; | L rg 368 
The Emperour receiv'd me with affeQion, Aftich 6-0 
zmbrac'd me for my Conqueſts, and retir'd; 
hen on a ſudden all the gilded Flies e ee! 
hat buz about the Court came flutt' r ing round me $A 
his with affected Cringes, and minc'd Words, BOTH? 
egs me to tell my Tale of Victories Ne, 
hich done, he thanks me, ſlips behind his Felber 1710 
hiſpers bim in the Ear, then ſmiles and liſtens, e 
hile I relate my Story once again: | S541. 
third comes in, and asks me the ſame farour: 
hereon they laugh, while I ſtill ignorant 
o on; but one behind, more impudent, + / 
rikes on my Shoulder; then they laught out right, 
ut then I gueſſing the "abuſe too lates | {A 
eturn'd my Knight behind a Box o'th' Ear 11 
hen drew, and briefly told them they were Raſcals. 
ney, laughing ſtill, cry?d out the General's wuſty, 
hereon I drove 'em, Madam, as yon ſa : 
his is in ſhort the Truth, I leave the Judgment. 1 als 
o your own Juſtice ; If 1 have done „ o fin 2 . 
ntence me, and T'11 leave the Court for ever. 70 
Pulch. Firſt you are welcome, Marcian, 9272 whe Wars: 5 
nd ſtill when er occaſion calls far 3 eit 
av'n ſend th' Emperor a General, 
8 2 


9 


3 
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| Renown'd as Marcian; as to what is paſt, 


That rais'd our Empire to a pitch ſo high? 


| And hackt with Wounds that ſeem'd to month his Praiſes; 


Should be ridiculous to Kuaves and Fools; 


9 


think the World will rather praiſe than cenſure 

Pulcheria, when ſhe pardons you the Action. 
Marc. Gods! Gods! and thou great Founder of Ole | 

What is become of all that mighty Spirit, [ Rome! 


Where is it peat ? What, but Almighty Power 
Could thus confine it, that but ſome few Atomes 
Now run through all the Eaſt and Occident? 
Pulch. Speak calmly, Marcian —— | 
Marc. Who can be temperate, 
That thinks as I do, Madam ? Why here's a Fellow, 
I have ſeen him fight againſt a Troop: of YVandats 
In your Defence, as if he lov'd to bleed: 
Come to my arms, my Dear ! Thou canſt not talk, 
But haſt a Soul above the proudeſt of em. 
O, Madam, when he has been all over Blood, 


I have ſeen him ſmile ſtill as he puſht Death from ons 
And with his actions rally diſtant Fate. 

Pulch. He has a noble Form. 

Marc, Yet ev'n this Man, | 
That fought ſo bravely in his Country's Cauſe, | 
This excellent Man this Morning in the Preſence, 
Did I ſee wrong'd before the Emperour, 
Scorn'd and deſpis'd becauſe he could not cringe, ” 
Nor plant his Feet as ſome of them could do. 
One ſaid his Cloaths were not well made, and damn 4 | 
His Taylor Another faid, he lock d 
As if he had not loſt his Maiden-head. 

If things are ſuffer'd to be thus, down all 
Authority, Preeminence, Degree and Vertue. 
Let Rome be never mention'd, no, in the Name 
Dem the Gods, be ſhe forgotten en 

minate Perſians, and the Lydian ſoftneſs, _ 
Make all your Fights, Marcian ſhall out no more; 
For by my Arms it makes a Woman of me; 
And my ſwoln Eyes run o'er to think this worth, 
This fuller Honour than the whole Court holds, 


Shou 
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Should ſtarve for want of what is neceſſary + KR 
o Life's Convenience. When luxurious Bawds | - 
Are ſo o'er-grown with Fat, and cram'd with Riot, 
That they can hardly walk without an Engine 
Pulch. Why did you not inform the Emperourn? 
Marc. Becauſe he will not hear me: Alas, good Mau, 
e flies from this bad World, and fill when Wars 
\nd Dangers come, he runs to bis Devotions, 
To your new thing, I know not what you call it, \ 
V hich Conſtantine began. ; iT 
Pulch. How, Marcian ! are not you of that 
Religion which the Emperour owns? - 
Marc. No, Madam, if you'll ſee my naked thought, 
am not of their Principle, that take 
\ wrong ; Jo far from bearing with a Foe, S 
vould ſtrike firſt, like old Rome; I wou'd forth, 
lbow the neighbouring Nations round about, 
nvade, enlarge my Empire to the bounds 


f the too narrow Univerſe. Yes, I own 


hat I deſpiſe your holy [nnovations. 
am for the Roman Gods, for Funeral Piles, 
or mounting Eagles, and the fancied greatneſs 
df our Fore-Fathers. Methinks my heated Spirit 

ou'd utter things worth loſing of my Head. ; 
Pulch, Speak freely, Marcian, for l know thee boneſt. 
Mac. O, Madam! long, long may the Emperour _— 
But, I muſt fay, his gentle Diſpoſition | 
vits not, alas, the Oriental ſway : : 5:4 1 10P 
id him but look on Pharamond : O Gods! 
wake him with the Image of that Spirit, 

hich, like a Pyramid revers'd, is grown _ 
v'n from a point to the moſt dreadful greatneſs 5 
is very Name already ſhakes the World; 
And ſtill in Perſon heading his firſt Squadrons, 
ike the firſt C2/ar er the hardy Gaul, 
e ſeems another Thunderbolt of War. 
Pulch. J oft have blam'd my Brother moſt for this, 9 
hat to my hand he leaves the State Affairs: | 
And how chat ſounds, you know N 


8 ; Mare. 


Things ſhould be mended 


"AY 
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Marc. Forgive me, Madam; 
I think that all the greatneſs of your Sex, 
Rome's Clelia, and the fam'd Semiramis, 
With all th Amazonian Valour too, 
Meet in Pulcheria; yet, I ſay, forgive me, 
If with reluctance | behold a Woman | 
Sit at the Empire's Helm and ſteer the World. 
Pulch. I ſtand rebukꝰd | 
Marc, Mark but the growing French, 


The moſt auſpicious Omen of their greatneſs, | 


That I can gueſs,” is their late Salique Law, 


- - Bleſt by their Prieſts, the Sali, and pronoun d 


To? ſtand for ever; which excludes, all Women 
From the Imperial Crown : But, oh! I ſpeak. 


Ihle leaſt of all thoſe infinite grievances, 


Which make the Subjects murmur : In the Army, 15 
Tho'I proceeded ſtill like Hannibal, 1 
And puniſht ev'ry Mutineer with Death; 

Yet, oh! it ſtabb'd me through and through the Soul 
To paſs the Wretches Doom, becauſe 1 knew 
With Juſtice they complain'd; for hard they fought, 
And with their Blood earn'd that forbidden Bread, 


Which ſome at Court, and great ones, though un-nam'd 
Caſt to their Hounds, while the poor Soldiers ſtar vd 


Pulch. Your pity too in mournful fellowſhip, 
No doubt might ſooth their murmurs. 4 
Marc. Yes, it did, | | 
That 1 might put em once again in heart, 
J faid be true, the Emperour was to blame, 
Who dealt too coldly with his faithful Servants, 
And paid their great Arrears by ſecond band: 
promis d too, when we return'd to Court, 


But how ! oh Gods! forgive my Blood this Tranſport! 
To the Eternal Shame of Female Councils! 

And to the blaſt of Theodoſizs Name, 

Whom never Warlike 'Chronicle ſhall mention! 

O let me ſpeak it with a Roman Spirit, | 


We were receiv'd like undone Prodigals, - //+./ / 


By curſt ungrateful Stewards, with cold looks; 


Wh 


The bye of 1 T. . mm 
ho yet got al by thoſe poor Wretches ruine. 
Like Malefactors, at the hands of juſti ge. 
bluſh, 1 almoſt weep with burſt ing rage; 
f thus receiv'd, how paid our long Arrears? - 

hy, as intruſted Miſers pay the Rights 
Of helpleſs Widows, or the Orphans Tears. 
O soldier! for to Thee, to Thee | ſpeak it, 
Bawds for the drudgery "of Citizens Wires, 
ould better pay debilitated Stallions. 
FNadam, I have ſaid perhaps too much; if wi 
Wt matters not, for he who lies, like me, 
On the hard ground, is ſure to fall no further. 
Pulch. J have given you patient hearing, honeſt, Vari. 
And, as far as I can ſee into your n 
ſpeak my ſerious judgment in cold Blood, 

ith ſtricteſt Conſultation on the matter; = 
think this ſeeming plain, and honeſt, Marcian, 
\n exquiſite and moſt W 

Marc. Ha! Traytor ! „ 
Pulch. Ves, a moſt notorious Traytor. went 
Marc. Your Grandfather, whoſe, Frown could aw the 
ould not have call'd me fo—— or if he had 
Pulch, You would have taken it — But to the Buſi neſs, 
Vas't not enough! Oh Heaven! Thou know'ſt, too much! 
\t firſt to own your ſelf an Infidel, e e, 
\ bold Contemner, even to Blaſphemy, | 
Df that Religion which we all profeſs ; 5 
For which your Heart's beſt Blood can ne'er ſuffice: | 

But you muſt dare, with a ſeditious Army, | 
hus to conſpire. againſt the Emperour ; 
mention not your Impudence to me, 
axing the folly of my Government, 
v'n to my Face: Such an Irreyerence, 
\s ſure no barb'rous Vandal would have urg 4; 
Beſide your libelling all the Court, as 
Y ou had engroſt the whole World's honeſty: , 

And Flatterers, Fools, Sycophants, Knaves, 
duch was Jour Langage, N inhabit here, A 
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Marc. Vou wreſt my honeſt meaning, by the Gods! 
You do; and if you thus go on, I feel , 
My ſtrugling Spirit will no longer bear it. 
Pulch I thought the meaning of all rational Men 
Should ſtilt be gather'd out of their Diſcourſe; 
Nor are you ſo imprudent, without thinking, 
To vent ſuch words, tho* now you fain would hide it; 

Lou find the Guilt, and baulk the Accuſation: 

But think not you ſhall ſcape ſo eaſily ! 

Once more 1 do confront you, as a Traytor; . 
And as I am entruſted with full pow'r, 

Diveſt you, in the Name of 7 beodofius, 

Of all your Offices, Commiſſions, Honours, 
Command you leave the Court within three Days, 
Loyal, plain-dealing, honeſt Marci an. 

Marc. Gods! Gods! | 
Pulch. What now! ha! does the Traytor murmur? 
If in three days! mark me; tis I that doom thee ! 
Raſh inconſiderable Man, a Wretch beneath 
The Torments I cou'd execute upon thee ! 
If after three days ſpace thou'rt found in Court, 
Thou dy'ſt ! thy head, thy head ſhall pay the forfeit. 
Farewell; now rage! now rail and curſe the Court; J 
Saucily dare to abuſe the beſt of Princes, 
And let thy lawleſs Tongue laſh all it can; 
Do, like a mad-man rave! deplore thy Fortune, 
While Pages laugh at thee. Then haſte to the Army, 
Grow popular, and lead the multitude : 
Preach up thy Wrongs, and drive the giddy Beaſt 
To kick at Ce/ar, Nay, if thou weep'ſt, 1 am gone. 
O Fulia! if I ſtay, I ſhall weep too. 
Yet tis but juſt that I the Heart ſhould fee 
Ol him who once muſt Lord it over me. L Ex. Pulch. & 
Luc. Why do you droop, Sir — Come, no more o * thi | 
You are and ſhall he ſtilf our General: | | 
= Say but the Word, I'II fill the Hi ppod rome ve 

1 With Squadrons that ſhall make the Emp'ror many; 

W |. We'll fire the Court about his Ears. 

i Methinks like Junius Brutus I have watcht 

wi __ Opportanity, and now It comes , 

1 | 


2 
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Few words and 1 are Friends ; - but, noble Me ”_ 


If yet thou art not more than Genera], . , 


Eer dead of Night, ſay Lucius is a Coward. 
Marc. I charge thee in the name of all the Gods, 

Come back. I charm thee by the name of Friend. 

All's well, and 1 rejoice I am no General. 

But buſh ! within three days we muſt be gone, 

And then, my Friend, farewel to Ceremony. 

We'll fly to ſome far diſtant lonely Village, 

Forget our Former ſtate, and breed with Slaves. 

Sweat in the Eye of Day, and when Night comes, 

With bodies courſely fill'd, and vacant Souls, 

Sleep like the laboured Hinds, and never think; 

For if I think again, I ſhall go mad. 

Enter Leontine and Athenais, &c. 
Therefore no thought. But ſee, we are interrupted ! | 
O Court! O Emperor! yet let Death threaten, - 
I'll find a time. Till then be ſtill my Soul —— 
No General now! A Member of thy Country, 

But moſt corrupt, therefore to be cut off, 


Loyal, plain-dealing, honeſt Marcian 


A Slave, a Traytor ! O ye Eternal Gods CExeunt. 0 
Leon. 80, Athenais / now our complement, 1 
To the young Perſian Prince, is at an end, 
What then remains but that we take our leave, 
And bid him everlaſtingly Farewell? 
Athen. My Lord! 
Leon, I ſay that decency requires 


We ſhould be gone, nor can you ſtay with Honour: | 


Athen. Moſt true, my Lord. 
Leon. The Court is now at peace, 


| The Emperor's Siſters are retir'd for ever, 


And he himſelf compos'd ; what hinders then, 
But that we bid adieu to Prince /aranes ? 
Athen, Ah, Sir, why will you break my Heart? 
Leon. 1 would not; 
Thou art the only Comfort of my Age; 
Like an old Tree I ſtand among the ſtorms, OY 
Thou art the only limb that I have lefe me: CLGShe heels, 


My 
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My dear green branch, and how I prize 3 Child, 


No, Athenais ! when the Day beholds thee _ 


Heaven only knows ! why doſt thou kneel and weep ? * W 
Athen. Becauſe you are ſo good, and will I hope 
Forgive my fault, who firſt occaſion'd it. 
Leon. I charg'd thee to receive and hear the Prince. W 
Athen. You did, and, Oh, my Lord! I heard too much; | 
Too much [I fear for my Eternal Quiet. 
Leon. Riſe, Athenais ! Credit him who bears A 
More Years than thou: Varanes has deceiv'd thee, — 
Athen. How do we differ then? You judge the Prince I 


Impious and baſe; while I take Heav'n to witneſs, | Ye 

I think him the moſt Vertuous of Men: Sil 
Therefore take heed, my Lord, how you accuſe him, T. 
Before you make the T ryal. Alas, Varanes, | N 
If thou art falſe, there's no ſuch thing on. Earth T1 
As ſolid Goodneſs, or ſubſtantial Honour. Bu 
A thouſand times, my Lord, he has ſworn to give me Tl 
(And I believe his Oaths) his Crown and Empire, Tl 


That day I make him Maſter of my Heart. 
Leon, That day he'll make thee Miſtreſs of his power, T. 
Which carries a foul name among the Vulgar. Be 


No, Athenas ! let me ſee thee dead, Al 


Born a pale Corps, and gently laid in Earth, 

So I may ſay ſhe's chaſte and dy'd a Virgin, 

Rather than view thee with theſe wounded Eyes 

Seated upon the Throne of Iſdigerdes, 

The blaſt of Common Tongues, the Nobles ſcorn, 

Thy Father's Curſe; that is, the Prince's Whore. 
Athen. O horrid ſuppoſition! how [I deteſt it! 

Be witneſs Heav'n, that ſees my ſecret thoughts! 

Have I for this, my Lord, been taught by you 

The niceſt Juſtice, and ſevereſt Vertue, 

To fear no Death, to know the end of Life, 

And with a long ſearch diſcern the higheſt good? 


So ſcandalouſly rais'd, Pride caſt thee down, | 

The ſcorn of Honour, and the People' s prey! 1 

No, cruel Leontine, not to redeem , 

That aged Head from the deſcending Axe, 

Not tho' I ſaw thy trembling Body rackt, _ 
=! 


wer, 


_ Thy 


2 | | 
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hy wrinckles about thee fill'd with Blood, (5 
Would 1 for Empire, to the Man I love. 
ze made the object of unlawfal Pleaſure. 5 

Leon, O greatly ſaid, and by the Blood which warms = 

Which runs as rich as any Athens holds, 

It would improve the Vertue of the World, 

If every Day a thouſand Votaries, | 

And thouſand Virgins came from far to hear thee? 2 

Athen. Look dowu ye Pow'rs, take notice we ee 
The rigid Principles ye have infus d: 
vet oh my noble Father! to convince you, 

Since you will have it ſo, propoſe a Marriage ; | 
Tho” with the thought I am covered ore with Bluſhes, - 

Not that I doubt the Prince, that were to doubt | 

The Heavens themſelves. I know he is all truth: 

But modeſty 
The Virgins troubleſome and conſtant gueſt, 

That, that alone forbids 

Leon, 1 wiſh to Heav'n 
There prove no greater bar to my . 

Behold the Prince, I will retire a while, 2 | 
And, when occaſion calls, come to thy aid. Ex. Leon. 
Enter Varanes and Aranthes. | 

Fe To fix her on the Throne, to me, ſeems little, 
Where I a God, yet would I raiſe her higher, 
This is the nature of thy Prince: But oh! 

As to the World thy judgment ſoars above me, 
And l am dar'd with this Gigantick Honour; 
Glory forbids her proſpect to a Crown, 
Nor muſt ſhe gaze that way; my haughty Soul, 
Thatday when ſhe aſcends the Throne of Cyrus, 
Will leave my Body pale, and to the Stars 
Retire in Bluſhes, loſt, quite loſt for ever, 

Aran. What do you purpoſe then? 

Vara. | know not what, Rn 
But ſee ſne comes, the glory of my arms, | 
The only buſineſs of my inſtant+thought, 

My Souls beſt Joy, and all my true = 
FAVES I cannot bear theſe auge deſires, 


Theſe 
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Theſe ſtrong impulſes which will ſhortly leave me 

Dead at thy Feet 
Athen. What have you found. my Lord, 

In me ſo harſh or cruel, that you fear 

To ſpeak your griefs ? 

Vara. Firſt let me kneel and ſwear, 

'And on thy hand ſeal my Religions Vow; . 
Streight let the breath of Gods blow me from Earth, 
Swept from the Book of Fame, forgotten ever, 
If I prefer thee not, O Athenais, 

To all the Perſian greatneſs ! K 

Athen. I believe you! _ 

For L have heard you ſwear as much before. 

Vara. Haſt thou? O why then did I ſwear again? 
But that my Love knew nothing worthier of thee, 
And could no better way expreſs my Paſſjon.. 

Athen. O riſe, my Lord 

Vara. I will do every thing 
Which Athenais bids : If there be more 
In Nature to convince thee of my Love, 

Whiſper it, oh ſome God, into my, Ear ! 
And on her Breaſts thus to her liſtning Soul 
I'll breath th' Inſpiration! Wilt thou not ſpeak ? 
What but one ſigh, no more! Can that ſuffice 
For all my.vaſt expence of Prodigal Love ? 

O Athenais! What ſhall 1 lay or * | 

To gain thee thing I wiſh? 

Athen. What's that, my Lord? 

Vara. Thus to approach thee ſtill ! thus to behold thee— 
Yet there is more 

Athen. My Lord, I dare not hear you. 

Vara. Why doſt thou frown at what thou doſt not know, 
Tis an imagination which ne er pierc'd thee ; 

Yet as 'tis raviſhing, *tis full of Honour. 

Athen. I muſt not doubt you, Sir: But oh! tremble, 
To think if 1ſdigerdes ſhould behold you, 
Should hear you thns proteſting to a Maid 
Of no Dogs but Vertue, in the World | 

Cara. No more of this, no more; for! diſdain 3 
All Pomp when thou art by ; far be the noiſc < 


df Kings and Courts from us, whoſe gentle Souls 
Nur kinder Stars have ſteer'd another way. 
ree as the Foreſt-Birds, we'll pair together, 
ithout remembring who our Fathers were; 
ly to the Arbors, Grots, and flow'ry Meads, 
And in ſoft murmurs interchange our Souls. 
ogether drink the Chryſtal of the ſtream, | 
Or taſte the yellow Fruit which Autumn yields, 
\nd when the Golden Evening calls us home, 
ing to our Downy Neſt, and ſleep till Morn. 
Abo Ah Prince ! no more! | 
Forbear, forbear to charm me, 2 
Since I am doom'd to leave you, Sir, for ever. 
Vara. Hold, Athenais | 
Athen. I know your Royal Temper, 
And that high Honour reigns within your Breaſt, 
hich would diſdain to waſt ſo many hours b 
ith one of humble blood compar'd to you: 
aleſs ſtrong paſſion ſway'd your thoughts to love her, 
herefore receive, oh Prince ! and take it kindly, 
or none on Earth but you could win it from me, 
Receive the gift of my Eternal Love. 
Tis all I can beſtow, nor is it little, 
For ſure a heart ſo coldly chaſte as mine, ” 
No charms but yours, my Lord, could e'er have warm'd! 


For the cold Dart you ſhot at me before, 
For this laſt Goodneſs? (Oh, my Athenais!) 
(For now, methinks, I ought to call you mine!) 
I empty all my Soul in thanks before you: 
Yet oh! one Fear remains, like death it chills me 
Why my relenting Love did talk of parting ! 

Athen. Look there, and ceaſe your wonder, I have ſworn 
To obey my Father, and he calls me hence 

Enter Leontine, | 

Vara. Ha, Leontine! by which of all my Actions 
Have I ſo deeply injur'd thee, to merit 
The ſmarteſt wound revenge could form to end me? 


And honeſty will dally now no longer, [me 
5 8 | | What 
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Vara. Well have you made amends by this laſt comfort, 


Leon. Anſwer me now, O Prince! for vertne prompts 
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What can the end of all this Paſſion be, 
Glory requires this ſtrict accompt, and asks 
What you intend at laſt to Athenais? 

Vara. How, Leontine / 

Leon. You ſaw her, Sir, at Athens; ſald you lov'd her, 
I charg?d her humbly to receive the Honovr, E | 
And hear your Paſſion : Has ſhe not, Sir, obey'd me? 
Para. She has, I thank the Gods | but whither would 

Leon. Having reſolv'd to viſit Theodoſius, Cthou?l 
* You ſwore-you would not go without my Daughter, 
Whereon I gave command that ſhe ſhould follow. 

Vara. Les, Leontine, my old Remembrancer, 

Moſt learn'd of all Philoſophers, you- did. 

Leon, Thus long ſhe has attended, you have ſeen ber, 
Sounded her Vertues and her Im perfection; 
Therefore, dread Sir, forgive this bolder Charge, 
Which Honour ſounds, and now let me demand you 

Vara. Now help, Arauthes, or J am daſht for ever. 

Aran. Whatever happens, Sir, diſdain the Marriage. 

Leon. Can your high thoughts ſo far forget themſelves, 
Io admit this humble Virgin for your Bride? 

Vara. Ha! 

Athen. He blues, Gods! and ſtammers at the queſtion, 

Leon, Why do you walk, and chafe your ſelf, my Lord? 
The buſineſs is not much. 

Vara. How, Leontine ! 

Not much; 1 know that ſhe deſerves a Crown; 
Vet 'tis to Reaſon much, tho? not to Love? 

And ſure the World would bluſh to ſee the Daughter 
Of a Philoſopher on the Throne of Cyrus. 

Athen, Undone for ever ! | 

Leon. Is this your anſwer, Sir; 

Vara. Why doſt thou urge me thus, and -pulh we to 
The very brink of Glory ? where, alas! 

I look and tremble at the vaſt Deſcent :; 
Yet even there, to the vaſt bottom, down 
My raſh Adventurer Love would have me leap, 
And graſp my Athenais with my Ruine. 
Leon. "Tis well, _ * 
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ura. Why doſt thou thus proyoke me, | 

I thought that Perſia's Court had ſtore of Honour 
To ſatisfie the height of thy Ambition. 
Beſides, old Man, my Love is too well grown, 
o want a Tutor for his good Behaviour; 

hat he will do, he will do of himſelf, 

And not be taught by you 


Lien. I know he will not! 


ond Tears away; 1 know, I know he will not; 

gut he would buy, with his Old Man's Preferment; 

My Daughter for your Whore, 

Vara. Away, I ſay, my Soul diſdains the Motion! 

| Leon, The Motion of a Marriage; yes, I ſee it; 

our angry looks and haughty words betray it: 

found it at the firſt ; I thank you, Sir, 

ou have at laſt rewarded your old Tutor 

or all his Cares, his Watchings, Services; 

et let me tell you, Sir this humble Maid, 

his Daughter of a poor Philoſopher, | 

ban, if ſhe pleaſe, be ſeated on a Throne 

\s high as that of th* Immortal Cyrus. 

Vara. I think that Age and deep Philoſophy. . 

ave crackt thy Brain: Farewel, old famine: 

Retire to reſt, and when this brawling Humour  _. 

$ rockt aſleep, Pll meet my Athenazs, * Ex. 

And clear the accounts of Love, which thou haſt blotted. 
Leon, Old Leontine] perhaps I am mad indeed. 

But hold my Heart, and let that ſolid Vertue, 

hich 1 ſo long ador'd, ſtill keep the Reins. 

D Athenais! But I will not chide thee, 

ate is in all our Actions, and, methinks, 

At leaſt a Father judges ſo; it bas 

&ebuk'd thee ſmartly for thy Eaſineſs: 

here is a kind of monraful Eloquence 72 

n thy dumb grief, which ſhames all clamorous ſorrow! 
Athen. Alas! my Breaſt is full of Death; methinks 
fear ev'n you 
Leon. Why ſhould'ſt this fun thy. Father? 
Athen. Becauſe you have the 08 0 of a Man! 

5 there, O ſpeak, a poſlibility.. - 290 
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Which thus I ſacrifice! and oh I ſwear, 


A. 


Leon. Thy Father does forgive hee, 8 
And Honour will; but on this hard Condition, | or 1 
Never to ſee him more "Ee et 1 
Athen. See him! Ob Heavens! df an 
Leon. Unleſs it be, my Daughter, to opbraid him: A k 
Not tho? he ſhould repent and ſtreight return, MT 
Nay proffer thee his Crown —— No more of that. Jas | 
Honour too cries revenge, revenge thy Wrongs, Lee 
Revenge thy ſelf, revenge thy injur'd Father. | of ſu, 
For tis Revenge ſo wiſe, ſo glorious too, Att 
As all the World ſhall praiſe ———— hat 
Athen. O give me leave, nd t 
For yet I am all tenderneſs, the Woman, | hat 
The weak, the mild, the fond, the coward Woman, o ſe] 
Dares not "look forth; but runs ; about my Breaſt, nd f 
And viſits all the warmer Manſions there, ho” | 
Where ſhe ſo oft has harbour'd falſe Faranes. e fo 
Cruel Varane, ! falſe forſworn V aranes ! ho, 
Leon, Is this forgetting him? Is this the Courſe Þ, C( 
Which Honour bids thee take? = 
Athen. Ah, Sir, allow fo nd 
A little time for Love to make his way; I - 


Hardly he won the place, and many ſighs, 
And many tears, and thouſand Oaths it coſt him. 
And oh I find he will not be diſlodged 

Without a Groan at parting hence for ever. 
No, no! be vows he will not yet be raiz'd 
Without whole Floods of Grief at his farewel, 


Had he proved true, I would as eafily 

Have empty'd all my Blood, and dy'd to ſerve bum, 

As now I ſhed theſe drops, or vent theſe ſighs, 

To ſhew how well, how perfectly I lov'd him. 
Leon. No Woman ſure, but thou, fo low in Fortune, T7 

Therefore the nobler is thy fair Example, | d * 

Would thus have griev'd, becauſe a Prince ador'd her ©* 


Nor will it be believ'd in after-times, aan 
That there was ever ſuch a Maid in being ; : 


Yet do I adviſe, preſerve thy Vertue ; 
And ſince he does diſdain thee for his Bride, 
Scorn thou to be Alten 


tune, 


5 ad 6 
heel done a Murder: here. : 
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ads Hold, Sir, oh hold, forbear - 2 nod WW 
or my nice Soul abhors the very ſonnd; * vr tH 
fret with the ſhame of that, and theideſire | | 
df an Immortal Name, I am inſpird 1 
\11 kinder Thoughts are fled for ever from we, 
All Tenderneſs, as if I ne'er had lov'dy /; . goa 
las left my Boſom colder than the Grave. © 12124. ST 
Leon, On, Athenais ] on, tis bright before the, 
urſue the Track, and thou ſhalt be a Star.. 
Athen. O, Leentink,! I ſwear, my: noble father, 15 T 
hat I will ſtarve &er once forego my Vertue: 
nd thus let's joyn to contradict the World, : 
hat Empire could not tetnpt a poor old Mag, Ua ob-1 
o ſel] his Prince the Honour of his Daught 1-4 We 
nd ſhe, too, match'd the Spirit of LP Father 3 i 4. 
ho? humbly born, and yet more humbly pelt us 10 l 
e for her Fame refus'd a Royal Be!!! | 
ho, tho? ſhe lov'd, yet did put off the Hour, is yee--. 7 
or could her Vertue be betray'd by/Pow?r.: % M 
Patterns like theſe will guilty Courts improve, 
And teach the Fair to bluſh at Conſcious Love: 
* Then let all Maids for Honour come in view, \ 0 
9 * Maid n ane for Glory: do. an | 
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Enter Varanes yours Aranthes. TM. ty 90 

ome to my Arms, my faithful, dear ant her, = 
Soft Counſellor, Companion of my Youth 

I had longer been alone, moſt ſure, avs 

1th the Diſtraction that ſurrounds! my Heart, 21 ut 

Hand would have rebelled n _ 50 all 01 ©! 


Ya, 


auth. The Gods forbid. N Jon * 
Vara. I ſwear, I preſs thee wich | dearty eng 
ever fearful Bride 1 de ; br 


E 


When 


L T Hi 0\ D 0:S8*L' US: of, 
When from a Dream of Death ſhe wWwak d and found 
Her Lover ſafe, andi ſleeping by her ſide. n te 
Aranth. The cauſe, my Lord? N 209 
Vara. Early thou Know'ſt laſt Night" I went W 
But long, my Friend, e er Slumber clos'd my Eyes; 
Long was the Combat fought, twixt Love ages ing ne ; 
The Fever of my Paſhon burnt me up; 
My Pangs grew ſtronger, and my Rack was doubled 
My Bed was all a- float with the cold drops 
That mortal Pain wr anno Limbs; 
My Groans more deep than others dying Bae 4 
Therefore, I charge thee, haſte: to her ee 
I do conjure thee tell her, tell her all 
My Fears can urge, or Fondneſꝭ can invent: 
Tell her how 1 repent, ſay any thing; 
For any thing III do to quench my Fires: 
Say, I will marry her now on the inſtant: 
Say all that I would ſay; yet in the end | | 
My Love ſhall make it more than Gods can utter. 
Aranth. My Lord! both Leontine and ſhe are Sone 
From their Apartment 
Vara. Ha! gone, ſay'ſt thou hither? iT 
umb. That was my whole Employment hl d; 
But, Sir, I grieve to ſpeak it, they have left 
Ns track behind for Care to find” em out; 
Nor is it poſſible bas 1 SATs 
Fare. It id ill II 1 2 4 
Ti ſtruggle with impölllbülties | 
To find my Athenar Not the Walls 
Of Athens, nor of Thebes, ſhall hide her from me: 
III bring the Fotce of all my Fathers Arms,. 
And lay em waſte; but I' redeem my Love, — 
O, Leontine ! moroſe old Leamine, mol 
Thou meer Philoſopher! O cruel Sage, Mel 2: 
Who fore one haſty word, one Cholerick doubt, 
Haſt turn'd the Scale; tho' in dhe ſaeved Balance 
My Life, my Glory, and my Empire hang. 
Araxth., Moſt ſure, my Lord, they are retinas 4 
| 5 ſend Poſt ro- Night. D 1 N ie 
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The Force of Love. 
Vara. No, no, Aranthes, Ge 
prepare my Chariots, for Vil go in Perſon; 
ſwear till now, till I began to fear 
ome other might enjoy my Athena, | 
ſwear, I did not know how much I lov'd her; 
zut let's away, I'll to the Emperour, . 4 YN 

hon to the haſty management of my buſineſs; 1 
repare, to day I'll go, to day Fll find hee: 
o more; I'll take my leave of Theodoſius, 
\nd meet thee on the Hippodrome : away, 
et the wild hurry of thy. Maſters Love, 7 
ake quick thy apprehenſion : Haſte, and leave me. 

\ | | | | | U Exeunt. 
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SCENE II. 


ulcheria, Atticus, Leontine, Voraries leadin Athenais in 
proceſſion after her Baptiſm, to be au Bore OY 


e 
© O, Chryſoſtom ! look down and ſee, 


An Off ring worthy Heavn and thee ! 
So rich the Vit im, bright and fair, 
That ſhe on Earth appears 4 Star. 
Chor. Eudoſia is the Virgin Name, 
And after-times Rat ſing her Fame. 


Atticus Lead her, Votaries, lead her in, 
ings. Her holy Birth does now begin, 
otary. 1n humble Weeds, but clean Array, 
Your hours ſhall: ſweetly paſs away; 
And, when the Rights Divine are paſt, _ 
To pleaſant Gardens you ſhall haſte. 
Votary. Where many a flowry Bed we have, 
That Emblem ſtill to each a Grave : 
955 And when within the Stream we look, 
e With Tears we uſe to ſwell the Brook : 
£ But oh, when in the liquid Glaſs, 
Our Heav'n appears, we ſigh to paſs! 
hor. For Heav'n alone we are Ken. | 
And all things bring our Heaven to mind, 
Fe >. 4 5 
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292 | THEO DOS IVS: or, 


Athen. O Princes! O moſt worthy of the World, 
That is ſubmitted by it its Emperour, CKneel' 
Jo your moſt wiſe and providential ſway : - | 
What Greek or Roman Eloquence can paint 
The Rapture and Devotion of my Soul! 

I am adopted yours; you are my Goddeſs, 

That have new-form'd, new- moulded my Conceptions, 
And by the plat- form of a Work Divine, 
New-fram'd, new. built me to your own deſires ;, 
Thrown all the Lumber of my Paſſions out, 

And made my heart a Manſion of perfection; 15 

Clean as an Anchorite's Grot, or Votary's Cell, 


And ſpotleſs as the Glories of his ſteps 
Whom we far off adore! 


Pulc h. Riſe, Eudoſia, 
And let me fold my Chriſtian in my Arms, 
With this dear pledge of an Eternal Love 
I Seal thee, O Eudoſia! mine for ever. 
Accept, bleſt Charge the Vows of my Affection; 
For by the ſacred Friendſhip that T give thee, ' 
I think that Heav'n by Miracle did ſend thee, 

To eaſe my Cares, to help me in my Councils, 
To be my Siſter, partner in my Bed; 
And equally, through my whole Courſe of Life, 


Io be the better part of thy Pulcheria, 


And ſhare my Griefs and Joys, | 
Athen. No, Madam, no; 
Excuſe the Cares that this ſad Wretch muſt bring, you; 
O rather let me leave the World for ever; 
Or if I muſt partake your Royal Secrets, 
If you reſolve to load me with ſuch Honour, 
Let it be far from Cities, far from Courts, 
Where I may fly all human Converſation; _ 
Where I may never ſee, nor hear, nor name, 
Nor think, nor dream, O Heav n if poſſible, 
Of Mankind more. 
Pulch, What now, in Tears, Eudoſia : . 
A ben. Far from the guilt of Palaces! O ſend me! 
Drive me ! O drive me from the Traytor Man: 
So I might *fcape that Monſter, let me dwelt -- 
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De Forte of Love. 29 
Lyons "EY or in ſome Tyger's Den; d 
ace me on ſome ſteep, craggy, ruin'd Rock, 
at bellies out, juſt dropping in the Ocean; 
ry me in the hallo of its Womb ; | | 
here ſtarving on my cold and flinty 1 Ken 
ay from far, with giddy apprehenlion, 
e infinite Fathoms down the rambling deep! 
et not ev'n there, in that vaſt whirl of Death, 
an there be found fo terrible 2 ruin, 
Man; falſe Man, ſmiling deſtructive Man. © 
Pulch. Then thou haſt loy 'd, Eudoſia, or my Siſter; || 
ill nearer to my Heart, ſo much the dearer; 
cauſe our Fates are like, and Hand in Hand 
r fortunes lead us through the Maze of Life: | 
am glad that thou haſt lov'd ; nay, lov d with Danger; 
ce thou haſt ?ſcap'd the rain —- Methinks it — 
We weight of my Calamities, that ton 

n all things elſe ſo perfect and Diyiae,) 
It yet a-kin to my Infirmity, | 
ad bear*ſt thy part in Love's melodious in: 
dve that like bane perfum'd infects the mind, 
at ſad delight that Charms all Woman - kind. | 
Arhen, Yes, Madam, T'confeſs, that Love has charm'd we, 
It never ſhall again. No, I renounce him; 
ſpire me all the wrongs of abus'd MI, 
Il you that have been cozen d by falſe Men: 
e what a ſtrict Example Iwill make; 
t for the Perjuries of one I will revenge ye 
r all that's paſt, that's preſent, and to come. 
Pulch. O thow-far more than the moſt Maſculine Vertus? 
here our Aſtrea; where, O drowning brightneſs, , 
here baſt thou been ſo long ? ? Let me again 
oteſt my Admiration and my Love; 


t me declare aloud, while thou art rer 208 
nile ſuch clear Vertue ſhiges within our Circle, 

ce ſhall no more appear within the Palace. 
t hide her dazled Eyes, and this be call'd loa £ A 

e holy Court: But lo, the Emperour comes, 1 


Enter Theodoſius, and Attendants. - +» + 9 
od * like thine, may drive that Form a rw 


T : * A | 
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That bas fo long entranc'd his Soul — My Lord n 
Theod, If yet alas! I might but hope to ſee her; bu 
But, oh forgive me Heav'n! this wilder ſtart, Ane 
That thus would reach impoſlibility : \s | 
No, no, I never muſt behold her more, A 
As well my Atticus might raiſe the Dead, Dro 
As Leontine ſhould charm that Form in view. oth 
Pulch. My Lord, I come to give your grief a cure, or 
With purer Flames to draw that cruel Fire - 2 
That tortur*d you ſo long —— Behold this Virgin —— Ti 
The Daughter of your Tutor Leontine. LOW 
Theo. Ha! 155 llt 
Pulch. She is your Siſters Charge, and made a Chriſtian llt 
And Athenais is Eudoſia now; br” | aw: 
Be ſure a fairer never grac'd Religion, [we 
And for her Vertue ſhe tranſcends Example. dr 1 
Theod. O all ye bleſt above how can this be? al 
Am I awake, or is this poſſible? [Athen. Knee "us 
Pulch. She kneels, my Lord, will you not go and raiſe her ith 
Theod. Nay, do thou raiſe her, for I am rooted here? WPÞtai 
Yet if laborious Love and Melancholy FH o tl 
Have not o'recome me, and quite turn'd me mad, Le 
It muſt be ſhe ! that naked dazling ſweetneſs : call 
The very Figure of that Morning Star, nd « 
That dropping Pearls, and ſhedding dewy Beams, ho 
Fled from the greedy Waves when Iapproach'd ; ught 
Anſwer me, Leontine, am l diſtracted? The 
Or is this true? by thee in all encounters - Att 
Iwill be rud, in Temperance and Wildaeſs, as e 
When Reaſon claſhes with extravagance; ho y 
But ſpeak —- „%% ts apo 5 ith * 
Leon. Tis true, my Lord, this is my Daughter, Ind a 
Whom I conceal'd in Perſia from all Eyes f her 
But yours, when chance directed you that way. et all 


Theod. He ſays, tis true: Why then this heartleſs Cf own 
O! where I proof againſt the Darts of Love, Criage 
And cold to Beauty as the Marble Lover 

That lies without a thopght upon his Tombb; y Mir 
Would not this'glorious dawn of Life run through me, I Me 
And waken Deatlv it ſelf Why am I flow then? e ſha] 


The Forte of Loa. 55 295 
hat TG now but in ſpight of Rules 
burſt through all the bands of Death that hold ji Ch. 
aud fly with ſuch a haſt to that Appearance, \ kneels, 

s bury'd Saints ſhall make at the laſt Summons? -- - +115 +/ 

Athen. The Emperor at my Feet; O Sir! I 
drown me not thus with everlaſting name; 
th Heav'a and Earth muſt bluſh at NO view? ! Us 5 1: 
or can J bear it longer | 
Leon. My Lord, ſhes unworthy — 1 
Theo, Ha! What ſayiſt thou Leont in 
Inworthy 1-O thou Atheiſt to perfection)! 
Ill that the blooming Earth — 2 ſend forth fair; 98 1 
ll that the gawdy Heav'ns could drop down Dean! 
aworthy ſay*ſt thou! Wert thou not ber Father, 
ſwear I would revenge ——+ But haſt, and tell ae. * IJ” 
or love like mine will bear no ſecond n 1. 
an all the Honours of the Orient, 


Y 1 


cel bus ſacrific'd with the moſt pure AﬀeQion, - 8 12 
e her ith ſpotleſs thoughts and languiſhing deſires. 
ere? btain, O Leontine, (the Crown at laſt) 314 


o thee, I ſpeak, thy Daughter to my Bride ? "ts 

Leon. My Lord, the Honour bears ſuch eſtimation, ** 0 

calls the Blood into my aged Cheeks, | 

nd quite o'er-whelms my Daughter with Confulion 5 * 

ho with her Body proſtrate on the Earth af RE 

ught to adore you for the proffer'd Glory. | 

Theo, Let me embrace, and thank thee ; O kind Heay * 

Atticus] Pulcheria! O my Father! 

as ever change like mine? Rua through the bens | 

ho waits there? Run, and loud as Fame can ſpeak, 

ith Trumpet-Sounds proclaim your Emperor W 

nd as of old, on the great Feſtival ? 

f her they call the Mother of the Gods ; %% bak 

| t all work ceaſe, at leaſt an Oaken Garland i 

s CArown each Plebeian Head: Let ſprightly Boule 

 doal'd about, and the toſs d Cymbals ſound: l 

ell em their much lamented Theodaſius 10 54 

Miracle is brought from Death ta Aan 4 bir bod 

lis Melancholy's gone, and now once more 

e ſhall appear at the State's 6 2d Def on. W 
1 4 Nor 


THEODOSIUS: or, 


Nor fear a Wrack while this bright star dire& us; 
kor while ſhe ſhines, no Sands, no cowring Rocks 
Shall lie unſeen; but I will cut my way 
Secure as Neptune through the higheſt ſtream, | 
And to the Port in ſafety ſteer the World. 
Athen. Alas, my Lord, conſider: my ee 
With all my other Wants dv: ii; ©: GALE 
Theo, Peace, Empreſs, Peace! 
No more the Daughter of old Leontine. 
A Chriſtian now, and Partner of the Eaſt. 
Athen. My Father has diſpos d me, you command me; 
What can I anſwer then but my Obedience? 
| ! - Theo.) Attend her, dear Pulcheria; and, oh tell her, 
To Morrow, if ſhe pleaſe, I will be happy. CEx. Pulch. ny 
O why. ſo long ſhould 1 my Joys delay ? CAthen 
Time imp thy Wings, let not thy Minutes ſtay, 
But to a moment change the tedious day. 
The day ! 'twill be an Age before to Morrow: 
An Age, a Death, a vaſt Eternity, 
Where we ſhall cold, and paſt Enjoyment lie. 
Enter Varanes and Aranthes. 
Vara. O, Thcodoſius ! 
Theo. Ha] my Brother here! 
Why doſt thou come to make my Bliſs run o'er ? ? 
What is there more to wiſh? Fortune can find 
No flaw in ſuch a glut of happineſs, 
To let one Miſery in-——O, my Varanes ! 
Thou that of late didſt ſeem to walk on Clouds, 
Now give a looſe, let go the ſlackned Reins, 
Let us drive down the Precipice of Joy, 
As if that all the Winds of Heav'n were for us.“ 
Vara. My Lord, I am glad to find the Gale is turn d, 
And give you Joy of this auſpicious Fortune. 
Plongh on your way, with all your Streamers out; 
With all your glorious Flags and Streamers ride 
Triumphant on — And leave me to the Waves, 
The Sands, the Winds, the Rocks, the ſure Deſtruction, 
And ready Gulphs that gape to ſwallow me. 
Theo. It was thy Hand that drew me from the Grave, 
Wo had been dead _ this tine to — 


* 


1 
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be Forte of Love. 297 
o Crowns, to Titles, and my ſlighted Greatneſs. 
t ſtill as if each work of thine deſerv'd 
Je ſmile of Heav'n — Thy Theodoſius met 
ith ſomething deater than his Diadem, 
ith all that's worth a wiſh, that's worth a life; 

met with that which made me leave the World. 
Vara. And I, O turn of Chance] O curſed Fortune! 
ave loſt at once all that could make me happy. 

ye too partial Powers! But now no more 
he Gods, my dear, my moſt loved Theodoſſus, 
ouble all thoſe Joys that thou haſt met upon mew * 

dr ſure thou art moſt worthy, worthy more 

han. Jeue in all his Prodigality 

an e' er Beſtow in Bleſſings on Mankind! 

nd oh, methinks my Soul is ſtrangely mov'd, 

akes it the more unkindly of her Stars, 

hat thou and I cannot be bleſt together: | 
vr I muſt leave thee, Friend] this night muſt ave thee 
o go in doubtful ſearch of what perhaps 

neber ſhall find: if ſo my cruel Fate N 

as order'd it: Why then farewel for ever, 

dr I ſhall never, never ſee thee more. --' 
Theo, How ſenſible my tender Soul is grown - 

f what you utter} O my gallant Friend! 

Brother! O Varanes ! Do not judge 

y what l ſpeak ? for Sighs will interrupt me; 
dge by my Tears, judge by theſe ſtrict Embraces, 
nd by my laſt Reſolve : Tho' I have met 

ith what in ſilence. J ſo long ador'd, 

ho in the Rapture of proteſting Joys,. 

had ſet down to morrow for my Nuptials; 

'd, nd Arricis to Night prepares the Temple. 

let my Varanes, I will rob my Soul 

Ff all her Health, of my Imperial Bride, 

nd wander with thee in the ſearch of that 
n which thy Life depends | | 
Vara. If this I ſuffer. 

onclude me then begotten of a Hind, 

nd bred in Wilds: No, Tbeodoſius, no; 
charge thee by our Friendſbip, and conjure thee / 


Pg 


4 
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28 THEODOSIUS: c, 
By all the Gods, to mention this no more: 
Perhaps, dear Friend, I ſhall be ſooner here 
Than you expect, or 1 my ſelf imagine: 
What moſt I grieve, is that I cannot wait 
To ſee your Nuptials: Vet my Soul is with you, 
And all my Adorations to your Bride. 

Theo. What, my Var anes, will you be ſo b 
As not to ſee my Bride before you go? 


Or are you angry at your Rival's Charms, 


Who has already raviſht half my Heart, 
That one was all your own? 
Pra. Yourknow I am diſorder'd! 


My Melancholy will not ſuit her bleſt Condition. L Ex. Thea 7 


And the Gods know, ſince thou, my Athenais, 

Art fled from theſe ſick Eyes, all other Women 

To my pall'd Soul ſeem like the Ghoſt of Beauty, 

* haunt my memory with the loſs of thee. 
Enter Athenais, Theodoſius Leading ber. 
| Theo. Behold, my Lord, the occaſion of my Joy. 
Vara. O ye immortal Gods! AL anthes ! oh ! 

Look there, and wonder: Ha! is't poſſible? 

Athen. My Lord, the Emperour ſays you are his Friend 

He charges me to ole my Intereſt, 

And beg of yoù to ſtay, at leaſt fo long 

As our Eſpouſals will be ſolemnizing; 

I told him I was honour'd once to know you; 

But that fo ſlightly, as 1 could not warrant 

The grant of any thing 1 ſhould ask you 
Vara. O Heaven! and Earth ! O Athenass !. why, 

Why doſt thou uſe me thus? Had I the World, 

Thou know'ſt it ſhould be thine. 

Athen. J know not that 

But yet, to make ſure work, one half _ it 

Is mine already, Sir, without your giving. 

My Lord, the Prince is obſtinate, his Glory 

Scorns to be mov'd by the weak Breath of Woman ; 

He is all Heroe, bent for higher Game; 

Therefore, *tis nsbler, Sir, to let him go: 

If not for him, my Lord, yet for my ſelf, 

I muſt intreat the Favour to retire. Exit Athen, 6 

A ark 
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ara. Death! and Deſpair ! Confuſion 1 Hell and Furies 
„„ Heav'n guard tho Health, and ſtill preſerve thy 
zar ſnould this mean? I fear the Conſequence, LVertue 
'tis too plain they know each other well. 7 
ara. Undone ! Aranthes 1 Joſt, undone for ever, 
ee my Doom, I read it with broad Eyes, 
plain as if I ſaw the Book of Fate: 
t I will muſter all my Spirits up, 
Woe my Griefs, ſwallow the riſing Paſſions. 
s, I will ſtand this Shock of all the Gods 
ell as I can, and ſtruggle for my Life. ; 
Theo. You mule, my Lord; and if you'll cache 
p judge your thoughts, they ſeem employ'd at preſent 
dout my Bride: I gueſs you know her too. T 
Vara. His Bride! O Gods! give ine a moments Patience, 
uſt confeſs the ſight of Arbenas, } 
here I ſo little did expect to ſee her, 0 f The; | 
grac'd and ſo adorn'd, did raiſe my wonder; 
Wt what exceeds all admiration, is 
hat you ſhould talk of making her your Bride; 
is ſuch a blind eſſect of monſtrous Fortune, 
hat tho' I will remember you affirm'd it, © 
annot yet believe | 
Theo, Then now believe me: | 
all the Pow'rs Divine, I will 8 her. 888 
Vara. Ha! I ſhall leap the bounds, Come, come, my Lord. 
7 all theſe Pow'rs you nam'd, I ſay you mult not. | 
Theo. I ſay, I will; and who ſhall bar my pleaſure? 
t more, I ſpeak the Judgment of my Soul, 
eigh but with Fortune Merit in the Balance, | 
nd Arhenas loſes by the Marriage. 
Vara. Relentleſs Fates! malicious cruel Pow? = 
or what Crime do you thus rack your Creature? 
„I muſt tell you this unkingly meanneſs 
its the profeſſion of an Anchorite well, 
It in an Oriential Emperour 
gives offence z nor can you without Scandal, 
ithout the notion of a groveling Spirit, 5 
pouſe the Daughter of old Leontine, 
hoſe utmoſt Glory is to have been my Tutor: 


Theo | 


riend 
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Theo, 


30 _THEODOSIUS: or, 
' Theo, He has ſo well acquitted that employment, 
Breeding you up to ſuch a gallant height 
Of full perfection, and imperial greatneſs, 
That ev'n for this reſpect, if for no other, 
21 will eſteem him worthy while I live. 

Vara. My Lord, you'll pardon me a little Freedom? 
For I muſt boldly urge in ſuch a Cauſe, 7.3 
Who ever flatters you, tho” ne'er ſo near 
Related to your Blood, ſhould be ſuſpected. 

Theo. It Friendſhip would admit a cold Suſpicion, 

After what 1 have heard, and ſeen to Day, a 
Of all Mankind I ſhould ſuſpect Varanes. 

Viara. He has ſtung me to the Heart; my Groans will 
Unleſs my ſtruggling Paſſion gets a vent. [choke mf 
Out with it then — I.can no more diſſemble — | 

Les, yes, my Lord, ſince you reduce me to 
The laſt neceſſity, 1 muſt confeſs it; 

I muſt avow my Flame for Atbenais. 

I] am all Fire! my Paſſion eats me up, 

It grows incorporate with my Fleſh and Blood! 
My Pangs redouble, now they cleave my Heart ! 
O Athena! O Eudoſia oh 
Tho plain as Day I ſee my own DeſtruQtion, 

Yet to my Death, and oh, let all the God, 

Bear Witneſs! I ſwear I will adore thee. 

© Theo, Alas! Varant. Which of us two the Heav'ns 

Have mark'd for Death is yet above the Stars; 
But while we live let us preſerve our Friendſhip | 
Sacred and juſt, as we have ever done. | 
This only Mean in two ſuch hard Extreams 
Remains for both: To morrow you ſhall ſee her, 
With all ad vantage, in her own Apartment; 
Take your own time, ſay all yon can to gain her, 

W It you can win her, lead her into Perſia; 
If not, conſent that I eſpouſe her here. 

Ai Via. Still worſe and worſe! O Theodoſius ! oh 
I cannot ſpeak for ſighs, my Death is ſeal'd 
By this Jaſt ſweetneſs; had you been leſs good, 
I might have hop'd but now. my Doc m's at hand, 
Go tixp, and take her, take her to the Temple: 


4 
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. The Force of Love. 
e Gods too give you joy. O Athenai ! 
hy does thy Image mock my Fooliſh forrow? | 
eodoſius, do not ſee my Tears: 
way, and leave me! leave me to the Grave. 
Theo. Farewel ; let's leave the Iſſue to the Heav'ns, 
vill prepare your way with all that Honour 
n urge in your behalf, tho to my Ruine. FEx. This, 
Vara. O could I tear my Limbs, and eat my Fleſh ; 
Wo! that I was, fond, proud, vain-glorious Fool! 
amn'd be all Courts, and treble damn'd Ambition : 
aſted be thy remembrance } Curſes on thee, 
d plagues on plagues fall on thoſe Fools that ſeek thee 
Aranth. Have comfort, Sir - 
Vara. Away, and leave me, Villianz _ 
aytor, who wrought me firſt to my deftryQion =——, 
et ſtay and help me, help me to curſe my . 
lp me to wiſh that I had ne'er been Royal, 
hat I had never heard the name of CG rss, 
What my firſt Brawl in Court had been my laſt. 
that T had been born ſome happy Swain, 

nd never known a Life ſo great, ſo vain! | 
tere I extreams might not be forc'd to chooſe, 
nd bleſt with ſome mean Wife, no Crown could loſe: * 
Where the dearer Partner of my little ſtate . 5 


is wil 
te me 


With all her ſmiling Off-ſpring at the Gate, 

Bleſſing my Labours, might my coming wait. 

here. in our humble Beds all ſafe might lie, 

nd not in curſed Courts for Glory die. — | [Exennt. 


V'ns 


SONG. 


H Ail to the Mirtle Shade, :& 
All bail to the Nympbs of the Fields; 

Kings would not here invade 
Theſe pleaſures that virtue yields. 

hor. Beauty here opens her Arms, ay 
To foften the languifhing mind 3 : lis bod 
And Phillis unlocks ber chan; | FS 
Ah Phillis ! ah * fo kind? 


FE | b 2 Phillis, 
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Phillis, 4 Soul 7 3 
Thu joy of the Neighb', ring Swains; 
Phillic Ae Crowns the Grove, 
And Phillis that t guilds the Plains, 1 
chor. Phillis, that ne er had the bill, 
- To-paint, to patch, and be fine "HE 
Yer Phillis whoſe Eyes can kill, 
Whom Nature hath w_ Divine. 


t Phillis, whoſe — Son 
Males labour and pains a 6+ liz 


Phillis that makes the day young, 
And ſhortens the live-long night, 

Chor. 8 whoſe lips like May, | 
Still laughs at the ſweets that they bring; 
Where Love never knows decay, 
But 1 2 with Eternal Spring. 


„„ — cc = 
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Enter Marcian, end Lucius at 4 diſtance. 


Hare F* E General of the Oriental Armies, 
Was a Commiſſion large as Fate could give. 

is gone: why what care I: O Fortune, Fortune! 

Thou laughing Empreſs of this buſie World, 

Marcian defies thee now =——— 

Why what a thing is a diſcarded Favourite ? 

He who but now tho! longing to retire, 

Cou'd not for buſie Waiters be alone, 

Throng'd in his Chamber, haunted to his Cloſer | 

With a full Crowd, and an Eternal Court ; 

When once the Favour of his Prince is turn'd; 

Shun'd as a Ghoſt, the clouded Man appears; 

And all the gaudy worſhippers forſake him; | 

So fares it now with me where cer I come, ods! 

As 1 I were another Cataliue. 0 this 


"The Force of A 30g 
he courtiers riſe and no Man will ſit near me, 
s if the Plagues were on me all Men fiy mee 
Lucius! Lucius! if thou leay'ſt me too, £3 
think, I think, I cou'd not bear it: 
Wt, like a Slave, my Spirit broke with cufſering,” 
duld on theſe Coward Knees 12 Ne 1 des, 
Dnce to be great again = | 
Luc, Forbid it, Heav "a! N 
hat e'er the noble Marcian conleſcend- 
o ask of any, but the Immortal'Gods ; 
ay, I avow, if yet your Spirit: dare, 3 
pight of the Court, you ſhall be great as cat 
Marc. No, Lucius, no; the Gods repel Is humour. 
et ſince we are alone, and muſt e're long | 
eave this bad Court; let us, like Veterans, 
peak out — Thou faiſt, alas! as great as Car: 
ut where's his Greatneſs ? Where is his er 
any Sparks of Vertue yet remain 
this poor Figure of the Roman Glory; 
gay, if any be, how dim they ſhine, * 3 
ompar'd with what his great fore · Fathers v were * 
Jow ſhould he lighten then, or awe tlie Word, 
hoſe Soul in Courts is but a Lambent- fire, 
nd ſcarce, O Rome ? a Glow. worm in the Field: 2 
oft, Young, Religious, God-like qualities, 1 
or one that ſhould recover the loſt Empire : * 
nd wade through Seas of Blood, and walk o'er Mountains 
df flaughter'd Bodies to Immortal Honour. 
Luc, Poor Heart! He pin'd a while ago for Love. 
Marc. And for his Miſtreſs vow'd to leave the World; 
ut ſome new chance it ſeems has chang'd his Mind. 
Marriage ! but to whom or whence he came, 
lone knows: but yet a Marriage is proclaim'd,/ 
ageants prepar'd; the Arches are adorn'd; 
he Statues Crown'd'z the Hippodrome does groan 
eneath the Burden-of the mounted AA 
he Theatre is open d too, where he 
$11d the hot Perſias mean to act their Follies. 
ods! Gods! Is this the Image of our * 15 
this the Model of. our Romulus: as 


give. 


Th 
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O +9 ſo poorly have you ſtampt Rome's Glory! | | 
Not Rome's but yours! Is this Man fit to bear it? 


This waxen pPortraicture of Majeſty! | 


Which every warmer Paſſion does melt down, 

And makes him fonder than a Woman's longing! 
Luc. Thus much I know to the eternal ſhame . 

Of the Imperial Blood; this upſtart Empreſs, 

This fine new Queen is ſprung from abje&t Parents; 

Nay, baſely born! but that's all one to him, 

He likes and loves, and therefore marries her. 


Marc. Shall I not ſpeak? Shall I not tell him of it? 


I feel this big-ſwollen throbbing Roman Spirit 
Will burſt, unleſs I utter what I ougbt. 
Enter Pulcheria with 4 Paper in ber Hand, and Julia. 


Marc. Pulcheria here! why ſhe's the Scourge of A 


I tremble too when ever ſhe approaches; 
And my heart dances an unuſual meaſure; 
| Spite of my ſelf I bluſh and cannot ſtir 


While ſhe is here — What, Lucius, can this mean? 


"Tis ſaid Calphurnia had the Heart of Ceſar : 

Aug uſt us doted on the ſubtle Livia - 

Why then ſhould I not worſhip that fair Anger? 

Oh didſt thou mark her when her Fury lightned, 

She ſeem'd all Goddeſs; nay, her Frowns became her, 
There was a Beauty in her very Wildneſs. 

Were I a Man born great as our firſt Founder, 


Sprung from the Blood Divine: But I am caſt 


Beyond all poſſibility: of Hope. 
Pulch. Come hither, Marcian ! read this Paper o'er, 
And mark the ſtrange neglect of Theodoſius: 


He ſigns what-e'er I bring; perhaps you have heard | 


To morrow he intends to wed a Maid of Athens, 
New-made a Chriſtian, and new-nam'd' Eudoſia, 
"Whom he more dearly prizes than his Empires 
Yet in this Paper he hath ſet his Hand, 1 
And ſeal'd it too with the Imperial Signet, 

That ſhe ſhould loſe her Head to morrow Morning. 
Marc. Tis ant for me to judge; yet this ſeems ſtrange 
Pulch. I know he rather would commit a Murder 

Oa his own Perſon, than. permit a Vein | » 011 i 
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her to bleed; yet, Alarciau, what might follow,...- -. 
I were envious of this Virgins Honor 
| his raſh paſſing whatſoever I offer 
ithout a view =» ha, but I had forgot! 
lia, let's haſte from this infectious Perſon ——»1.; , *:- 
had forgot that Marcian, was a Traytor; 0 1 
t by the Pow'rs Divine, I ſwear tis pity, 

at one ſo form'd by Nature for all Honour, 
Il Titles, Greatneſs, Dignities Imperial, 

e nobleſt Perſon, and the braveſt Courage, | 
ould not be honeſt: Jalia, ist not pit? ̃ 
Marcian, Marcian{ I cold weep to think 
rtue ſhould loſe it ſelf as thine has done. 
pent, raſh Man, if yet tis. not too late. ; 
id mend thy Errors; fo farewel for ever. LEx. Pulch. Jul. 
Marc. Farewel for ever! no, Madam; ere I go, 
m reſoly'd to ſpeak, and you ſhall hear me: 
en, if you pleaſe. take off this Traytor's Head ? 
d my Commiſſion and my Life together.. 
Luc, Perhaps you'll laugh at what I am going to ſay; 
t by your Life, my Lord, I think tis true: 
cheria loves this Traytor ! Did you mark her? 

firſt ſhe had forgot your Baniſbment; _ 
kes you her Counſellor, and tells her 7 
to a Friend; nay, leaves them in your Hand, 
dd ſays, tis pity that you are not honeſt, 
ith ſuch Deſcription. of your Gallantry, 

none but Love could make : Then taking leave, 
rough the dark Laſhes of her darting Eyes, 
thought ſhe ſhot her Soul at every Glance; . _ 
Il looking back, as if ſhe had a mind OY 
at you ſhould know ſhe left her Heart behind her. 
Marc. Alas! thou doſt-not know her, nor do I! 

r can the Wit of all Mankind conceive her; 
let's away. This Paper is of uſe. LES. 
uc. I gneſs your-purpoſe; _. 4 2 3 
is a Boy, and as a Boy you'll uſe, him, 
ere is no other way. 1 
Marc. Yes, it he be d 
te dead with ſleep, for * loſt to Honour, 


c ian 


er, 


* 


* 
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Marein with this ſhall rouze him. O, my Lucius 
Methinks the Ghoſts of the great Theodoſius, | 
And thundering Conſtantive appear before me : 
They charge me as a Soldier to chaſtiſe him, 

To laſh” him with keen words from lazy Love, 
And ſhew him how 4 trod the Paths of Honour. 


Fo | Are | 
| "SCENE. Ih. 
Theodolush ng on 4 Couch ch two Boys FO E; be Cup 
7 185 to him as he 128 1 . 
e 


Happy Day ! ah Happy Day, 
. 's Beams 4% 7 7 iſptay, 
So peaceful was the 14 Day. 
The Gods rhemſelves did all look down, 
The Royal Infant's Birth to Crown, 5 
So plead, they ſcarce did on the guilty frown. 


Happy Day ! ah Ha Day ! 
And oh thrice Happy Hour, 
That made ſuch Goodneſs Maſter of ſuch Pow'r, 
For thus the Gods declare to Men, E 
No Day like this ſhall ever come agen. 


= - 5 with an Order. 

Theo. Ha! what raſh thing art thou, who ſet ſt ſo ſn 
A value on thy Lite, thu 15 preſume 
Againſt the fatal Orders I have given, 
Thus to entrench on Ceſar's ſolitude, 
And urge me to thy ruine? 5 

Marc. Mighty Ceſar, 7 
I have tranſgreſt, and for my Pardon bow” Feit 
Io thee, as to the Gods when I offend; ' 
Nor can I doubt your Mercy, when you know” 
The nature of my Crime. I am Commiſſion d 
From all the Earth to give thee Thanks and Praiſes, 


The Force of Love. - = 3 


hon Darling of Mankind | whoſe Sean Arms 

Already drown the Glory of great Ju, " 
hoſe deeper reach in Laws and policy, 1 ha 

akes wiſe Auguſtus envy thee in Heyn? 

hat mean the Fates by ſuch prodigious Vertue? 

hen ſcarce the manly Down yet ſhades thy Face, 

ith Conqueſts thus to overorun the World, 

And make Barbarians tremble? O, ye Gods! 

hould Deſtiny now end thee in the Bloom, 

ethinks I ſee thee mourn'd above the loſs 

df lov'd Germanic, thy Funerals | 

ike his, are ſolemnized with Tears and Blood. 

Theo. How, Marcian ! 

Marc. Yes, the raging Multitude, 7 ih 

ike Torrents, ſet no bound to their mad grief; 435 

ave their Wives Heads, and tear of their own Hair, 

ith wild Deſpair they bring their Infants out, 

o brawl their Parents ſorrow in the Streets 

rade is no more, all Courts of Juſtice ſtopt; 

ith SSaes they daſh the Windows of their Temples; 

all down their Altars; break their Houſhold n 

nd ſtill the Univerſal Groan is this, 

mt antinople*s loſt, our Empire's ruin'd: 

Ice he is gone, that Father of his Count; 
ice he is Jead, O Life, where is thy Pleaſure? E Oh 

Rome ! Oh conquer'd World, where is thy Glory? ' 

Theo. I know thee well, thy Cuſtom and thy Mangers3 : 

ou doſt upbraid me: but no more of this, 

| ot for thy Life 

t fo Arc. What's Life without my Honopr ? 
| duld you transform your ſelf into a Gorgon, 'Y 

make that beardleſs Face like Jupiter's, | 

'ould be heard in ſpight of all your Thunder: 

pow'r of Guilt, you fear to ſtand the Teſt 

hich Vertue brings; like Sores your Vices ſhake 

Fore this Roman-healer. But, by the Gods, 

ore | go I'll rip the Malady, 

id let the Venom flow before your Eyes. 

is is a Debt to the N os = | 


- 


ſes, 
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The World, and hear how Soldiers cenſure Kings 3 


The Grand- father of your Illuſtrious Blood; 
And then farewel for ever. 

Theo. Preſuming Marcian? be" 
What canſt thou urge againſt my Hinotence?- 16 
Through the whole Courſe of all my harmleſs Youth, 
Ev'n to this hour, I cannot call to mind 
One wicked act which 1 have done to ſname me. 

Marc. This may be true: yet if you give the * 
To other Hands, and your poor Subjects ſuffi er, 
Your negligence to them is as the Cauſe. 

O Theodoſius credit me, who know 


In after-times, if thus you ſhould go on, 
Your Memory by Warriors will be ſcorn'd, 

As much as Nero or Caliguia loath'd; 

They will deſpiſe your ſloth, and backward caſe, | 
More than they hate the others Ao 2 
And what a thing, ye Gods, is ſcorn or pity? 

Heap on me, Heav'n, the hate of all Mankind $153 
Load me with Malice, Envy, Deteſtation: 0 
Let me be horrid: to all apprehenſion, 0 
And the World ſhun me, ſol eſcape but Scorn. 

Theo. Prithee, no more 

Marc. Nay, when the Legions make Compariſons; j 
And ſay, thus cruel Nero once refoly'd: 

On Galba's Inſurrection, for Revenge, 

To give all France as Plunder to the Arms, 

To poiſon the whole Senate at a Feaſt; 

To burn the City, turn the wild Beaſts out; | 
Bears, Lions, Tigers, on the Multitude; 464 
That fo obſtrufting thoſe that quench'd the Fire, 
He might at once deſtroy Rebellious Rome. 

Theo. O cruelty ! why tell'ſt thou me of this? 
Am I of ſuch a barbarous bloody-temper ? 

Marc. Yet ſome will ſay, this'ſhew'd be * a 8 
However fierce, avenging, and pernicious, 
That ſavour'd of a Roman; but for you, 
What can your partial Sycophants invent, 
To make you room among the Emperours; 
Whoſe utmoſt is the ſmalleſt part of Nero; 


"The" Forte of Love. 
\ pretty ** one that can act a Hero, he 
\nd never be one. O ye Immortal — | | * 
this the old Cæſarian Majeſty? 
ow, in the name of our great Romulus, 
Why ſing you not, and fiddle too as he did? 
Why have you not, like Nero, a Phenaſcus? 
one to take care of your Ccœleſtial Voice? ot 
ie on your Back, my Lord, and on your Stomach 
zy a thin Plate of Lead, abſtain from Fruits 
ad when the Buſineſs of the Stage is done, 
etire with your looſe Friends, to coſtly * A OH] 
hile the lean 2 roans upon the Ground. 903 
Theo. Leave me, I ſay, leſt . chaſtiſe thee : 
ence, be gone, I ſay PA. 1 
Marc. Not till you have hid me out 7 
ild too, like him, a Palace lin'd with Gold, A 
s long and large as that to the Eſquiline : 3A 
cloſe a Pool too in it, like the Sea, !{ bk 
nd at the Empires coſt: let Navies meet: K 
dorn your ſtarry Chambers too with Gems, 
dntrive the plated Ceilings to turn round. 
ith Pipes to caſt Ambroſian Oils upon your + 
onſume with his prodigious Vanity, „150 
meer Perfumes and Odorous Diſtillations, 
| Siſterces at once 400 Millions, | 
t naked Virgins wait you at your Table, | 
id wanton Cupids dance and clap their Wings, 
o matter what becomes of the poor Soldier; 
they perform the Drudgery they are fit for; 
[hy let em ſtarve for want of their Arrears © 
; as they go, and lie like Dogs in Ditches. Ni 
Theo. Come, you are a Traytor't: N 
Marc. Go too, you: are a 0. Ee 
by the Gods yy | F 35 
d a Theo. If Arrogance, like this, 
| ad to the Emperour's Face, ſhould ſhape pen, 
write my ſelf a Coward; die then, Villain, 
Death too glorious for ſo bad'n Man, 
7 Hand. 9 0 cen dams bids, 
| 75H but is wounded. 
V 3 Marc. 


$ 
þ 

| 
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Marc. Now, Sir, where are you? 7 
What, in the name of all our Roman Spirits, | 
Now charms my Hand from giving thee thy Fate? 
Has he not cut me off from all my Honours ? 


Torn my Commiſſions, ſnam'd me to the Earth, 


Baniſht the Court, a Vagabond for ever? 


Does not the Souldier hourly ask it from me? 
| Sigh their own wrongs, and beg me to revenge em? 


What binders now, but that I mount the Throne? 


And make to that this purple Youth my Footſtool ? 


The Armies court me, and my Country's Cauſe: 
The Injuries of Nome and Greece perſwade me. 
Shew but this Roman Blood which he has drawn, 
They'll make me Emperour whether I will or no: 
Did not for leſs than this the latter Brutus, 


\- Becauſe he thought Rome wrong'd, in Perſon, 0 a 


Againſt his Friend, a black Conſpifacß ? 
And ſtab the Majeſty of all the World? 

Theo. Act as you pleaſe,” I am within your Power. 

Marc. Did not the former Brutus, for the Crime 
Of Sextus, drive old Tarquin from his Kingdom? 
And ſhall this Prince too, by permitting others 
To act their wicked Wills and Lawleſs ane 
Raviſn from the Empire its dear Health, 
Well-being, Happineſs, and ancient Glory, 

Go on in this diſhonourable reſt? © FE 
Shall he, I ſay, dream on, while the ſtary'd Troops 
Lie cold and waking in the Winter Camp; 
And like pin'd Birds, for want of ſuſtenance, ' '' * 
Feed on the Haws and Berries of the Fields! 
O temper ! temper me! ye gracious Gods! 

Give to my Hand forbearance, to my Heart 

Its conſtant Loyalty! I would but ſhake him, 
Rouze him a little from this Death ot Honour, - 
And ſhew him what he mould be. 

Theo. You accuſe me, | 
As if I were ſome, Monſter, moſt dear oft f 
Firſt, as the Ruin ot the Army, boi n 
Of taking your Commiſſion: But, by Besv u 
* . O Marci an This 1 never did, 


's 
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or e'er intended ite Nor ſay I this d r 

> alter thy ſtern uſage; for with wan 8 

ou haſt ſaid; and done, and brought tomy remembrance, 

grow already weary. of my life. 

Marc. My Lord, I take your word: you do not know 

e wounds which. rage within your Country $s Bowels: 

e horrid uſage of the ſuff ring Soldier: 

t why will not our Theodoſiu know. ol 

you intruſt the Government to others 

at act theſe Crimes; who but your ſelf's bs 5 

witneſs, ve Gods of my plain dealin ing 10 0 

Marcian s honeſty, how- e er de grades: 

ank you for my baniſhment! —— D 

loſs is little to what ſoon; will follow; -- ---/ 52 

fle& but on your ſelf and your own Joys: * 

not this Lethargy for ever hold you! 

as rumour'd through the City that you lord. 

at your Eſpouſals ſhould be ſolemniz jj 

en on a ſudden here you ſend your Orders fx | be 2 

at this bright Favourite, the lov d Eudoſia, 25 

duld loſe her Head. * 4 

Theo. O Heav'n, and Earth! What fay'ſt ben, 

at I have ſeal'd the Death of my Eudoſia e 

arc. *Tis your own Hand and Signet: Yet 1 ſwear, 

o you have giv'n to Female Hands your ſway, | 

d therefore I, as well as the whole Army, , 

ever ought to curſe all Woman - kind; "OO Joon! 

when the Virgin came, as ſhe was doom - 

d on the Scaffold, for that purpoſe rais d. 

thout the Walls appear d before the Army! SIG 

es. What, on a Scaffold! ha, before the Army! 

arc. How quickly was the Tide, of Fury turn'd! 

ſoft Compaſſion and relenting Tears: But when the ** 

er'd the brighteſt Beauty of the Earth | ; 

m that fair Body, had you heard the groan, . 

ich like a peal of diſtant Thunder, ran 

ough all the armed Hoſt, you would have bone, 

the immediate Darkneſs that fell round us, 

ole Nature was concern'd at ſuch a a 

all the Gods were angry. "© BUY 
V + | * Theo: 
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Theo. O Pulcherial and 
Cruel ambitious Siſter, this woſt wp Il no 
Thy doing, Oo ſüpport me, noble Marcian : irſt 
Now, now's the time, if thou dar'ſt ſtrike; behold en 

J oſſer thee my Breaſt, with my laſt Breath, or al 
P thank thee too, if now thon draw'ſt my Blood. nd 
Were | to live, thy Councel mall direct any M. 
But *tis too late : He Swonſpou 

Marc. He faints! what, hoa there, Encins ! Ener Luci ay t 
My Lord, the Emperour, Eudoſia "lives ; Achim And | 
She's here, or will de in a minute, moment, D wh 
Quick as a thought ſhe calls you to the Temple. o ſe 
O Lucius, help ——T have gone too far; but ſe ce, 0 H 
He breaths again Eudoſis has awak'd him. ethi 
Theo. Did you not name auf R | The £ 
Marc. Yes, ſhe lives ſee « 

J did but feign the ſtory of her Death, 8 if 
To find how near you plac'd her to your Heart: And \ 

And may the Gods rain all their Plagues upon me, othi 
If ever I rebuke you thus again: | heek 
Yet 'tis moſt certain, that you ſign'd her Death, ome 
Not knowing what the wiſe Pulcheria offer'd, ith 
Who left it in my Hand to ſtartle you: ry1ng 


But by my Life and Fame, I did not think | Lo wi 
It would have toucht your Life. O pardon me, 
Dear Prince, my Lord, my Emp'rour! Royal Maſter! 
Droop not becauſe 1 utter'd ſome raſh Words 
And was a mad Man —— by thi Immortal Gods ! 
| love you as my Soul: what &er I ſaid, 
My thoughts were otherwiſe; believe theſe Tears 
Which do not uſe to flow; all ſhall be well: 
I ſwear that there are Seeds in that ſweet Temper, 
"To attone for all the Crimes in this bad Age. 
Theo, I thank thee firſt for my Eundoſia's Life. 
What, but my Love, could have call'd back that Life 
Which thou haſt made me hate? But oh, methought er 
Twas hard, dear Marian, very hard from ou Pf tha 
From him I ever reverencd as $ wy Father, 
To hear ſo harſh a Meſſage but no more: 


We are Friends; Thy Hand; nay, if thou wilt not ff all 
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ind let me fold my Arms about thy Neck 

1] not believe thy Love! In this forgive me. aſk 3 

irſt let me. wed. Eudoſia, and we'll out; 

e will, my General, and make amends 

or all that's paſt: Glory and Arms ye ys $ 

\ nd Marcian leads me on 

Marc. Let her not reſt then, 3 

ſpouſe her ſtraight; VII ſtrike you: at a batt Ny: 

ay this great humour get large growth within : you, 

\ nd be encouragdiby-the emboldning Gde. 

) what a ſight will this be to the Soldier 

o ſee me bring you dreſt in ſhining Armour, 

To Head the ſhouting Squadrons O ye Gods! 

ethinks I hear the ecchoing Cries of Joy;3 ; 

he Sound of Trumpets, and the beat of . 1 

ſee each ſtarving Soldier bound from Earth, n 

As if ſome God by Miracle had rais'd bim, | 

And with beholding you grow fat again. PF 

othing but- gazing Eyes, and opening Mouths; ; 

heeks red with Joy, and lifted Hands about you: 

ome wiping the glad Tears that trickle down 

ith broken /o's,. and with ſobbing Raptures. 

rying to Arms: He's come! Our Emp' rour's come 

Lo win the World. Why is not this far better 

Than lolling in a Lady's lap, and ſleeping, - 

aſting, or pray ing? Come, come, you ſhall be merry: 

and for Eudoſia, ſhe is. yours already: 

arcian has ſaid it, Sir, ſhe ſhall be yours. 

Theo. O Marcian) oh my Brother! Father! als. 

hou beſt of Friends, moſt faithful Counſellor, -- 

U find a Match for thee too cer 1 reſt, 

o make thee love me. For when thou art with me 

'm ſtrong and well; but when thou art gone, am nothing, 
Enter Athenais, meeting Theodoſius. 

Theo, Alas! Eudoſia, tell me what to ſay;3- , 

or my full Heart can ſcarce bring forth a word 

Pf that which I have ſworn to ſee performd. 

Athen, 1 am perfectly obedient to your pleaſure. 

Theo. Well, then 1 come to tell thee, that Faraxcs - 

Of all Mankind is neareſt to my Heart; en nel 


ter! 


! 
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1 love him, dear Eudoſia; and to prove 

That love on trial, all my Blood's too little; 
Eva thee, if I were ſure to die this moment, 
(As Heav'n alone can tell how far my Fate 


Is off!) O thou my SouPs moſt tender Joy, 
With my laſt Breath I would bequeath him thee, 


_ - Theo, No, my Eudoſia; no, I will not yield thee, 
” While I have Life; for Worlds I will not yield thee : 2 
_ Yet, thus far Im engag 'd to let thee know, 
He loves thee, Athena, more than ever. 
He languiſhes, deſpairs, and dies like me; 
And I have paſt my word that he ſhall ſee thee. _ 
Athen. Ah, Sir, what have you done againſt your ſelf, 
'And me? Why have you paſt your fatal word ? 
Why will you truſt me, who am now afraid 
To truſt my ſelf? Why do you leave me naked 
To an aſſault, who had made proof my Vertue, 
With this ſure Guard, never to ſee him more. 
For, oh with trembling Agonies I ſpeak it, 
I cannot ſee a Prince, whom once I lov'd, 
Bath'd in his Grief, and gaſping at my Feet, 
In all the-violent Trances of Deſpair, _ 
Without a ſorrow, that perhaps may end me. 
Theo. O ye ſeverer Pow'rs! too cruel Fate! 
Did ever Love tread ſuch a maze before? 
Vet, Athenais, ſtill I truſt thy Vertue; 
But if thy bleeding Heart cannot refrain, 
Give, give thy ſelf away; yet ſtill remember, 
That moment Theodoſius is no more 
Ex. Theo. with Attic. Pulc. Leon 
Athen. Now glory now, if ever thou didſt work 
In Woman's Mind, aſſiſt me Oh my Heart, 
Why doſt thou throb, as if thou wer't a breaking 2 | 
Down, down, I ſay, think on thy Injuries,  . 
Thy wrongs ! thy wrongs. *Tis well my Eyes are edry, 
And all within my Boſom now is ſtill 1x: 
Enter Varanes, leaning on Arauthes. 
Hal is this he! or is't Varanes Ghoſt 2. 
He looks as if he had beſpoke his Grave, 


Athen. Then you are pleas'd, my Lord, to yield me to him 
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>mbling and pale; I muſt not dare to view ty 
r oh I feel his melancholy here, | 
1d fear 1 ſhall too ſoon partake his ſickneſs! © 
. Thus to the angry Gods offending Mortal, 
de ſenſible by ſome ſevere Affliction, 

dw all their Crimes are regiſtred in Heav'n, © 

that nice Court, how no raſh word eſcapes, 

t ev'n extravagant Thoughts are all ſet down: 
us the poor penitents with fear approach” - 

e Reverend Shrines, and thus for Mercy bow; b. | 
us melting too, they waſh the hallowed Earth, 
id groan to be forgiven —— ' 1 
Empreſs ! O Esdoſia! ſuch you are now, 184567 6:20 4 
eſe are your Titles, and I muſt not dare 
er to call you Athenais more. 

Athen. Riſe, riſe, my Lord, let me intreat you riſe; 
will not hear you in that humble Poſturee 
e, or I muſt withdraw -—— The. World will bluſh 
r you and me, ſhould it behold a Prince, 

rung from Immortal Crus, on his Knees 

fore the Daughter of a poor Philoſopher. - : 
Vara. Tis juſt, you righteous Gods! my Doom ls juſt; 

dr will I ſtrive to deprecate her Anger. 
poſſible, Vil aggravate my Crimes, 8. 
at ſhe may rage till ſne has broke my heart: : 

r all I now deſire, and let the Gods, 

oſe cruel Gods that joyn to my undoing, 
Witneſſes to this unnatural Wiſh, e 

to fall dead without a Wound before her. 
Athen. O ye known ſounds ! But I muſt ſteel my Soul. 
thinks theſe Robes, my Delia, are too heavy. 
Vara. Not worth a word, a look, nor one regard! . 
then the Nature of my Fault ſo hainous, 

at when I come to take my eternal leave, * 
oll not vouchſafe to view me? This is corn. 
hich the fair Soul of gentle Atbenar, ö 

ould ne'er have harbour'd ——— . 
for the ſake of him, whom you e're-long 

all hold as faſt as now your Wiſhes form mk | 
"lit e me a patient hearing; for however 
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I talk of Death, and ſeem to loath my Life, 
1 would deliberate with my Fate a while, 
With ſnatching glances eye thee to the laſt; 
Pauſe oer a loſs like that of Athenais, 
And parley with my ruine. 

Athen. Speak, my Lord; 
To hear you is the Emperor's Commu 3 
And for that Cauſe I readily obe. ; 
Vara. The Emperour, the Emperour's Command 

And for that Cauſe ſnhe readily obeys. | 
I thank you, Madam, that on any terms | 

You condeſcend to hear me | 
Know then £ndoſia. Ah, rather let me call thee | 
By the lov'd Name of Athenais ſtill: | Jen fi 

That Name that I ſo often have invok' d! | 


And which was once auſpicious to my Vows ; 


So oft at Midnight figh'd amongſt the Groves, 1 is ret 
The Rivers murmur and the Eccho's burden, had 
Which every Bird conld ſing, and Wind did bear! d by 
By that dear Name, I make this Proteſtation, fron 
By all that's good on Earth, or bleſt in Heav'n, d bre 


I ſwear J love thee more, far more than ever, 
With conſcious Bluſhes too! Here, help me, Gods! here 
Help me to tell her, tho? to my Confuſion, is Cit 
And everlaſting Shame; yet I muſt tell her, b 
I Jay the Perſian Crown. before her Feet. 

Athen. My Lord, I thank you, and to expreſs thoſe that 
As nobly as you offer ? em, I return 
The Gift yon make; nor will I now opbraid you 
With the Example of the Emp'rour; 
Not but 1 know ?tis that that draws you on, 
Thus to deſcend beneath your Majeſty; - 5 
And ſwell the Daughter of a renn Philoſopher | 
With hopes of being great. 

Vara. Ah, Madam! ah, you wrong me; by the 6 
J had repented e' er L knew the Emp' rour 

Athen. You find perhaps, too late, that Athena 
However lighted for her Birth and Fortune, 
Has ſomething in her Per ſon, and her Vertue, 
Wortn the Regard TIS „ Fm 
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d, to return the Complement you gave R 
Father, Leontine,” that poor 9 750 Tt, 
oſe utmoſt Glory is to have been your Tutor: 
ere proteſt, by Vertue, and by Glory, ts Arg - 
wear by Heav'n and all the Pow'rs Divine, "DP y 
e abandon'd Daughter of that poor old Man, | 
ill ne*er be ſeated on the Throne of Cyrus. 6 
ara. O Death to all my Hopes! what haſt thou dar 2 | 
turn me wild! Ah curſed Throne of ru, 
ould thou hadſt been o'erturn'd and laid in Duſt, 
3 Crown too Thunder: ſtrucx. My Father, all NE 
je Perſian Race, like poor Darius, ruin d. 
dtted, and ſwept for ever from the World; 5 If 
When firſt Ambition blaſted thy Remembrance —— 
then. O Heav?n ! | had forgot the baſe Affront 
ſer'd by this proud Man! a Wrong ſo great, 

is remov'd beyond all hope of Mercy: 

had deſign'd to bribe my Father” 5 TR e 
d by unlawful means 
from my ſight; leſt I become a Fury 
d break thoſe Rules of Temperance 1 propovd 
„ fly, Varanes! fly this facred place | 
here Vertue and Religion are profeſs dpd: 
is City will not harbour Infidels, | N 
aytors to Chaſtity, licentious Princess | 
gone, I ſay, thou canſt not here; be ſafe, 

to Imperial Libertines abroad 
Foreign Courts thow'lt find a thouſand Beauties 
at will comply for Gold, for Gold they?ll weep 
Gold be fond, as Athenais was; 
4 charm the ſtill as if they lord indeed. 
ou'lt find enough Companions too for Rides 176 
aria all, and Royal as thy ſelf, | 
o' thy loud Vices ſhould reſound. to Heay? a. | 
t thou not gone yet? 
ara. No, I am charm'd to hear you: 
from my Soul I do. confeſs my ſelf 
Ne very blot of Honour; I am more black — 
\._ Wan thou, in all thy Heat of juſt Revenge, 


th all thy glorious Eloquence, canſt make me: 


zds! 


— 


At hen. 
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Athen. Away, Varanes. © = | Dr c 
Vara. Yes, Madam, I am going —— y.a 
Nay, by the Gods, I do not ask thee pardon : Ath 
Nor while I live will 1 implore thy mercy : tm 
But when I am dead, if as thou doſt return, Var. 
With happy Theodoſius from the Temple, | hat | 
If as thou go'ſt in Triumph through the Streets, Mp ad 
Thou chance to meet the cold Varanes there, Athe 
Born by his Friends to his Eternal home; at \ 
Stop then, O Athenars ! and behold me; e tho! 
Say as thou hang'ſt about the Emp'rour's Neck, ara 
Alas! my Lord, this fight is worth our pity; the; 
If to thoſe pitying words, thou add a Tear, parde 
fr give one parting'groan — If poſſible, hich 
if the good Gods will grant my Soul the freedom, Id le 
Pl leave my Shrowd, and wake from Death to thank ti w e⸗ 
Athen. He ſhakes my reſolution from the Bottom: d fin 
My bleeding Heart too ſpeaks in his behalf. ke al 
And ſays my Vertue has been too ſevere. | 3 Sk 
Vara. Farewell! O Empreſs: No, Athena, now ur ne 

I will not call thee by that tender Name, age! 
Since cold deſpair begins to freeze my Boſom, m dit 
And all my Pow'rs are now refolv'd on Death. ara, 
*Tis ſaid that from my Youth I have been raſh, {then 
Cholerick, and hot, but let the Gods now judge not 
By my laſt wiſh, if ever patient Man is Fun 
Did calmly bear ſo great a loſs as minm te of 
Since *tis ſo doom'd, by Fate you muſt be wedded, th all 
For your own Peace, when I am laid in Earth, - ewell 
Forget that e're //araves had a Being; J cor 
Turn all your Soul to Theodoſizes Boſom: y wa 
Continue Gods their Days, and make em long: if the 
Lucina wait upon their fruitful Hymer, 2 ara, < 


And many Children, beauteous as the Mother, Las I. 
And pious as the Father, make 'em ſmile. 

Athen. O Heav'ns! 55 
Vara. Farewell —Pll trouble you no more: 
The malady that's lodg'd within grows ſtronger; 
I feel the ſhock of my approaching Fate: ü e mor. 
My Heart too trembles at his diſtant march; 


og aw "=" 
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or can Lutter more, if you ſhow'd ask me. 

by arm, Aranthes! O farewell for ever 
Athen. Varanes, ſtay, and ere you go 125 ever, N 

t me unfold my Heart. we. 

Vara. O Athena! _ | 

hat further cruelty haſt thou i in ſtore | 

add to what I ſuffer ? 

Athen. Since it is doomd 4 d 
at we muſt part, let's s part as Lover's ſhould, 2 
thoſe that have lov'd long, and loved well. 43 
ara. Art thou ſo good! O Athenars, oh 30 
then, Firſt from my Soul I pity and forgive you; 5 
pardon you that haſty little Errour, 

hich yet has been the cauſe of- both our Ruins. 

d let this ſorrow witneſs for my Heart. 155 

w eagerly I wiſh it had not been; 

d ſince I cannot keep it, take it all. 

ke all the Love, O Prince, I ever bore your” 

„if tis poſſible, Pll give you more, : 

ur noble Carriage forces this Confeſſion: 

age! I burn! I bleed ! I die for Love: 

m diſtracted with this World of Paſſion. 

ara, Gods! cruel Gods ! take notice I forgive you. 
then. Alas! my Lord! my weaker tender Sex - 
not your manly Patience; cannot curb. 

is Fury in; therefore I let it looſe; 

te of my rigid Duty, I will ſpeak 

th all the dearneſs of a dying Lover, 

ewell moſt lovely, and moſt lov'd of Men; 
comes this dying paleneſs o'er thy Face? 

yy wander thus thy Eyes? Why doſt thou bend 
if the fatal weight of Death were on thee? 
ara, Speak yet a little more; For, by the Gods? ! 
d as I prize thoſe bleſſed happy me 

rear, O Athenais ! all is well! 

ever better! _ 

(then, I doubt Mee, dear Yaranes; . © 

if thou dy'ſt, I ſhall not long be from web, 

e more farewell, and take thele laſt Embraces, 

I * cruſh him to my Heart! Farewel, 


7 
k tl 


A nd 


„ my 2 
( = < * FIR —_ 
r r 
— 8 85 


A * — — — * Jo - — thts — 2 
— — awe Ge DIES Au” FTE ——— — I — — — 
a 7 9 * N 
5 1 * 3 


5 9 
— — 


— a — . —» N = 
J 10 * i. bf oy 
* 


> a * 
1 
S, 
n * 
+ Ewe 
9 4 8 
X _ 


| = 
o 
_ 7 


— _— - "= 
— * — — 
— — — — = — 


— 


B ———— —̃ — 
5 — a — —_— — 


—— — on,” — — 


— 
— 2 5 

* — me » 22 — — — — 
* — — — * 


Take this, which all thy Pray'rs could never Charm; hit 


Ah, Prince farewel ! Angels protect and guard thee. 


Thou haſt undone me more by this confeſſion : 


And bellow like a Spirit under ground. 


The Heav'ns can only tell; yet I am reſol 


3% THEODOSIUS: er, 
And as 2 dying pledge of my laſt Love, 


1 
1 


What have I done? oh lead me, lead me, Delia 


Vara. Turn backs O Athenais! and behold me! WV ho! 
Hear my laſt words, and then farewel for ever : 


You ſay, you ſwear, you love me more than ever; 
Yet I muſt fee you marry'd to another: we 
Can there be any Plague or Hell like this? 
O Athenais ! Whither ſhall 1 turn me? 
You have brought me back to life; but, oh, what life! 
To a Life more terrible than a thouſand Deaths; 
Like one that had been buried in a Trance, 


With racking ſtarts, he wakes and gazes round, Niet nc 


Forc'd by deſpair bis whirling Limbs to wound, 


Still urg'd by Fate, to turn, to toſs, and rave, | 
Tormented, daſh'd, and broken in the Grave. 


[Exe 
_ —— or A 
. es \ 85 SC EN E I. . 88 A 
Athenais dreſt in Imperial Robes, and Cromm d: A Toy ſbo 
with a Bowl of Poiſon. | Py 
Athen, A Midnight Marriage! muſt I to the Temple A. 
Thus, at the Murderers hour? Tis wond'rt Tet + 
But ſo thou ſay'ſt my Father has commanded ; ſtrang ; 
And that's Almighty Reaſon.- , | He 
Delia. Th' Emperour in compaſſion to the Prince, An 
Who wonld, perhaps, fly to extravagance, 5 An 
If he in publick ſhould reſolve to Eſpouſe you. Cry 
Contriv'd by this cloſe Marriage to deceive: bim. land 
Athen. Go fetch thy Lute, and ſimgchoſe Lines 1 To 
So, now I am alone, yet my Soul ſhakes; - [ty 4 
For where this dreadful Draught may 8 | AI 
We” ere 
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2 drink it off in ſpight of Conſequence: 
hiſper him, O ſome Angel l what I am doing; 

dy ſympathy of Soul let him too tremble, 

o hear my wondrous faith, my wondrous ys 

WV hoſe Spirit not content with an Ovation, 

ff ling'ring Fate, with Triumph thus reſalv'd bas litt 
hus in the rapid Chariot of the 8goul ; Þ 

o mount and dare as never Woman dard: | 

Tis done, haſte, Delia, haſte! come bring thy Lute) Drinks 

and ſing my Waftage to immortal Joys. 
ethinks I cannot but ſmile at my own Bravery, 

hus from my loweſt Fortune rais d to Empire, 

rown'd and adorn'd! worſhipt by half the Earth, 

hile a young Monarch dies for my Embracess  - „ 300 

et now to wave the Glories of the * 8 
my Yaranes! tho' m e unequal. 162128 h 

ly Vertue ſure has richly recompenc'd, eb i Dog 

nd quite out- Saag Example re ban T 


- life 


E xeut 8 0 N 8. ro a 
— Ab 3 bloddy Fa... 13 my na Mi i 1 Ae 1,4 | 
What canſt thou now > more? - ) viniod 21 
Alas, tis all 40% late, , 6") wa? I ne 
8 Philander to reſtore: be ft Ms aneÞ 
4 Tay ſbonld the Heavenly Powers perfwade | 
3 Poor Mort als to believe, | 
That they guard us here, 
nple And reward us there, 
20d'roy 7et all our Joys deceive ? 
ſtrang Fry W ſk 26/4 k 
er £0 enjne t F ; 
ce, And bell it in N Hand v | 
Y And with a dying Look, 
. Cry'd, thus 4 ws command: | W 
. ilander! Ah n Love I com 1065 70 | 


es 1 f To meet thy Shade below, 
Lolly 4b, 7 come, ſhe 4 | 

With a Wound ſo wide 

There needs no ſecend — * 
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3. 
In Purple Waves ber Blood 
Kan ftreaming domn the Fleer, 
Dnmot d ſhe ſaw the Flood, 
And bleſt her dying Hour: 
Philander! A, Philander! Sit 
The bleeding Phillis c), 
She wept a while, | 
And forc'd 4 Smiles Ras pf be 
The __—_ ber as and . 


; „ Fes Pulcheria.” WE 
Pulch, How fares my dear Extoſia? Ha, thou lock, 
Or elſe the Tapers cheat my ſight, like one 
That's fitter for thy Tomb than Cefar's Bed, 
A fatal Sorrow dims thy ſnaded Eyes, 
And in deſpite of all thy Ornaments, 
Thou ſeem'ſt to me the Ghoſt of Athenais. 
Athen. And what's the Puniſhment, my dear Pulcherid 
What Torments are allotted thoſe ſad Spirits, 
Who groaning with the Burden of Deſpair, 
No longer will endure the Cares of Life; 
But boldly ſet themſelves at Liberty, 
Through the dark Caves of Death to ie on, 
Like wilded Travellers without a Guide, 
Eternal Rovers in the gloomy Maze, 
Where ſcarce the Twilight of an Infant Moon, 
By a faint Glimmer checkering through the Trees, 
RefeCts to diſmal View the walking Ghoſts, 
And never hope to reach the Bleſſed: Fields? 8 5 
Pulch, No more o' that, Atticus ſhall reſolve thee; 3 
But ſee, he waits thee from the Emperour pi 
Thy Father too attends. 40 
Enter Leontine, Atticus, &c. 
Leont. Come, Athenais! Ha, what now in Tears? 
O fall of Honour, but no more I charge thee, 
I charge thee, as thou ever hop'ſt my Bleſſing, 
Or fear*ſt my "Curſe, to baniſh from my Soul 
All Thoughts, if poſſible, the Memory 
5 on that ungrateful Prince that has undone thee. 


* 
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ttend me to the Temple on this Inſtane, 5 
o make the Emperour thine, ee towed ahi, * 
nd lie within his Arms. e e # 
Athen. Yes, Sir, II 2 —— VV 
t me but dry my Eyes, and I wiN gsm; , - | 
doſia, this unhappy Bride ſhall go, „„ 
bus like a Victim crown'd and dechbd to bleed, 
| wait you to the Altar, wed the Emperour, 
nd if he pleaſes,. lie within his . 
Leont, Thou art my Child agen. Is 4 
Athen, But do not, Sir, imagine that any y Chats 
Threatnings ſhall compel me . 
ever to think of poor YVaranes more: fd patent 
o, my Varanes No i 
ſhile 1 have Breath, I will remember ala: g 1 9 
o thee alone I will) my Thoughts confine, _ 
dal my Meditations ſhall be tine <p 
e Image of thy Woes my Soul ſhall fill, _ x 
e and my End, and thy Remembrance ſill; 
in ſome Pop lar Shade the Nightingale, 
ith piercing Moans does her loſt Young bewail, 
hich the rough Hind, obſerving as they lay 
arm in their Downy Neſt, had ſtoln zwa ß; 
t ſhe in mournful Sounds does ſtill complain, 7 
gs all the Night, tho all her Songs are vain, ; 
d ſtill renews her miſerable ſtrain: &IÞ,., _ © 
my Varanes, till my Death comes ou, Cn ny 
ill ad Eudeſ ia Ys dear Loſs bemoan. 

Ex. Athenais, Atticus. 


lt, 


ſo 


Heria 


S II. 


Enter Varanes. 


ara, 'Tis Night, dead Night, and weary Natick lies 
Laſt, as if ſhe never were to riſe; 


Breath of Wind now whiſpers through the Trees; 
noiſe at Land, nor murmur in the Seas; ; 

n Wolves forget to howl at Night's pale Noon; 
wakeful Dogs bark at the ſilent Moon: 


* 2 | Nor 
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Nor bay the Ghoſts that glide with Horror b 


To view the Caverns where their Bodies lie, | * 
The Ravens perch, and no Preſages give; Nd C 
Nor to the Windows of the Dying cleare. 
The Owls forget to ſcream, no midnight ſound Wc 
Calls drowſie Eccho from the hollow Ground; ry 
In Vaults the walking Fires extinguiſht Ws +: ob. 
The Stars, Heav ins Centry, wink and ſeem to die. MP *® 

Such univerſal Silence ſpreads below, | a 

Through the vaſt Shades where I am doom'd to 62 ; Tay 


Nor ſhall I need a Violence to wound? 
The Storm is here that drives me on the Ground, 
Sure means to make the Soul and Body part, 
A burning Fever, and a broken Heart. 12 
What, hoa, Aranthes! | OI ks ; 
1 ſent thee to the Apartment of _ 

Athenais ! 1 ſent thee, did 1 not, wil be admitted ? Pr 
Aran. You did, my Lord; hut on 
I fear to give you an Account. 
Vara. Alas! | r 7 
Aranthes, 1 am got on the other fide f 
Of this bad World; and now am paſt all fear. N 
O ye avenging Gods, is there a Plague Hob 
Among your boarde Bolts, and heaps of Vengeancs 8 
Beyond the mighty Loſs of Arhenass ? df 
Tis Contradickion, ſpeak, then ſpeak, Aranbes, = Ae 
For all Misfortunes, if compar d with W 

Will make Varanes ſmile : el tl. 
Aran. My Lord, the Empreſs, | heave 
Crown'd and adorn'd with the Imperial Robes, 
At this dead time of Night with ſilent Pomp, 
As they deſign'd from all to keep it ſecret | The: 
But chiefly ſure from you; I ſay the Empref 
Is now conducted by the General, 
Atticus and her Father, to the Temple, 1 70 
There to eſpouſe th? Emperour Theodeſius. 

Vara. Say ſt thou? Ist certain! hah. TY 

Arant. Moſt certain, Sir, I ſaw em in Proceſſion. 

Vara. Give me thy Sword, malicious Fate! O Fortu 
O giddy Chance! O tura of Love and Greatneſs! 


The Forte of Love. 82 

arryd! She bis kept her Promiſe now rHabbd'; = 

nd oh her pointed Fame and nice Revenge, 

ave reach'd their end. No Arambes / No! „ 

ill not ſtay the lazy Execution 1 

fa ſlow Fever: Give me thy Hand, and ſwear „ 

all the Love and Duty that thou ow'ſt me, 3 

W obſerve the laſt Commands that 1 ſhall {Ii they z 

r not againſt my purpoſe, as thou feat 8 
Anger and Difdain; Nor dare to oppoſe me 

ith troubleſome unneceſſary formal Reafons; _ 

r what my Thought hasdoom'd, my Hand ſhall na.” 

harge thee hold it ſtedfaſt to my Heart, ph 

rt as the Fate that throws me on the Point. 

ho? I have liv'd-a Perſſan, I will fal! 

fair, as fearleſs, and as full reſolv'd 5 

any Greek or Roman of em all, _ Va 

Aran, What you command is terrible but aired, 3 

ad to atone for this too cruelł a. | 

y Lord, Fil follow you —— © 

Para. | charge thee not! | 

t when I am dead take the OO? gives. 

ad bear me, with my Blood diſtilling down, 

eight to the Temple; lay me, O Aranthes ! id 1 

y my cold Coarſe at Athinai?'s Feet; © Dn 

id ſay, O why, why, do my Eyes run oder! 

with my lateſt Gaſp I groan'd for Pardon. 

t here my Friend, hold faſt, and fix the Sword; 

el the Artery, where the Life-Blood lie; 

heaves againſt the Point -—— Now, O ye Gods, 

for the greatly wretched you have rooms. .” 

epare my place, for dauntleſs lo I come! 

The force of Love thus makes the Mortal Wound, 

And Athenais ſends me to the Ground. [Kitt bimfet. 


{OCENE HE The outward Part of th Temple. | 


ter Pulcheria and Jli at one Der, Marcian and Lucius 
' at another. 


Pulch. Look Talia, ſee the penſive Marcian comes; 
ls to my wiſh, | muſt no longer loſe him, ; 
X 3 Leſt 


nc 


326 THEODOSIUS: o, 

Leſt he ſhould leave the Court indeed: he looks 

As it ſome mighty ſecret work d within him, 

And labour'd for a Vent; inſpire me Woman, 

That what my Soul deſires above the World, 

May ſeem impos d and forc'd on my Affections —— 
Luc. I fay ſhe loves you, and ſhe ſtays to hear it 

From your own Mouth: Now, in the Name ot all 

The Gods at once, my Lord, why are you ſilent? 

Take heed, Sir, mark your opportunity; | 

For if the Woman lays it in your way, 

And you over- ſee it, ſhe is loſt for ever. ON 
Marc. Madam, I come to take my eternal Leave, 

Your Doom has baniſht me, and I obey : 

The Court and I ſhake Hands, and now we part, 
Never to ſee each other more; the Court 

Where I was born, and bred a Gentleman : 

No more, till your Illuſtrious Bounty rais'd me, 
And drew the Earth-borg Vapour to the Clouds: 
But, as the Gods ordain'd it, I have loſt, 
I know not how, through Ignorance, your Grace: 
And now the Exbalation of my Glory . 
Is quite conſum'd and vaniſht into Air. 
Pulch. Proceed, 1 | i 
Marc. Vet let thoſe Gods that doom'd me to diſpleaſe yo 
Be Witneſſes how much I Honour you — | 
Thus, worſhipping, I ſwear by your bright ſelf, 
I leave this infamous Court with more content 
Than Fools and Flatterers ſeek it. But, oh Heaven! 
I cannot go if ſtill your hate purſues me; 1 
Yes, I declare it is impoſſible, 
To go to Baniſhment without your Pardon. | 

Pulch, You have it, Marcian; is there ought beſide, 

That you would ſpeak, for Iam free to hear? 
Marc. Since I ſhall never ſee you more, what hinders 
But my laſt Words ſhould here proteſt the Truth? 
Know then, Imperial Princeſs, matchleſs Woman, 
Since firſt you caſt your Eyes upon my meanneſs, 
Ev'a till you rais d me to my envy d height, 
I have in ſecret loy'd you 

Fulch. Is this Aarcian : 
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The Erie "of Lens for 


Marc. You frown! but I am ſtill prepar'd for all; 

ay 11ov'd you, and I love you ſtill,, hh 

Tre than my Life, and equal to my Glory; 

thinks the warring Spirit that inſpires 

is Frame, the very Genius of old Rome. 

at makes me talk without the fear of Death, 

nd * * my daring Soul to acts of Honour. 

mes in your Eyes! Our Thoughts too are a-kin, 

mbitious, fierce, and burn alike for Glory: 

pw, by the Gods, I lov'd you in your Fur, 

au the Thunder that quite riv'd my hopes, * ab 
Pod you moſt, ev'n when you did deſtroy me. ' 

dam, I've ſpoke my Heart, and cou'd ſay more, 

that I ſee it grieves you, your high Blood ' 1 0 

ts at the Arrogance and ſaucy Pride 

this bold Vagabond: may the Gods forgive me! 

ewel; a worthier General may ſucceed mee 

none more faithful to the Emperour's Intereſt, -  L 

an him you are pleas'd to call the Traytor, Marcin. 

Pul. Come back, you have ſubtilly play'd your part indeed; 

firſt th Emperour whom you lately ſchool'd, 

ores you your Commiſſion; next commands you, 

you're a Subject, not to leave the Court; 

xt, but oh Heaven! which way ſhall I expreſs ., . ... 

cruel Pleaſure, he that is fo mild Reads tt, 

all things elſe, yet obſtinate in this, 

te of my Tears, my Birth, and my Diſdain, 

mands me, as I dread his high Diſpleaſure, 

arcian ! to receive you as my Husbanßc. 

arc. Ha, Lucius! what, what does my Fate intend? 

Luc. Purſue her, Sir, ?tis as ] faid, ſhe yields, 

d rages that you follow her no faſterf 

F ch, Is then at laſt my great Authority, 

d my intruſted Pow?r declin'd to this? 

oh my Fate, what way can I avoid it! 

charg'd me ſtreight to wait him to the Temple; 

d there reſolve l oh Marcian! on this Marriage. 

W generous Soldier, as you're truly noble 

telp me forth, loſt in this Labyrint z | 


iſe yol 


1 


ide, 
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3 THEODOSIUS: , 


Help me to looſe this more than Gordiar Knot, 
And make me and yourſelf for ever happy. 


Marc. Madam, Pl ſpeak as briefly as I can, Da 
And as a Soldier ought, the only way © hol 
To help this Knot is yet to tye it faſter. anke 
Since then the Emperor has reſolw'd you mine, Atl 
For which I will for ever thank the Gods, The 
And make this Holy-day throughout my Life, hat 
I take him at his word, and claim his promiſe; ith 
The Empire of the World ſhall not redeem you. drgi) 
Nay, weep not, Madam, tho my Outkde's rough, nagi 
Yet, by thoſe Eyes, your Soldier has a Heart las! 
Compaſſionate and tender as a Virgin's : he n 

| Evan now it bleeds to ſee thoſe falling Sorrows; t ſp 
Perhaps this Grief may move the Emperour Ar, 
To a Repentance! Come then to the Tryal; That 
For by my Arms, my Life, and dearer Honour, e he 
If you go back when given me by his Hand, ow W 

In diſtant Wars my Fate I will deplore, ac 
And Marciar's Name ſhall ne*er be heard of more. ad y 
7 n TCEx r, h 
„ hen 

8c EN E, The Temple. mp 

| Theodoſins, Athenais, Atticus joyning their, Hands 08 

Marcian, Pulcheria, Lucius, Julia, Delia, &c. Leontine nen 
Attic, The more than Gordian Knot is ty d, = 
-. Which Death's ſirong Arm ſhall ne er divide; 21 
For when to bliſs ye wafted are, 6 2 Ath 
Your Spirits ſhall be wedded there, have 

Waters are loſt, and Fires will die; hs 
But Love alone can Fate defie, R ir 
| Rl. e TEK e ee t he 
Enter Aranthes with the Body of Varanes. = 
n 1. n ec 
Aran. Where is the Empreſs? Where ſhall I find Eudeſre th 
By Fate I am feat to tell that cruel Beauty, Ath 
She has rob'd the World of Fame; her Eyes have giv'n heſe 
A blaſt to the big Bloſſom of the War ; Jet 


Bebe 


mie Pirie of Lo. 335 
hold him there nipt in his flowry Mormn . 
ompel''d to break his promiĩſe of a Day⸗ © 25 
Day that Conqueſt would have made her Boaſt; 
hold her Lawrel wither'd to the Root, | | 
anker'd and kilPd by Arhenais ſcorn. 

Athen. Dead | Dead, Yaranes{ 
Theo, O ye Eternal Po-) ˙ rs t, 
hat guide the World! Why do you ſhock our Reaſon; 
ith acts like theſe that lay our Thoughts in duſt? 
orgive me Heav'n this ſtart, or elevate 

nagination more, and make it 3 a 
las! alas, Yaranes ! But ſpeak, Aranthes, © 

he manner of his Fate: Groans choke my words; 

it ſpeak, and we will anſwer thee with Tears. 
Arant, His Fever would, no doubt, by this have done 
That ſome few minutes paſt his Sword performed. 7 5 
e heard from me your Progreſs to the Temple, 

ow you defign'd-at midnight to deceive him, 

a Clandeſtine Marriage: But, my Lord. 

d you beheld his Racks at my Relation; e 

r, had your Empreſs ſeen him in thoſe Torments, 

hen from his dying Eyes, ſwoln to the Brim, 

he big round drops rowPd down his manly Face; | 
hen from his hallowed Breaſt a murmuring Croud 

f Groans ruſh'd forth, and eccho'd, All is well: 

hen had you ſeen him! O ye cruel Gods? 

uh on the Sword 1 held againſt bis Breaſt, 

nd dye it to the Hilts, with theſe laſt Words 

ar me to Athenais — . | 

Athen. Give me way, my Lord, 

hare moſb ſtrictiy kept my Promiſe with you, 

am your Bride, and you can ask no more, 

r if you did, I am paſt the Power to give: 

t here! Oh here! On his cold bloody Breaſt, | 
bus let me breath my laſt. * =, OOO * 
Theo, O Empreſs, what, what can this tranſport mean? 
e theſe our Nuptials! Theſe my promis'd Joys? © 
Athen. Forgive me, Sir, this laſt reſpect I pay, "IN 
heſe ſad remains — And oh thou mighty Spirit, 

jet thou art not mingled with the Stars, 8 , 
ag . | Loo 


* 
Exe 


; | Which ſoon would render me, alas, unfit 


9 


330 THEODOSIUS: c, 

Lock down and hear the wretched Athenais, - 
When thou ſhalt know, before I gave conſent d the 
To this indecent Marriage, I had taken id ye 
Into my Veins a cold and deadly Draught, the 


For the warm Joys of an Imperial Lover, 7 tho 
And make me ever thine] Vet keep my Word us v 


_ With Theſis, Wilt not thou forgive me? bat y 


A I lay my dying Body at your Feet, 


1 A s to our Nuptials, was inviolable. 


Theo. Poiſon'd to free thee from the Emperour! No / 
Oh, Athenais! Thou haſt done a Deed TE 
That tears my Heart! What have I done againſt thee, 
That thou ſnould'ſt brand me thus with Infamy 
And everlaſting Shame ! Thou might'ſt have made 
Thy Choice without this cruel Act of Death; 
T left thee to thy Will: And, ia requital, 
Thou haſt murder'd all my Fame —— 

Athen. O pardon me! 


And beg, my Lord, with my laſt Sighs intreat you, 
To impute the Fault, if tis a Fault, to Love; 

And the Ingratitude of Athenais, 

To her too cruel Stars; Remember too, 

I begg'd you would not let me ſee the Prince, 
Preſaging what has happen'd; yet my word, 


Theo. Ha! ſhe is going! ſee her languiſhing Eyes 
Draw in their Beams; the Sleep of Death js on her, 
 AFAthen, Farewel, my Lord! alas! alas, Varanes, 
To embrace thee now is not immodeſty ; 

Or if it were, I think my bleeding Heart, 

Would make me criminal in Death to claſp thee, 
Break all the tender Niceties of Honour 

To fold thee thus, and warm thee into Life; 
For oh what Man, like him, cou'd Woman move! 
O Prince belov'd ! O Spirit moſt divine! | 
Thus by my Death, I give thee all my Love, Fn 
And ſeal my Soul and Body ever thine e 
' » Theo, O Marcian! O Pulcheria! did not the Power, 
Whom we adore plant all his Thunder-bolts 
Again Self. murderers, I would periſn too: 


The Force of Love, 31 

t as I am, I ſwear to leave the Empire; ge 

d thee, my Siſter, I bequeath the World; 

id yet a Gift more great, the Gallant Marcian? 

then, my Friend, now ſhew thy Nan Spirit: 

to her Sex, fair At henais was, 

thou to thine a Pattern of true Hondur: 8 

us we'll atone for all the preſent Crimes 

gat yet it may be ſaid in After · times, 

No Age with ſuch Examples cou'd compare, 

50 Great, ſo Good, ſo Vertuous, and fo Fair! 
A LEx. Ommes. 


The END. 
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Jour Lawyer too, that like an O Ves bamls, 


The Godly too their ways of getting have ; 


Who by 72 Biſhopricks would loſe ; 
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IT long oppreſt, and fill d at laſt with Rage, : 
W Thus in £1 ee h Age. l F n 


What Loads of Fame do Modern Hero's bear, 7 
For an inglorious, long, and lazy _ A”. rſn 
Who for ſome Shrmill, or a ſafe Retreat, 
(Not to be drag d to Battle) are calld Great. 

Bat oh ! what do ambitious 3 gain, . 

Who into private Cheſts whole Natians drain? e 
- What Sums of Gold they hoard, in daily known, 2 


To all Mens coſt, and ſometimes to their own. 


That drowns the Market-Higler in the Stalls, 

That _ begot, conceiv'd, and born in Brawls. 
Tet thrives : He and his Croud get what they pleaſe, | 
Swarming all Term-time thro the Strand like Bees, | 
They bu at Weſtminſter, and lye for Fees. 


But none ſo much #8, your Phanatich Kpave : 
Wiſely the wealthieſt Lanes they refuſe, 


Who with ſhort Hair, large Ears, and ſmall blue Bu 
True Rogues, their own, not God's Elect, command. 
Let Pigs then be prophane ; but Broth's allom d, 
- aud Chriſtian Caudles may be good 
Meet-helps, to reinforce a Brother's Blood: 
Therefore each Female Saint he doth adviſe, 
With groans, and hum's, and ha's, and gogling Hes 
To rub him down, and make the Spirit riſe : 
While with his gal tranſported from the Ground 
He mounts, and ſanctiſies the Siſters round. 


1 


gets na kind Star e er ſmil d; : 
Per fs damm d em ev'ry Mot ers bild: 
berefore he warns his Brothers of the Stage, 
nxrite no more for an ungrateful Age. "RR. T3416 
ink what penurious Maſters you have ſerv'd ; 


, aſſo run mad, and noble Spencer ftarv'd: _ 
rn then, who &er thou art that canſt write well, 
Ink to Gall, and in Lampoons excel... + 
Wr/wear all Honeſty, traduce the Great. 
row Impudent, and rail againſt the State y- 
ſting with Spleen, abroad thy Paſquils ſend, ' * 
nd chuſe ſome Libel-ſpreader for thy Friend: © © 
Wit and Wart of Timon point thy Mind. 
Ws for thy Satyr ſubject chuſe , hind. 
5 5 | e e N 
eaſe, | {44 SN hits $ vi > rr — 
Bees, | | 
\ ' 1 4 
[47 Ban of | 
mand. 
45 


2 Eyes 


— Hrice happy they. that never writ before; 


Tie ſome new Captain of the City Bands, 
That with big Looks in Finsbury Command, 
| SwelP d with huge Ale, be cries, Beat, beat a Drum; 
Pox o the French King, uds-bud let him come: 
Give me ten thouſand red Coats, and alloo, © 
* Well firk his Crequi and his Conde too. 
"Thus the young Scriblers, Mankinds Senſe diſdain ; 


= > Our cautious Poet courts you to his fide: 
F ever gay, "tis you that make em fine; 


' The Pit and Boxes make the Poet dine, 


" Old Writers ſhould not for Vain. glory ſtrive, 


She 12. reſiſtleſs Flattery finds her Ends, = 
Gives thanks for Fools, and makes ye all ber Friends ; 


For they are Proſtitutes upon the Stage: 
\To ſtand on Points were fooliſh and ill- bred, 
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| How pleas d and bold they quit the ſafer Shoar : 


For Ionorgnce 15 ſure to make em vain; 
from Vanity, or dang rous Prid 
But far from Vanity, or dang'rous Pride, 


For why ſhould you be ſcorn'd to whom are aut, 
All. the good Days that ever Authors knew, 


And be ſcarce drinks but of the Criticks Wine, 


But, like old Miſtreſſes, think how to thrive ; 

Be fond of ev*ry thing their Keepers ſay, © 

At leaſt till they can live without a Play. 

Like one that knows the Trade, and has been bit, 
She doats and famns upon her-wealthy Cit, _ 
And ſwears, ſbe loves him meeriy for his Wit. 
Another, more untaught than a Walloon, 
Antick and ugly, like an old Baboon, 

She ſwears, is an accompliſht Beau-garſon; 
Turns with all Winds, and ſails with all Deſires; 
All Hearts in City, Town, and Court ſhe fires, | 
Young callow Lords, lean Knights, and driv ling Squires, 


So ſhould wiſe Poets ſooth an awkard Age; 


As for: a Lady to be nice in Bed: 
Tour Wills alone muſt their Performance meaſure, 
And you may turn em every way for Pleaſure, 
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Præcipitandus eſt liber Spiritus. Petron. 
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inted, by J. D. for R. Wellington, at hs. 
Dolphinand Crows, at the We AIG 4 * ann 
Church. yard. 2 . 


* 


; 


75 3 
( 7 

14 | 
{ 4 


. 1 
Foy 


i CLIBALES ISS 

jutcheſs of Portſmouth. 
adam, L- 1.7363 1169308 errut : 

F Sophonisba receiv d ſome Applauſe a pon the 
Stage, I arrog ate nothing from the Merit He Po | 

em, but, 4s I ought, with the buinbleſt Acknomleag- 

5 aud profoundeſt Gratitude, impute it to the fa- 

able aſpetts of the Court. Stars: But above all, Imuſt 

my Adorations to.your Grace, who,. as you are the moſt 

utiful, as well in the bright. appearances of Bou, a 

he immortal ſplendors of an elevated, Soul, did ſhed 

htier Influence, and darted on me g largeneſs of Glo- 

nſwerable to your Stock of Beams. Hannibal Him- 
whoſe hardy Spirit never bow'd but to the fair n- 

ou Roſalinda: ' nay, he who, in p br of Beauties 


rms, durſt gaze upon that Sun with Eaglitpjes, 
tax her with a Blemiſh, now waking his approaches 
pur Grace, ſeems awed with the Source of ſe many 
5, and dazled with a Preſente ſo'WWuſtrious. He ſees, 
þ vew Bleedings, Eyes more attractive thanthoſe of 
linda, ſomething more delicate in your Shnape, und 
in your Mien; an Air ſo charming ſweet, that 
iraculous it ſboa d be Majeſtick tov: Smiles of more 
gbeful Shine than April Sans; ſuch So tneſſes and 
guiſbings as the almigluy Poets Hand cannot de- 
he, nor Painters Pencil ever draw. For my ows part, 
reſolved to look up to you daily, and dedicate my 
and Labours to your Grice, to ſpend all the 
of my yet unexhauſted Fancy in your unbounded 
je, For I declare, to be wreath'd in Laurel from 
8 to Foot, is not comparable Honour to that of | 
p, Madam, I 


Your Grace's moſt humble and devoted Servant, 
& 2 +, "OAT. TEE: 
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Hannibat n ry che, L 9] *Mobun, 
Maberbal, Lieutenant General, Mr. Burt. 
5p Bonilcar 70 Ne | >» ng ow dur n Winter 
Seis, Confſul of Rome, + MIꝝ. Kynaſtn 
Lelius, His Lieutenant. Mr. 14 
Varro, Ribu: Ty Mr. Watſon, 

King of Numidia ia,  martied 

mate uf to Sophoni ba, . Jun. Hart 
 Tredellims A Roman Officer, MI. Ponel, 
Malina, Nephew of, Mae. * Mr. Clerk. 
_ Menander, Confident . of Malia, Mr. N 
an aCartheginian Lady, wut 
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7 Onqueſt with Lands has our Arms adormd. 
C And Rome in Tears of Blood dur A er mom d. 
Like Gods we paſs d the rugged 2 ine Hi 
ted our way, and drove our hit ** rag 
ough cloudy Deluges, eternal Rills 
at after Ages ſhall wich pain believe, ww H nt 1 
ough burning Quatries did our Paſſage leave; 121 T 
d dreadful Fire, and Vinegar infusd. x) 
ole horrid'Force:'the Nerves Or Flinte unloar;. "Po 
de Natute ſtaxt to ſee us root up Rocks, AHA 
Open all the Adamantine b N 
ke off her maſſy Rats, o'er Mountains 80. 4 002 
ough Globes of ler; und Flakes of Solid RE Perle 
our raft Elephant, while we diddleep, N gh 
18 foggy Fens aut Marſhes de 0 b Civ 5H 
Lighr We rere n ide 
idus W and. Spirits ſpent, 12.4 
[allthe ſtock of e elan 
ah. But what Returtd Has that flo City made? 
mir'd by-Foes; you Were by Rents bed. Kuli 
ile you abroad ang Battels bravely fought, - T nods. 
e Traitor Hunmno you! DefiruBfion-fought: bm bas 
d Succors were! 055 voti Aſſiltance deln url has 
till to Rome Intellifteice-was dem: N 
at did the'Carrhabimient: Strength derlare, 1201 nal 


ich way they Pot 'd, and what weir Muhen we 
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Bo, By thisDefign vor Brothers Death was brot 
When he apart from you with Nero fought. 
Too well that barbarous Stateſman Hanno knew, the 
Mon AGO Dn Join. 7 you, on. 
he Henan could no hope o Wha ve; ir t 
No Powet on Eatth could their loſt Etnpire fave : - 1 
With wicked Policy he therefore tryd y ſul 
Your two all-conquering Armies to divide. Han. 
How fatally did his cutꝭ d Plots ſukceed? [* /. te o 
When with your Brother all his Troops did bleed, Fat 
Han. Great Stateſmen Kings ſhould watch while ho 
Left, what they build, thoſe underband deſtroy. (emp ore 
Nor has his ſeparating Chiefs been known an'd 
Only on Land, but on the Ocean ſhown”: (+, tau 
Where Fleets divided, by cloſe practis d Arts, ve, t 
Have melted Womens Eyes, and Soldiers Hearts. l he 
Bom. Now:all the Feiads thoſe Traitors drag to Hall 
Who for Revenge, or Gold, their Country ſell. on. 
Han. How won d the Slave have quak d, had they e tro 
The Flights of Trrbid, or of Ihraſimen (ll br 
Or dreadful Caan :?:: e C 
Where the dire Siſtets bit the Roman Loom, on ce fi 
As if their Hands were tir'd with cutting Dooms. each 
Bom, Where fourſcore valiant Senators Were kill. 
The Blood of feventy Thouſand Seuldiers ſpill dl, ih $ 
And great. mir Death our Conqueſt eld. ee R 
Han. When, all wich- Crimſom Slaughter cover dd ren 
We urg'd our Horſes through'a/Flogd:of Gore; auty, 
Whilſt from the Battlements- of Heavens high Wall In. 
Fach Gad loo don, 'andiſhook his au Heal i it al 
Mourning to ſee ſo many thouſknids faul, p< [ b 
And then look pale, to: ſte us dn ſo led. t wit 
Mah. That was A Time worthy fevereſt Fate, Fon 
When Victory on Hills of Herd far; (tt 140 - 
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And turn'd het Eyes; u blond thor, on the Fray, Ne Go 
And Laughs, andrlap'd her Wings; and þleſs/d- the Meltine 


d for 
Muh. 
[cre 1 


Han. And are we thus at laſt Ewarded then? 
Dare they review our Dangers ith Diſdain? 
Dull/Caunſellors, who only talk of Harm, £4 1-7 
Sleep till high Noon, to collly Banquets ſwarm, 
and with rich Wines drink their cold Spirits warm. 
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ad of fighting Scipio, let us haſte; „ 
fire to Carthage, 1a lay her erp * ; 
It all their hoarded Treaſures down, and Pour L&I 
\ their thirty Throars the ſcalding Ore. | 
um. Go on, Great Sit; . their truſty Coffers bury; = 
Fir towring Pride to Defolarion turn. Ar 
{:h, How I ſhould laugh to ſee their Ermines enn 
y ſulph'rous Flames their gorged Vitals choak. 
an. Maberbal, ſtay; tho Carthage us d me in, ru 
te of my Wrongs, ſhe is my Country full: 8 
Father, the great Maſter of our 5 * 2 24 
ho while he gave me Life, heard lou us Alarms), 
ore me Wau Foe, when i in mi Ages Bud. 9 

and me from Milk, and nuts | new up in Float, 3 
| taught me to be obſtinatety g 

e, the World's Giant Empreſs to invad 

1 is bright phy ſhould rink into a 8 ade 
d all ber golden 5 ires in Duſt were laid. 
Bom. Carthoje, d Rome, wich did ſo Jong vid 
e rroubl'd | orld, to prop their weighry Pride, 
ill brook no mare. each other's mighty way,” Fate 
e Gods to this ot that muſt give rhe Taye "Ag 
ce ſuch Majeſtick Power to both i ie giren A 
each might rake up all the Care of bs bat 


vrou 


* 
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Mab. Bckdes the natural! ate to Rome you b. bear” 

ith Scipig,| Love, obliges you to War, 12 
eV ce Roi is a Pris ner thefke. Pe 
£64 avens';ſhall. he dare to Keep your Lore in Binds? \ 


any, like ;hers. Swords, Hands, and Heart's commands. 
1. O, my Maberbat' thou wert always kind, 
elt al my Good, but td my IIls art blind. 
d | by thy Advice my, Soldiers led, 
dt with their Joys, and Atriding ors the Dead, 
d Rome, to Ronę, my, Warrior —— But,” tis Toft, 2 | 
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at Hour, Ahgt did 10 .tgany. laſt Hours coſt! 1 73 


, . Gods and Qpportunity dige 57 [ 
> __ at Cghμ] in Pleat RT. On 
f ſox à Miltreſs gave the Wor 4 away. 


th Grudge you rhe World? Cou'd Iſuch Hearteſadus, 
(cre I great Jove Wa I'd give Heaven 00. TX 
- nnd 4, | 4 


= | FE.  Sophonicha : or, 
=. But I am rough, and not for Woman Py . 
li In Nature's coarſeſt mold by Fortune laid. 10 
| Han. Haſte to the Roman Camp, Bae fy, bor 
1 Take Scouis along, unſeen as Spirits ply,, Wiz: 
| : | AE me an 22 457 pl the 2555 eee 
=. earn, if thy, Knowledge may ſo ha TC 4 t a 
3 Where Raſalinda mourns for Liberty ak 4 l an 
10 Seek her as thou wou'dſt Wreaths 2 Glories Tol, hL. 
As after Conqueſt thou wou dſt ſeek for Spoil. | no 
Th/ 8 jp E N E drawn; diſcootrs a pleaſant G1 2 
0 Kine Maſſiniſſa, Maſſina, and Menander 1 ſttig i. 7. 
G onaBank. Soft Muſic K h heard. lo 
* dak; | 
K. My. Siri nice. Love, the digte ve &: a 0 Mat cr 


hat fires . and adorns Reno w; e fel 
bat with ſweet Hopes does our harfh' Pains beguile, n wil 
And midſt the 2555 makes the Soldier Tile ; * Wd wit 


Since this great 3 5 8 1 55 quite loſt to me, ſo is 
What wreiched things muſt Fame and Empire be! Wa: be 
Men. Ne 97 Your Soul was of abit ſtrain, NK. 4! 

And ftill 75 talk d ow, Godlike twas to Reign, Maſh 
a myſtick Empire to be placd alone, [har is 
And your Checks burn'd when you beheld a Thor K. A 
v'n in your Nonage haughty were and bold, ere 8 
And. ſmiling would your Farher's Sceprre' heſd, I Aurat 
Ae ee young, hopp vou would RulewhenolMiſbicrre 
K. Mz. Ambition chen lor 45 OY now abhor on! 

152 hat 101 r? 9 5 4 Wile as 
K. Meſ. The Luſt of Power!" an Jen le. 
Like Glo ut it licenſes ro kin, . 
A Mong tion to qo vely ill; "42 k. 4 
3 A Bait t 1.555 Bold an Backward in,. h pai 
The dear- £ 1 Rech mp mY of Heben dne + Mou 
For when to Death 5 ake the Conquerd yield, Ind led 
What are we hut. the Murd'rets of the Field? wd 
„lex. In gallant Souls, Ambition is no re ud tau 
The Bawd, of. opus, of the Eaſt of POW, hen J 


Than lawful Mirth is Lewdne a Bride: 
Or Neatnets, in a Veftal Virgin, Pride, 


Ha inibat?; 6543575 o | 


| 1 
Maſ. Then it be ſo; yer I Will out | no more 2 
Hl Wrack d me On the long d- for rc og N * 


but! had a-Soul cou d Storms out wear, N 
ſt againſt Rocks, or over Quick-ſands e i, - 75 N 
Love, if Venus had like Fand bid. 

it as much as e er A/cides did. 
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| I am bolt; nothing, Malina now ; aus 5 . och f 
oil, h Love's each Blaſt: 1 like a Bul- ruſh bo 5. . F 12 0 5 


| not alter d much of late? Pl phe | 
1%. Alas! I e nmol”: Wo. 
1 look like wither'd Flowers, or ea Graf. 2 
1 O Sopboniaba, Oh. ö 
Why figh's my Lord? 1 1 9 
45 for I will revenge you with my Ste brd. 3 
it ciuel Vulture's this ak tedrs your Brea 3 5 — 
e feſter d N it takes 1 0 Re: 8 1 57 
| I el 
2 DoF 
et row, 10 yo e 
- K. 217 My 7 Sorrows 137 9 thou cat t bear: 
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K. 5 ele * art Mfg that I ropes 
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here's nothing after 10 80 büt a low | 100 fel 
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Ile as by wh N28 GE, ch 1 aon; 0 
re-curſe rhe Author, of my Fate: 11 

Ma. What horrid things are 1 which 155 cel 

K. Aaſ. Thee from thy Childhood! have train Wien 

th painful Diſgipline of tedious. War:, -* WG 

Mountains bred thee, - and on barren Sande, 1 1 

nd led thee near the Sun, through high PTE DAR 15 

how'd thee to chace wild Boars upon the f 

nd taught thy Infant Hands 115 Trade of . 

hen I by Baccar hotly was purſu'd 1 Ty 

nd fore d to plunge into the rapid Flood, iT 

houleap'dft in 0 = 
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aaſ. 1 did, my Lord. aA 


But yoy forgot the Whirl-pool in the Ford ; . MN 
Where when I ſtruggl'd, and my Strength grew ſlack di 
You dafh'd my Fate, and bore me on your Back: fou 
So through the Helleſpont Europa rode, of. 
Half dead with Fear, though mounted on à God. C1 
K. af. But, my Aaſſiaa, there's one Danger mu her 
More dreadful than all thoſe we paſsd before: inſt 
Vile Woman. e PI © 46 > G0 

_ Mafſ. Women, Sir, I oft have ſeen | I blu 
Dancing with Timbrels on the Flowry Green, d W 
Or like ſmall Clouds upon the Mountains brow ; > 014 
But never thought 17 Thunder bore till now. this 
T know they are all black, have rowling Eyes, dee 
Thick Lips, flat Noſes, Breaſts of migfity ſize. en, 
K. Aiaſ. Thqu never yet in ſhinin Courts haſt bed 2 
Nor the fair part of Woman-kind half ſeen NICE 1 
Who loſe in 4frick Palaces refide, - '' © Ich 1 
And from th? injurious Sun their Faces hide: d Ut! 
To whom compar'd, theſe ſeem all hideous Night; . 4 
But thoſe, like Cinthio's Silver Creſcent bright. d no! 
M. Is it a Sin to be acquainted, Sir, hat f 
With thoſe white Maids, that are ſo fine and fair? MW" ®1 
K. Af. Shun em Maffna, as thou woud 'ſt thy HH P: 
As things which by Antipathy we hate. Ke LI 
Nor all the Horrors of a bloody War. eblel 
Not Lyons, Tygers, ſuch hid Fury bear: lab. 
—— appear Monſters, but theſe ſeem all mild: Il it: 
one ever yet deſtroy d, but ſtill ſhe fmil'd; K. 4 
They are all Grief when they appearlall Joy; . brig 
Like Lightning, while they glitter, they deſtroy. hich | 
Lie down, ſweer Youth: A fair white' Woman was e prel 
Of whit thou ſeeſt me now the'crueF Cauſe: "M1. 50 
Though clear her Form ippear*d, without 6ne ſtain, eh 
175 5 as thoſè Bodies which Mer Darkheſs reign, Ill yo 
Her Soul is blacker than Skin of Moors; Ma. 
For Fraud with Beauty does his Lodging take. K. 4 
 Maf. Then Beaurles Breaſt is like a Ban of Flo e 
That fairly hides a foul and ugly Shuke, © 7 
WW 4 1+ $113 ©35 ION UE o1-5 - 1We 
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217% There's not one ſafe. and fair: all Seas _ 
udſt thou be us'd; alas! as I have been, * C40 
rou'd make thee Cay ; hear not my Story told 

af. WillWomen, if they uſe me, make me Old? 


' ſlack 


inſt the orld, upon the lifted Plain : 
Gods too know with what obliging Smiles, 
| bluſhing Joy ſhe prais d my mighty Toiliss 
| when to kiſs her and 1 bended low. * 
> made it meet my Lips, and preſtem too. 
this in Publick ; bur from fight removid, 
ce were our Joys, and with alooſe we — 
enan. You may remember, Sir, that 1 was „ | 
I'd as a Witneſs to the ſecret Tye, ein 160! 
tice we invok'd the God of Marriage Ten 1 2h 
ich rich Sabean Scents perfurn'd_ the Air. 
d utter'd es Vows, and binding prayer, * 
Maſ. When you were gone, 10 
5 none but I left with a charming Maid,. 
hat furious Fires did my hot Netves: ihvoaded.; 
th open Arms 1 my Blifs I ran, ao vil 
& angs I gtaſp'd' Yer: like a dying Man: 
ight and Heat, incorporate we lay; 118 
hielt the Night,” and cůrſt the coming Day. 4 
lj. Now as lone bright Arms, rhe Story's five! 
Il it all Night, my Lord, the Stars will ſhihe. 
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r brighter Eyes a ſhow'r of Tems let fall : 4 
hich in my panting Boſom trick id down, 1 ga 
e preſt me cloſe, and cry d, muſt you be gone? 

en round my Neck her ſnowy Arms did N 00 
 figh'd ; but will you be for evet mine? 
l you be true? 3 W W r did Wart 
Maj. Kind, pretty heart. 10 
k. Maſ. Her la words ore 

ar me, ye Gods, may I be never nel, | 
Mini be not to this Breaſt * 
le — deareſt, everlaſting Gueſt, 8 
t ſhe, this tair, this ſoft deluding ſhe, 


, Maf. 1hada-Miſtreſs once. 1 
her 10 ht, and did her Cauſe maintain 1 + 


. 
— — — —— 
- — — 4 — — — P — 


K. Maſ. Soon! as the Birds did on the Morning call | 


L getting all her Vows, forgetting me While 


: — F ˙ A 


12 ; Sophonisba Or, 1] 3 
While I for Carthage followd Wars Alarms, 
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And ſeek cool Shades, when all the World's. on Fire) 


. . , 8 . 11 9 of 4 : 52995 wy 
Blindly he aims, and Night is all his Mark, 
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ke Day PII dart him chrough and through, 1 will: 
cure my Honour, I my Love will kill; 

ill her my ſelf, cut piece meal all her Charms, 

far; how it ſounds! away, to arms, to am: 


rs go where Illuſtrious Scipio call; 
f be the firſt'ſhall ſcale proud Cay t hage Walls 


** 


4 
1 
. 

| 


ing'd with our Glory, come, my Friends, let's fly, 3 
ds; o conquer bravely, or as bravely die. 4 
9 Lel. Spoke like your ſelf, thus we our Homage pays 


d look d Achilles when Troy loſt the Day. +77 4 
Var. Fierce and Majeſtick as young Mars you ſand: =_ 
1 fic that Look this Afri«& ſhould command. + + 

Me. As Lovets, big with ExpeCtation, barns | 4X 
ly 2 — to Battel does all fiery turn: 75 
wift as the Gods, in haſte out · ſtrips the Wind, 


PF 


e r 2 


Fi ea leaves the Courſeis of the Day behind. 188 
it et ſtay ; merhinks I am uneaſie ſtill; 4: fp 4 
© ; Chat real Pleaſure can it be to kill? | 9 
N55 LI. Frail Prince! how wavering all his Aftions be, 1 15 
+ By Paſſions toſs'd in Love's rempeſiuous Sea? | {> | 
ar fires the Brave. . 1 
5 K. Aaſ. Yer War contracts aGuilr; 15558 vl 
; Cale ind the Brave grieve when many [Lives are {ps le: vii? þ Y 
ove like a Monarch, merciful and young | 
bedding no Blood, effeminates the ſtrong, T4 
| zut War does like a Tyrant vex us more. 
» [od breaks one Teach "EN ur did melt before: — 
þ . | 22 xeunt 2 | $ 4 
1000 | 4515 ii 4M 
Ls 1 1 
” : 23 * 
ave! A C T ll. 8 S E N E 15 1:04 
lie ner 7 Scipio, * MaſT Menander, Letius, and Yar: 4 
_ = 
1 4 HE 8 of Hannibal, have they Garvey 1 
„ the Camp? 5 1 A 
ul Leh Your Will exactly was end. | "1 
„ %. Lear, my gallant Freind, nol, grins to o hew, 
bat you the Chains of Sephonitba wear; 


1 Glory's School you had the foremoſt Name, + 
Kill'd in the dark my ſterious Book of E "Dia {0 


14 Sophbonisba: or, 

Did thoſe worn Characters with plea ſure read, 

Which told the Stories of the mighty Dead: 
But by this aQ of Softneſs you will drown 

Thoſe noble Parts, and forfeit your Renown , 

Truant to all the Honour that you had, 
Drunk with Love's Tears, with Smiles of Beauty mal 

K. Ma. I trove; Sir, by your great Achivements tai 

To drive this Beauty trom my-lab'ring Thought; 
But I as well to Heaven might carry Wars, 

And quench the influence of our croſſer Stars: 

Like thoſe with fatal fires ſhe gilds my way, 

And leads me on that I may further ſtray. 

Scip. Then I muſt angry grow, - fince you are frail, 

And Corrofives apply, where Cordials fail; _ IT 
To me prove civil; tor your ſelf be wile 

You have my Friendſhip, thereforeI adviſe: . _ 

K. M/. Mean you, my Lord, not Sephonzsba low 
. Sctrp: As ſhe's the Foe of Rome, I diſapptove 
al Treaties wich her: ſhuke her off in time, 
r againſt Honour you commit a Crime. | 
K. Maſ. And wou'd you have me live? 
Scip. When ſhe is dead : 19934 1 

Why ſhou'd you wiſh her Life, that has betray d 

| _ Both you and Rome? Syphax, whom: Ihad wrought, 
" Her cunning Tongue to ſide with Carthage brought: 

By Heaven I ſwear, if ſhe my Captive be, 

VII uſe her as the Romans Enemy. 

K. Maſ. You'd have me ſhake her off and live; 
Whether this Fleſh you wear you can forego, (kn 
k And be the ſame. Here, through my Boſom run 
l Your Sword; and when the bloody Deed is done, 
_— Whenyour Steel ſmoaks with my Heart's reeking Go 
Bid me de well as cer I was before. 
= Scip. You are reſolv'd, it ſeems, to croſs my Will: 

, But from a Friend II conſtrue nothing ill. | 

K. Ma/. O then endure yet more, and let me ſye: 

Without ſome vent my lab'ring Heart will break: 
_ Tis as a Friend your Life, your Life I ſpare, 
= Not as you, more than King, Rome's Conſul are, 
The far-fam'd Scipio, and God of War. 
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any Man that's brave, 
Milirels Injuries with patience hear? 
any other in your Cauſe appear, 
| Tuſtifie the words that you have ſaid; 
che Immortal e 2 ſtrike bi dead, 1 7 
j As the King moves jorwar 5 

L. My Lord. lays his Hand on his Steord. al 
Fcip. Your gen'rous Toons, Lelius, hold; 
ſhall be hotter yer, to be more cold: '  - 

\ Virtue all the ſtorms of Paſſion knows, 7 
s iry'd its Calms, its wondrous Ebbs and Hows. | 7 
ce a Requeſt ſo {mall you can den, 

dm greater proofs how wou'd your Friendſhip fly? > 
| 197 Try me, my Lord, but any other WIV. 

ens with what readine(s would I obey ! 
hile Blood kind warmth does to theſe Limbs afford, * 


a loveiWtile 1 can ſhake 2 Spear, or 8 PO 
u ſhall be ever Maffnife's Lord 
on and wander the wide Ocean o'er, 
d ſail to ſome unhoſpitable Shore, 

here dreadful Monſters guard — horrid Land; 
jough own to Hell I fink, at your Command 4 ; 
| throw my — on the untry'd Sand: 

ou'd you have all the Carthaginian: lain, - 
ſee their Cities level'd with the Plain? 
ith chearful Toil the buſineſs ſhall be . 
ve me but Sophonitba for my Crow. 
dip. To Conquer Enemies abroad's no mote 
lan every Tribune here has done before; 
arch all the Army thro ough, and find that one, | 
ho if Ibid, the force of Fire dares ſhun, .. 
will not from a Precipice leap down: _ 
my 8 Lelizs, wou'd you mart | 
dye? 1 
Lel. My Fate for Empire re not loſe; N 
thy Command, Temples and Shrines WA Blaze; 
| ſpoil their Gods, their Staines, Altars rage, 
d with my Fury make em dr thee more, 
54 1 when all their Thunders roat-' 
Sap. To Conquer Kingdoms, and on Sceptets tread 
but to imitate great Heroes dead: Shou'd 


* 
# + #. % 
8 
* 
* 
- 
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. 16  Snphonisba : or, | 
Shou'd you your Arms to the World's Limits bear, 
The mighty A/cxander pierc'd as fart 
Bur it ungovern'd Paſſion you can bind, 1 
And quench th' inglorious Ardour of your Mind, 

Your Fame ſhall with that haughty Victor's vie, 

Which all the Eaſtern Beauties cou d defie: | 

"Tf till you are reſolvd her Charms to truſt, | 
The World may truly term you raſh, unjuſt; 1 
And when you periſh, ſay, he dy'd for Luſt. 

K. Maſ. You tax me, Sir, with Crimes I do not . 

But urge me not too far; tor I may grow {1 
Beyond all limits, juſt Revenge purſue, | 
And, blinded hy my RIS fly at you. 4 
 .. Seip. Unhand him-by the Gods your worſt 1 dz 
_ - AfﬀingleArm Rome's Conſul cannot fear: 

I thine above = like a Star fix d higher, 

Whom though you cannot reach; you wy admire. 
EK. M/. Like Meteors rather you falſe Glory take 

Whoſe ſhort-liv'd Blaze, low Farthy Vapours make 
Yet, fince with fancy'd Fires you fill the Sie, 
Shall not one Prince at your dread Aſpect die? 

HScip. How havelerr'd? Your Tryal's at an end; 

Heaven! That I e're ſhould call this Man my Friend 


"How cou'd my, Soul ſo groſly be o'reſeen? 
From all Mankind wert thou ſelected then? 
O moſt ungrate! IIl-temper'd, -barb'rous King, i 
No good did ever from this Africꝶ ſprin. 
Did I for this each Roman Friendſhip ſnun, = 
And to thoſe Savage Arms for Refuge rum? 
When with the weighty Cares of War oppreſt. 
Lean d all my Troubles on that ſullen Breaſt; 
Jock no Petition, granted no Command. 
But what was given by Maffina's Hand ?:! .. 
What Triumphs did I ever yet deſigß ,. 1 
Wherein your Glory might not equal ſhine? | ³ü 
Yet. for a Woman, and a falſe one to. 
Your Fame, your Faith and Friendſhipyou forego, 
Still ler the great of Favourites beware; 1 
They moſt * eceive us, who moſt rruſted are. 
| n Il. be Conſul as 


F443 2 » SE. ” 
” #4F E. as F » Os ; 


1 - 


f * 
* * 
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1. Stay, Conſul, ſtay my Friend, my noble Lord, 
ou then caſt me off for one raſh words | 
> me ever? O you never lovd . 

ina, who cou'd be thus moy'd. . 
ou pleaſe, leave this ungrateful King, 4 
vage, barb'rous, indigeſted thing, 85 
yer my Paſſion did, ſhou'd pardon'd be, 

onfeſs, you are a God to me. 

ad been more friendly and more kind, 

have met the Tempeſt of my Mind. 

But was it poſſible in this our Strife, 

«/friſſa ſhould attempt my Lite? 


3 Pronounce my Death, cut off theſe curſed 
1 D bound with ſhameſul Bands, (Hands, 


ay all the ſubtleſt Torments bear, 
er Death no more Reproaches hear. 
By this return of Virtue I am made 
yours = Say, do I now upbraid? 
C 


» /. O ye Powers, look down, 


t me fwear by your Eternal Thrones 


2 Wr this your likeneſs ſhall command. 


Sophonisba from my trembling Hand, 


ey: —or curſe me where J ſtand. 


As your firſt Trial, ſtrait to Cirta fly, 
ur'd Syphax at his Gates defie, 


ps muſt conquer when led on by you; 


is Wife endeayout to ſubdue: | | 
btile working Wit wrought all his Care, 
her beauteous Grieſs renew'd the War. 


= af. This youth, my Kinſman, as a Pledge * 


the darling of my Soul receive, (leave, 
ar ſhall falſe or faithful be, | | 
uſt Heav'n do both to him and me. 


N Ah! if I am that darling of your Heart, 


you leave me thus furlorn behind? 
> along, or I ſhall think *rwas Art 


” de you ſeem ſo pitiful and kind. 


af. Now all the Gods thy precious Life defend. 
g that's fatal ſure theſe Tears portend; 
B 5 I was 
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I was not us'd to weep. _ % 
Scip. Nor muſt not now. meth! 

At your requeſt we will to Zam go; gen e' 
From hence to Bagrada our Forces draw, _ eres! 
ta try our ſtrength with deſp'rate Hannibal, te Cu 
nd keep that famous Conquetor in awe, en my 
They talk d of giving Laws i'th' Capitol. ¼J li 


K. Maſ. My Blood boils in my Veins and catch H eahon 
Such words, ſuch courage. would the Dead inſpire I. 
Yes, we will fight, my Lord, with Hannibal, Roya 
To bloody count his boaſted Valour call. do n 
Scip. Like ſome vaſt ill built Tower, fo high beg e fror 
His Marble front nods with each blaſt that blows 
K. Maſ. Our Arms like Thunder levell'd at his Co 
Shall all at once, hurl'd by our rage; ruſh on, 
And in a Moment roll his Glories down. 
| : [Manet Maſfing 
Maſ. Was ever Youth unfortunare.as 1 
But I will be reveng d on him, and die. 
Perhaps to loſe me in the Wars he fears, 
As if my Soul did not out: go my Years. 


Enter Roſalinda. 


Roſ. I've ſcapꝰd with much ado the Tribune's Hi 
But tis the Conſul who muſt break my Bands, 
And ſend with a paſs-port back —— Who's there? 
What are you? er FT 
© Map. Firſt inſtruèt what you are, 

And how you came to be thus Heavenly fair: 
What is it makes your Cheeks ſo freſh and bright, 
The Red of Roſes, or the Lillies wkite? 
_ Ro. Were you ne're thus before? 
Maſſ. | never knew a 
Such Apues in my Blood, and Fevers too, 
Rof. FIL leave you, Sir. 
Maſſ. You cannot if you wou'd; _ 
You may as eafily forgoe your Blodd:: 
Like that, I'Il bluſhing creep about you ftill, 
And my fick Thoughts with filent Pleaſures fill. 
© Ref. What is't you'd have? | 


- 3 N 
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10%. Alas! 1 do not kom 

nething there is which Nature will not ſhow: ait 

en e'te you ſpeak, as at melodious Strains, -, 7 

e's ſomerhing purls and trickles trough my Veins; 

te Cuick filver it moves fo cold and faſt : 

en my Eyes twinkle as they d Look their laſf. 

/. It ſhne ws like Love: but in its birch deſtroy | 


> 


eon which ſcarce pity can enjoy. "x 
tee, Perhaps you think me born of common Race; 


Royal Blood does my high Lipeage grace. 

| do not then put opt this harmleſs flame, 

e from your Eyes the tingling torment came. | 
500 In vain your Paſſion's-ardoyr yau alledge, PH 
Forts imptegnable, break up your Siege; 
force, nor Art can the leaſt Our-work win, 

re's one for you too mighty enter d in: 

havghtieft, braveſt, foremoſt Man on Earth, 

ofrom the Blood of Gods drives his Birtbh. 
aſ.' To his immortal Kindred leave him then; 


ina 


may be better pla&d with Blood of Men. 
les, who knows bur his Divinity, 
ods will fomerimes vety forward be, 
chance take pet as you in Love engage, 
Thunder you to pieces in his Rage? 
Tis true, in War moſt dreadful he appears, *- 
Cruel, Glorious; dangers thick he wears: | 
o amuſe you, when you have nam'd all 
Great and Lovely, think en Hannihl, | 
LY. sr poſſible! ! ' th 
ze can Beauty ought thats loyely ſpy? 1 
Dreams of Glory waking Yourh ſupply? ? 
„ Tho his Blood mov d like peek: nk aan flow,z - 
e his Head whiter than We _. 
ouh his Age, into one Piece Meng een 5 
jj. All you have ſaid, I Knop, in jeſt was ipoke,” *- - i 
it ſhould yon do with {ach a ſapleſs Oak? %  ._ 
a young ꝓleaſaut Vine ſo near you ftands, 3 5 
bows with, all bis Cluſters to your Hands. 
Honour to-Yourh and Beauty I ptefer, 
for the beſt and are Man in War, 
2 Ns 


's Hu 


7 
ere? 


. 
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And fince rhe World knows none ſo great as ..-. 
None elſe ſhall Lord of my Affection be: 

In ſhorter Joys let other Maids delight, 

Thoſe Tranſitory Pleaſures of a Night, 

But I more laſting Happineſs deſign: 

In my IIluſtrious Warriour's Heart to ſhine, 

And have my Name on his high Tomb engrav'd, 
This, this is ſhe who Hannibal enſlav'd. 

_ © Mafſ. Though I no dawn of Comfort can deſcry, 
Yet in this hopeleſs Love I will engage, 


Wy d | 
d'nin 
turt 
e G 
y (h 
high 
n [a 


car 


And every Thought of Royalty caſt by, look 
Through all the World attend you as your Page: Mo": | 
For all my Pains 1 will not beg one Kiſs, | dan. J 
That were to wrong your mighty Man of War; $5 your 
Give a kind look, and 1 will prize the Bliſs bom. 1 
Above thoſe Hopes which the Ambitious bear. nmand 
Ro. Since then you are reſoly'd a while to wait, WF" to h 
As your firſt Task, ſhew me the Conſul ſtraight: let us 
My Beauty like a Comet ſhall ariſe 6 ſuch b 
Tha: Temperate Lord of Nations to ſurprize, Lan, X. 
PI Thunder in his Ear, and Ligttten in his Eyes. . 
CET ee e re yet 
SCENE The Catthaginian Camp. n we h 
Hannibal ir diſcover'd in bir Ter, ſitting at 4 M T. 
7 1 | with Lights. 1 all 10 B 
Han. How great's the Cate, the Toil and lingtingi ds ent. 
That racks a General's Breaſt, and breaks his Brain! dts beg; 
Argus a hundred Lights had, I bur one, of my! 
Yer all the Day tis bukie as the Sun; be alive | 
And all the Night tis watchful as the Moon. it poſf 
When ſhall I ſleep from Noiſe and Buſineſs freed? Nn. The 
Tis huſh'd, but Beauty Buſineſs does ſucceed : bought. 
Beauty which Zove cou'd draw from Heavn's high Toe. Perl 
When Nymphs in Groves his God - head ſtoop d radu ber all 
So much helov'd Delight, above Almighty Power dow he 


In his deep Blood the ſoft Contagion fan, b Fire a 
Staining his Son, that vaſt immortal Man, we wi 
The Great Alcides; who a Diſtaff made World: 
Of that huge Club, w hich Nations could invaè e; 1 
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ud in his Miſtreſs Glaſs kind Looks deviſe, 9 
„ning the Glories of his God. like Eyes, RT li 
| turn'd his mighty Voice te render Cries  / YF- 
e Gods rhemſelves, and God like Men have lovd 
y (hould pot I with Beauty's Charms be moy'd 2 

 high:{t Power has Love's blind Mazes trod; 
n Hannibal love on, and imitate a Gd. 


Enter Bomilcar. 


ilcar here? So ſuddenly return dꝰ 

look as if your Journey you had mourn'd. 

om, My Lord, we were dilcover'd. | 

1%. Ha! How then? 35 

5 your loſt Freedom given you agen? | 

on. The gen'rous Conſul knowing who we were, 
nmanded us to diſſipate our Fear: | 

n to his Officers gave ſtrict Command, 

let us take a view of every Band;  _ 

ſuch brave Men, and ſuch ſtrict Diſcipline! 

lan. You ſpeak, Bomilcar, as you knew not mine. 
n. My Lord, your Pardon, if I ſay theſe Eyes 

re yet beheld ſuch gallant Enemies. . 

n we had ſeen what might leſs Spirits damp, 

enerouſly diſmiſs'd us from the Camp. 

lun. This Civil Brav'ry has oblig'd me fo, 

all to Bartel with halt Fury go; 3 

bis enter here, which yet my Breaſt nere felt? 

dts beget Fears, and Fears my Courage melt. 

of my Love, Coufin you nothing ſaid; 

he alive? How I that Anſwer dread ! 

it poſhble ſhe can be dead? BD f 

om. Though in the Search our utmoſt Wit eſſay d, 
nought cou'd hear of that Hluſtrious Maid. | 

„. Perhaps his Heart, for Temp'rance ſo i enown d, 

her all-conquering Eyes might take a Wound, 

now he keeps her cloſe: whichſhould he dare, 

h Fire and Sword we'll carry on the Wa. 

we will inſtantly our Bodies joyn; | 

Worlds at take, le it be his or mine. 
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Bom. Throw boldly at the Sum which the Gods fo 
hundred Thouſand Lives at once are met, 
That on your Te will all their Fortune bet. 


Enter Makerbal. 


oy 
a 
* 
p 
2 
* 
o 
1 
1 


* 


Mah. Come forth, my Lord, haſte from your Tent Ke 
Sighrs that may chill rhe fiery, daunt the bold; ( {P 
Shrill Trumpets Eccho through the Arch of Heaven, . Ke 
Barrels proclaim'd, and bloody Signals giv'n - 100 4 
Two Suns their gawdy Chariots Curtains furl, * a 

And at each other brandiſh'd Lightning hurl; 55 
Red Bolts ruſh flaming through a bloody Sky, noble 
Wounding the Air, vaſt pointed Splinters fly, lan. C 
Immortal Spirits drop down, and ſeem to die; OW 

A Hoſt of Heavenly Warriours bright and gay, 30 
Appointed ſtand, and ready for the fray - t Cart] 
In Golden Arms their ſhining Cheifs appear, with 1 
Helmets and Shields of Diamonds they wear, eriſh 
And Spears, with Stars of value ſer, they bear, * m 

Han. The end of all things ſure is drawing nigh, Nn 4 

Aab. Through the void place ſwift Darts oblique) 8 
Black ſwarthy Demons hold à hollow Cloud, F 

And with long Thunder bolts they Drum aloud; loud K 
Their Trumpets all with Sun · beams are inlay d, 1 di 
Where dreadful Sounds by fiery Breath are made; I Erk 


Mountains are buried in the Womb of Earth, 

A Grave they find where firſt they had their Birth; 

Our Hcuſhold Gods ſweat ay they ſtand, and all 

. Your Garlands from their Temples untouch4 fall, 
A Wolf but now, his Jaws all bloodied ore, 

=. And by his fide a Savage tgaming Boar, 

= . Tour Out-guands fac'd, and 3 thete began; INT" 

| Nor ftop'd they, but thrqugh all the Atmy ran; mer 
Till ſatiated with Blood, the Monſters fled, $ 

'Vaniſh'd from fight, aud in dach Foreſts hid. 3h 

Han. Lead to ibs ore from hene wg tn} ol iS 

G ap. T 


Theſe dreadful Prodigles that fill the Sky, 
» 1” appeaſe the angry Demons of tbe Air, be lm 


A 


- Camman1 our Prieſts a Sacrifice prepare, 


Mid. 
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SCENE dran # diſcovers a on of Blood, 7100 
ins, Spirits in Battel, Arrows ſhot to an 2 inthe 
irs Cries of yielding Perſons, QC. Cries o hy. 
falln, Carthage, Se. 


Re. enter Hannibal, Maherbal, Bomilcar. 


Lin, What mean the Gods by theſe phantaſtink * 
unprovok d, why do they raiſe ſuch ſtorms? 
eh. When dreadful Prodigies like theſe appear, 

ſure deſtruction of ſome State is near, 
General's mov'd, his angry looks dart fire, 
noble ;age does his griev'd Soul inſpire. 
un. Can this be true? Anſwer ye Powers Divine, 
in our Death the Roman Glory ſhine? | 
Fate our ruine fix'dꝰ? Is it decreed, e 
Cari he fall, and Hannibal muſt bleed ? 
with unthaken Souls cur doom well wait, 
periſh bravely, though unfortunate : 

ye malicious Powers, this Hannibal, 


* 


Bl, m you untimely to deſtruction call. þ 
quel bathe was, ſhall like a Soldier fall. 1 
: Hanno ſhiver in the Arms of Deaih; fL. | 
, loud Reports ſhall wait our parting Breath: 4 
, i] drown the talking Gods with our laſt cry, 
4%; Each ſhall thunder 12 __ the TW: [Exeunt. 
irch; — 5 2 
fl ACT m. SCENE Þ: 
4 Roman Camp. 
A "0 Scipio, Lelius, Artendants, Varro, Guard. 


] Thy ſtrange that we no News from Carta hear; 
No Soldier thence? 

J. None, Sir, does yet appear. 

cp. Twere fit ſome Tribune with our Horſe ſhould go, 
be lntents ef Malin ſſa know, 


34 Emer 
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WW. 


Enter Roſalinda, and Maſſina. 
. Ref. Where is the General? By your Majeſty, 
And auguſt Garb, you ſhould the Conſul be :. 
If ſuch you are, I' charge you ſet me fre. 
Scip. Your ſtrict Commands are told in ſuch a vie. to 
The Conſul doubts whether he ſhould obey z _ 
Nor know I, Fair One, what, or whoſe you are, 
Wrongfully held, or Priſoner of War. ( 
- Ro}. By right or wrong, when Beauty pleads li 
Ti fat you firaight my liberty enjoyn WE: 
Jo keep me here againſt my Will, is wrong, ſtorn 
Since I ro Hannibal the Great belong 
Dare you detain what's his? 
Scip. we all things dare, ES | | 
But would not willingly offend the Fair; nighty 
None ſhall preſume your Freedom to deny, s loy⸗ 
If with the Gift we may your 5 buy. w [itt] 
Roſ. My Eriendſhip? No; to Death I hate you = 
All that bears Arms againft my Hannibal; Ille as 
A Man ſo great, I, though a Roman born, Im as c 
Can for his ſake, my Friends, my Country ſcorn, . ! 
Who drivesthe braveſt of you from the Field, Car. 
As I in Cities make all Beauties yield. your 
Rome] ſhe's: not fit, though ſhe her Head lay down, endin 
Jo be his Foor-ftool, when he mounts a Throne. you \ 
Seip. My yet unſhaken Soul, with Virtue bound, Nen all 
No force of War, or Love cou'd ever wound : Hann 
But 2427s and Cupid now at once appear, kes the 
And ſtrike me with an Object fierce and fair. like ſo 
How her Eyes ſhine? what killing Fires they dart! Ich his! 


And all within I feel the fatal Smarr. es thi 
Away with her, ſhe is a Sorcereſs, go. at pale 
II, Stay, ſtay, my Lord, remember ſhe's your all th 
Befides I love her! and if ſhe depart, © © 2 Ocear 
Or ſuffer any Wrong, *rwill break my Heart. ule yo 
By all thoſe Noble Promiſes you made, [Ae fllen 
When Aſdgubal in Spain befor: you fied, cap. T. 
And I your Priſoner was, you loy'd me then, I Ffeedo 
With Gold and Jewels ſent me home again, her 


- Ang bung about my Neck a Diamond Chain. 


96ip. At your Requeſt, ſhe ſhall not go, but ſta * 
th me. J 
al. With JR? Diſpatch her, Sir, away. 
ral in my Love I cannot bear: ee 
Way Ve-tOYS, my Lord, below your Greatneſs are, 5 
99 ey' l take you oft the Buſineſs of the War. | 
cup. Though War uſurp the Day, Love claims the 
leaſt we'll try this am'rous new Delight. (Night, 
/ Ves, you may try, but ne er can pleaſe like me; 
u' ſtill be dreaming, Sir of Victory, | 
ſtorming Forts, and digging Trenches deep, 
d call for Arms, and break your Miltreſs's ſleep. 
o,. The ferious Trifles of your Love adjourn; 
know I view you. both with equal Scorn. 
ighty Hannibal! thou all Divinz, . 
is loyal Heart ſhall never be but thine; 
w little theſe compar?d to thee? how low? - 
$c;p. Trophies as great, and Conqueſts we can ſhow, 
ble as thoſe which his fam'd Arms adorn, ' 
m as dire Dangers Victory hath torn. | 
of. *Tis true, ſome Glory you atchiev'd in Spain, 
| Carthagimia by Surprize did gain, | 
your late Conquelt poorly did conſpire? 
own, {W'ending Peace, you ſet the Camp on Fire: 
7 you will loudly talk of Roman Fame, 
en all your Eagles Dove-like flew ſo tame: 
Hannibal with Noiſe to War proceeds, 
kes the World ftart at his unequald Deeds; 
like ſome rolling Whale, who as he laves, 
th his bright Armory gilds the Waves; 
es the fo hted Nation from his fide, | 
at pale and foaming Furies far off ride, 
rall the watry Region does Command. 
Ocean's Lord, and Tyrant of the Land: 
ile your tame Legions, like the ſmaller Fry, 
le ſilent on, and only twinkle by. -' *— - 
cip. Take her, Maffna bear her from my Tent, 
Freedom, Chains, to Death, or Baniſhment : * * 
her where I may never ſee her more. 
| { Maſlina leads ber off. 
She's 


ou 
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She's gone, and now I am as heretofore, 
My panting Heart with Thirſt of Glory burns; 
Fame flies before, and beck*ning Fortune turns, 
Bevers and Bucklers, Swords and Maſſie Shields, 
And all the wanted Objects fancy yields, 


ip. 8 
ich co 
reb. 

who! 


* > fom 
Black Hills, and duſty Plains, and bloody Fields, all a 
2 | 3 Enter Maherbal. £1 2X. \ 
What art thou? *Tis the Conſul ſpeaks. LC 
Mah. From Hannibal I come with you to treat, mblin; 
Eer Fortune half the frighted World defeat? t a8! 
The Grace which for his Spies you did command, om tr 
= thanks you for: Burwith his Sword in Hand; pierc 
He who ne'er yet a Pazley wiſh'd with Rome, lich ſe 
Since War is to the dreadful upſhot come, ; it all 1 
Would hold Diſcourſe with you of the Earth's Doom. C 
Scip. Tis granted; where's the Place? render 
Mah. On Zama's Plain, : [reb, 
Attended only with five hundred Men; > PTA VE 
Soon as the Marn's firſt Bluſhes ſhall appear, cre, 2 
Expect the Terrour of your Armies there. a8 Wil 
Seip. Wou'd it were dane, the great Deciſion made Sip. 1 
Rome Crown'd, and in the Duſt great Carthage laid. that 
Enter Trebellius. 2 
Treb. Laurels, and all the Trophies Conqueſt yi 22 
Colours and Standards, bought with Blood in Fit! my C 
King A. A niſſa does to Scipio ſend, 
His God- like Maſter, and his War. like Friend. Em 
Scip. Relate in brief the Progreſs of his Arms. Win, R 
Jeb. Soon as King Syphax heard our dread Alam where 
He ſent ſome Troops of Horſe abroad to ſcour, ou hafi 
Which were by equal Number put to rout, ak, w 
_ Urg'd with Deſpair, and by bis charming Wife, Bom, V 
Whoſe Beauty has been fatal to his Life, ght as! 
He came in Perſon forth, to end the Strife, the wh 
Our Battels join d, and fiercely it was fought, if that 


Till to the laſt Extreams aur Troops were brought; 
When Maſſnifa more than Man appear%d, 5 


And with his overflowing Valour cleard , 
Thoſe migbiy Odds, which firſt our Soldiers fear d. a 


* 1 
ny Fe 


Hannibab's GM en 
ip. Some wondrous Att of Foftitude was wn, 
ich could reſettle Troops halt overchrown.* 1 
reb. Where Set dur General ravn'd Dear mark d + 
whom he ey'd, with his cold Rrrow rock; NN 
- ſome vaſt Flame he made his gloribus W any 
all about him Deſolation lay. A 
ax. whoſe Name he made to Heaven reſornd, | 7 
þ Cries of eechoing Joys at laſt he found, % 
mbling, thovgh with his Guards encompalzrounds 5 
fi as Revenge could dart; be on him ew, 5 
om from his Horfe with his Hands force he drew, - + 
| pierc'd his Heart in both the Armies Vier: 
ich ſeen, with one Content the Soldiersifled,, 
it all Hopes was With their Monatth dead. 1A, | 
cip. Cirta ſhould after fuch a Loſs, in cue, 
render to the Victor's dreaded Force. 


> praveſt Lords with willing Homage bow | 


ae, as I did amongſt the-Foremcit ride. 5 
[ 15 wilh'd the Queen might prove the Victor's Bride, 
ma. 1 rather wilh thou goud'ſt not N _ 


| thar the King were with the Battel loft. 
_Crte, Lelius, inſtantly repair, | 
| make that ſubtile Queen our Priſoner; 
lopniſſa ſhould oppoſe you, ſay, | 

my Command, who ſwore you to obey; Lena, 


Enter Hannibal, Maherbal, 22d Bomilcar. an : 
Han, My Roſalindg fręe d, and in my Tent: 
! wherefore was that Stranger with her ſent? 233% 
ou haſt a Tempeſt rais'd within my Mind; 
2k, was this Youthſo fair, and ſhe fo kind? 
dom. Your n Beauty did appeer 
cht as Noon day; all pierpin baba anne 
tne who le4 her ſeem'd To ſ 7 Fe 
if that Pity handed Love ag hp 
Tears did ſo his bluſhing Checks ador = 
hooght the Sun came pthetr'd by the Mom. > 
an, Ceaſs thy unwelcome ET what did fhe fay 3. 
Yon. That ſue wou'd there for your — A | 


Tcl. It did, Great Sir: To MAH. e * 55 Py 


EE Rof. It cannot, muſt not be, 


I bow'd and went, but being Curious grown, 
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I ftoop'd a while, to mark that Fair unknown: e N 
When ſhe with languiſhing Intreaties ſaid, 22 
Is this your Love? ſhall I not be obey dꝰ e 
Be gone, be gone, if Hannibal ſhould come, | (ha 
And but inſpect, Death were a certain Doom. t for 


Han. Peace, Harbinger of Fate; with Ravens dyn ud 
Thy Tale at Mid-night to the Dying tell:  , / 


Oh! ir has pierc'd me like a poiſon'd Dart, It cl 
Which by Degrees infects the Blood and Heart; (hall 
And now it higher mounts, divides my Head, 1 
Where like a Plague its pointed Venoms ſpread, an. 
My Brain ten thouſand various Tortures turn; l off 
Now Agues chill me, and now Fevers burn. th Fe 
Oh Roſalinda! Falſe, ungrateful Maid, ligh 
Am I for loſs of Glory thus repaid? | of. 
But let's away, to my Pavilion lead; | t in t 
That Raviſher of all my Hopes fhall bleed. EN Str 
Enter Roſalinda, and Maſſina. , 

Rof. Why will you ſtay? if you did ever love, er, i 
Let me conjure you, from this Place remove. is bet 
Aa. Permit me as your menial Servant ſtay, Torn 


And near your Perſon figh my Life away: 
Is that fo much? ens 


hat you ſhould idely ſpend your Hours with me: 


reſt t 

You, like the Golden Planet of the way, an. ( 
Should as you riſe, all Glorious, ſer all Gay; [MWotot! 
A generous Pity does my Heart ſubdue, _ bf. If 
Which bids you now <ternally adieu. 0 all | 


* 


My Tears mall ſwell 'em up that I will drown. 
| ; Roſ. Maſſina, tay ; I ſtrictly charge you tive, 


Methinks | go as if I had no Heart; 

But fince you are reſolv'd it muſt be ſo, 
Near to ſome murmuring Brook I'll lay me down; 
Whoſe Waters, if they ſhould to ſhallow flow, 


Maſſ. Say, your Diſdain — Alas! how can I pat 


nter Hannibal, Bomilcar, Aſper. 


— 


7, Not Heav 'n, nor Earth can grant him a Rep 


"FE, 


„ 
* 
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e Hannibal has vow'd that he ſhall die: 
Kar bind him, bind him inſtantly : * 3 
le Roſalinda! Bear him from my . 
| ſhade his Beauties with Eternal Night, ; 
t for this at laſt we meet again? 
ud you had (till the Conſul's Captive been: 
/. Oh Hannibal! can you refilt my Tears? 
t change is this your ſtormy Temper wears? 
ſhall not die, Bomilcar, Aſper, ſtay, 
; [ command you; dare you diſobe / 
11, Be gone, he dies who liſtens to her Prayr; 
| off his Bracelets, let him Shackles wear, N 
th Fetters fret his ſoft and ſupple Skinz © SR 
light a Penance for ſo foul a Sin. Maſſina ic taten away 
50. If Roſalinda yet has any part TE "0 
t in that cruel, yet renowned Heart, 
js Stranger's Freedom inſtantly enjoyn, - 
j you ſhall ever be the Lord of mine. n 
an. How dart thou plead for him, falſe as you are? 
ſer, if poſſible, than thou att Fair 1 4 
is behalf no Interceſſion make, 
Torments ſhall be doubled for thy Sake. © dg, © 
00. Henceforth wrong d Innocence from Courts retreat, 
du belt, but rare Companion of the Great: 1. 
e thus abus d, ah! viſit him no more. 
reſt thy Sorrows at ſome Shepherd's Door. : 
an. Oh Guilt! canſt thou to Innocence appeal, 
o to this Yourh ſuch Kindneſs did reveal? 
bv. If Pity Kindneſs be, I was moſt kind, 
0 all my ſoftneſs to his Greits reſign d, 
I what but Marble Hearts cou'd fee him mourn, 
ſo much Sweetneſs with ſuch Sorrows ſcorn? 

lan. Pity like yours that does ſo ſwiftly move, 
e Fore · runner of approaching Love. 
% Unworthy of the Honour you poſſeſs; | 
Paſſion's great, wou'd I cou'd make ir leſs: © 


dwe 


me: 


W oF 
* , moſt Unjuſt and Jealous, therefore van, 1 | 
e. Jealouſie's great Weakneſs in great Menz 
3 Rep conſtant Soul did for thy Glory wave 1 


185 __ .;Soakbonibat , 
My Charms the cold and temp'rate Conful felt, 
Wzbilſt Beauties Beams did fercely on him play: 
The Froſt, Which long had bound his Heart, did nil 
And Love like Sun-ſhine thaw d his Ice away. 1 co 
= Han. Your Looks methinks have quite another Mak H 
Nor doubt 1 bur your Beauty has been ity'd, 00. H 
| ; =... * So faint Loves Colauys in your Face appear, 


Like Silks that loſe their Gloſs by being dy'd. Ro/. N 
No. That Scipio, nor this Prince, whom crual yy a. 
Have bound, cou'd nothing on my Heart prevail, e whe 
Is as Heavns high Decree moſt juſtly true; chang 
And I am innocent, as thou art trail, 
=. an. Alas! *rwas Innocence to fay, be gone; 
Faid ſhoved but inſpect, ho re dead. %% E 
XR). Compaſſion, for a Love | could not own, Han. 1 
Ug d me to ſpeak; what you have heard, was ſaid, / V 
Therefore releaſe him inſtantly from Bands, af}. ( 
And yield him ſafe into the Conful's Hands, that t 
Wicheut Delays or murmiring free him ſtrait; at leſ 


Or may your Lawrels never more be green, Love 
Nor may your Arms in War be fortunate, 
Nor Re/alinda;but wich Frowns be feen. 
Hau. Stay, Madam Haſte, che Caprive Prince uli 
My Heart to others rough, the Soldier's Crime, 
As Rocks to Seas, or ſtubborn Oaks to Wing, 
Shall bow to you, as thoſe muſt yield to Time: 
Forgive my Temper, barden'd with the Steel, 
In which I ſtood almoſt Immortal Man, 
Till Love let fall a Blow, that made me reel, | 
And pointed Beauty through my Armour ran, Ma. 
| Can you forgive the rudeneſs of my Mind? ves me 
Roſ. Foregoe your Jealoulie, and Vil he kind. 
| Enter Maſſina unbound. 


Han. May a raſh Man, wrong d Prince, your Pard 
Maſſ. No, Sir, my Pardon yeu (hall never have; (can Body t 
For know I hate thee on a double Score, i 
Much for thy Love, more for Tyrannick Pow's: ook f. 
Princes who haye Like me diſhonour'd bean, . This 
Should bluſh x9 be diſhonour'd 10 agen e kn 


% N 


Is crue 
Han. T 
y burn 
to whe 
Arms 
rt for 
Boys b 


1, die, Jiſparch, to Fortune Malice how; 
1 Royal Uncle would not own thee now. 5 
e | proffer d with the World, I wou'd not take; 
t could live for Roſalinda's Sake : x7 
ak Hannibal, wilt thou thy Share refign? 1 
N00. He may, but I can never pare with mine. 
We How, never? 
Neven, 
40 O unkind WY Heart! det 
e when he (hot me; ſure miſtook his Dm 
chang'd with Death, whoſe quick Deſtroying Shaft 
us drinks my Blood, thus witk a full deep Draught. 
[ Srabs bunfelf.. 
of. Hold cruel Prince; the Dagger from him wre 
Han. Too late, alas! I drew it from his Breaſt, 
Re What have you done? | 
H. Only my Body drain d. 
that ſick Blood, which Hannibal had flain'd . 
t leſs than Death could I to Honour give? 4 
| Love neglected charg'd me not to live. 
w you may take him, take him'to-you all, 
Is cruel, haughty, happy Hannibal. 
lan. The bus neis of our Life's a ſenſeleſs thing, 
u burns th? ambitious Man to be a King e 
to what 7 does the Warrior call 
Arms? or Gown-men buſtle in the Hall > ß 
tt for the Gods, they whirl us here and there 
+ blow watry Bubbles in the Air. re I 
elp! 
120 1 let me not be touch'd by che 
bes may capable of Pity be. — er! 
t Roſalinda ſeize, and with het fly 8 * be 
Dies 
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Golden Beds; embrace her ftatt, While 1 

hin my dark and duſty Dungeon lie. 

r. Crouds of ill-boding Thoughts my doc diſinay. 
Body to the Roman Camp co | 

wd in a moutning Chariot foftly: tread; | © 
look ſo fad that theyimay think youdead. 5 They bear 
/. This your Suſpicion of my Honour was. OW 
the Effects where Jcalouſic 's the Caule. - "ak 
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5 
Ah cruel Victor, I couꝰd curſe thee now; Heat 
Wiſh all thy Lawrels blaſted on thy Brow. Air 
Love ſickens, with this Decd, my Tranſports fade 247 
Would we were both in Earths low Cavern laid ir, ot 
Curtain'd with ſhady Horrors, where the Sun | like 
And Stars their fiery Courſes never run, 8 nlarg' 
But all the Buſineſs of :he World is done. ear ur 

Han. Oh that my Heart, her future State could g her 
Know to what Good or Ill this Life's defign'd: oſe ru 

Prudence againſt ſuch Knowledge may adviſe: 7. Yo 
But who of all Mankind was always wiſe? bly of 
For the great: Secret to the Gods II go; A,. 
And if they fail me, fathom for't below, te has! 

Though hid by Fate under a thouſand Rocks, harms 
And drag it up by the dark jetty Locks. id V 
Let it as ghaſtly as a Gorgon come, "Pp more b 
Stiff wich the View, I will out-gaze my Doom, e the ( 

SCENE ube City of Cirta 
Enter King Maſſiniſſa, and Menander. Eines 
[ Trampets ſound a lofty , 6 925 
| ob | $I'm 
K. Maſ. Was ever Victory ſo ſwiftly won? 22 

We ſcarce had leiſure to demand the Town: $ Victor 
Their Gates were open d with ſuch Haſte and Fear, ib 
As if our conquering Swords enchanted were, of the f 

Men. Syphax, the great Uſurper ot your Throne ¶luſh to 
Is to revengin Furies downwards gone - Ir their ] 
In Hell's low Valleys grown the darkeſt Weed, if I ha 

And fells the Stings that make Ambition bleed. eful thy 
K. Maf. Straight to the Palace bid our Forces i Not tc 


Where Sophonisbe does her Loſſes mourn. 
Well viſit that forſworn illuſtrious Fair, and the 
To let her ſee how unconcern d we are. 
Men. Since you have promis d that you would io'y Virtu 
Why ſhould your Virtue needleſs Trials make? rt the $ 
Love, tho ſcarce warm, within your Boſom pent, Ne thy Ce 
Fano'd with her kindling Sighs, may get a Vent: ¶ that wi 


i 


* hath 2 4 2 
| ; % ' 
* 
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Heat which ſtifled in ſome cloſer ſpace, | % 
r Air gets in, fires all the place. | 3 
Maſ. Dar ſt. thou ſuſpect? I ſay, it cannot be: 
Air, or its wing d Rangers, Liberty? | 
. like the Wind, as the wide Ocean free, 
nlarg'd Soul rolls wantonly along, 
ear unmov'd the warbling Syrens Song; 
g her Eyes, her Falſhood T'H upbraid, 
125 rude Wrongs ſhe on my Virtue laid. 
n. Your Majeſty beſt knows what's fit to cbt, 
bly offef'd 252 you may refuſe. 
Maſ. Perhaps my preſent Rage I may not keep; 
te has Words would make the Cruel weep; 1 
harms as powerful as Circes Wiles; 
i'd Virgins Sighs, or Infants Smiles. | 
more blind with Rage than ſhe with Tears, 
e the Cunning which her Sorrows wears, 94 2 
opes will un at, and deſpiſe her Fears. 


. 
88 E N E, The Palace. | wy 
Enter Sophonisba, Rezambe and Metna. 


. Rome and the World againſt my Life combine; 

ks I'm ſtill a Queen while this is ming. 

M/jiniſſa has the King o etthrown, 

s Victorious Troops polleſs the Town; © We 

phonisba is, and ſhall be tree, 4933 

of the frighted Senators Decree. _ oy 

luſh to ſee this Life fo glorious ſhine : 

ir their Eagles Eyes ſhould dazrd be with mine, 

if 1 have ought from thee deſerv'd, | 

eful thus, and thou haſt nobly ſerwd. 

Not tor the World. 

Rezambe, thou art brave, 0 | | 

and the Carthaginian Glory fave, | \ 

ill the Juſt, the Valiant, and the Wiſe, 

y Virtue, and thy Courage” prize ? 5 

rt the Softneſsof thy Sex forego, "A 

e thy Country with one deſperate Blow 

that will even 2 out do. 5 
2 


— 


34 Zophonisba: or, © 
Rez. Rather than I would live to ſee thoſe Hung Judgr 
nom 
in the 
but y 
ph. C 
e wil 
Y as e 
22 
2 


4 


Which Kings have kiſsd, fetter'd with Roman Bank 
That Body like a Pageant Wreich adorm?d, © 
Gracing the Viftor's Wheels your greatnels ſcorn; 
Rather than this endure, by all that's good, 
Fa bathe this Dagger in your Life's warm flood, 
Till the Haft reek d with your Hearts Royal Blood 
- Soph. O thou moſt noble Martial Maid, 
If by.thy Eyes my Soul could be ſurvey'd, 
Thou wouldſt believe what cannot be expreſt, 5 my 
How dear thou art to Sophenzsb?s breaft. 5 
Thy Voice, like ſad, but pleifing Muſick flew; . | chi 
Like dying Swans, *twas {ſweet and fatal too. | 
Now ſtrike, and bravely act thy Tragick part: 
Juſt here, ſtrikę through and through rhis wretched 
Rez. Death's our laſt remedy, as tis the work: 
Tis fit you try the Victor's Mercy firſt. 
Prince Maſiniſſa lov'd you once; who knows * 
But the ſame paſſion in his Boſom glows? 
Blow it into a Flame; try all your Charms; 10 
Lore laughs at brandiſh'd Swords, and glittering M e 
Aer. Never was Man like Aa is kind; | aA 
Natute mild, and amaroully inclin'd. * - 
lot vanquiſh'd Syphax dying fell ſo low, / 1 8 
As this charm'd Prince will to your beauty bow. WM; T g 
Rez, Imputed Treachery you ought to clear; M * 
Let Guilt ſhrink back, and Innocence app-ar:. \ MP | 
Pit hide the Ponyard in my robe; it he F f. 
Dooms you a Slave, this gives you liberty. J Th. 
Soph. When breach of Faith joyn'd Hearts docs ok I; 
The calmeſt Temper turns to wildeſt Rage: et 
He thinks me falſe, though I have been moſt trus 
And thinking ſo, what may his fury do? | 
Rez. His Trumpets Clangors make the Palace! 
Here wait your Fate, and this Victorious King, . 
Enter King Maſſiniſſa, Menander, Artendaill ** a 
R. Maj. Madam I come to tell you that youll , 
No maze a Queen but Priſoner of War. 
The Ring; whofe loſs tis probable you grieve, 
To whole loy'd memory rk: tears you give, 
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Tudgment is to Heav'ns Tribunal gone, 

{ now come ta claim my Fathet's Throne. 

in the War have been unfortunate:; 
but your Cauſe deſet wd a better Fate, 
ph. Of Empire's Joys to you a Gift I make, 

e willingly than I did ever take 3p. 
as ever Syphax made it mine, n 
Haniſſa Imy Crown reſign. ̃(deſpiſe. 
M1j. Not as your Gift; Crowns I ſhould then 
s my Right by Birth and Valour's Prize 
Father Gallas Diadem PII bear. 

all the Royal ties of Cirta wear. . 

5. Theſe Springs of Grief unkindneſs now ſupplies, 
Maſ, Syphax deſerv'd that Tribute from yout Eyes. 
h. There is a Cauſe more worthy of theſe Tears. 
1 / More worthy? what, than Syphax? for your 
he not Fame and Empire Victims make, (Sake, 
g Love over-meaſure; when at laft, IE 


new his Life up for you as a Caſt?k 8 
ph. If what I ſpeak might kindly be receiv'd —— 

ifery can never be believ'd. . 
Miſ. Not you believ'd O Gods, is it clear day? 
janiteſt are all things that you ſay. + 
you beliey'd ! what hardned Infidel 

dare to doubt the Oracles you tell? 
pb, I will, when ſorrow ſhall permit me, ſpeak ;- 
ue my Hzart muſt with unkindneſs break. 

Maf. Tis poſhble; yet, Madam, ere I go, 
s your will, for I have much to do- 

en I have not plac'd; my Father's Throne 
ave not rd 1 muſt; I muſt be gone. 4 
der, do we Triumph ? | 
1. Bravely, Sir; F WV? 3 
ke your ſelf, anà more than Conquerour. 

. Merna, we're loſt: with a haughty ſcorn 
Ins away, and ſmiles to ſee her mourn ! 
b. Are you not Maffiniſſa callVd? 
e 7 
h. Have you not heard of Sophonicbas Name? 
ho unmov -d your high diſdain endures, — 
obozisha who was always yours. C 2 K. Ma. 


does 


ſt tru; 


alace! 
ng. 
dal 
vous 


eve, 
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k | 5 36 = Sophonisba: or, 5 
Who watch'd all Night, counting each tedious h 
That Angel fair, and lov'd her e er the fell. 
Half beauteous as the Caſe where tis enſhrind, 
Thou wert; — but ſhe is dangerous to name: 
Or I ſhall fink in the Abyſs of thought, 
My Vows, my Friendſhip, Glory, all forgot: 


Men. Still there's ſome hopes, fince at her N 


My chearful Friends like Birds about me ſung; 


* Ke Maſ. Tis equally a Truth from him or m 


©. Soph. Stay, Maſſiniſſa, ſtay, my Life, my S0 


Fr 
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R. Maſ. Oh Heavens! „ 
Soph. Whom waſting Cares did all the day de rouę 


And never found that there were Joys in Power, 
K. Maſ. Ha! Sophoni cba! yes I knew her we 


Oh, Sophonisba, hadſt thou but a Mind 


My Rea ſon's ſnatch'd by my tempeſtuous Flame, 
Menander help --— | 8 


As when we launch into the Sea, the Land 
Goes backward, with the Trees, and all the neigh 
Men. Be gone, my Lord, you're ruin'd if yon 

K. Maſ. What, from the vanquiſh'd ſhall we m 


And now he Eyes her with a kindling Loox. 
Rez. With that laſt Glance methought Lovell 
K. Maſ. Yes, Madam, this is Maſiniſſa here; 

I am (to thy Conſuſion be it knoẽon )) 

A walking Grave with Sorrows overgrown, 

With rooted Cares, and every baneful Weed, 

That nightly Watchings and pale Troubles bree 

Once I was free from theſe, and flouriſh'd fair, 

Like a tall Tree I bloſſom'd in the Air; 


Free from the Charms of thy deceitful Tongue, 
And ripening Hopes blooming around me hung, 
Till thou, fair Murd'reſs, didſt like Lightning 
And blaſted Bloſſoms, Branches, Root and all. 
Soph. O, Maffiniſſa, hear I this from thee? 


Or any here — why, Madam, not from me? 
But if my Preſence ſhould a Trouble prove, 
I will for ever from your ſight remove. 


Why do your Eyes with ſuch ſtrange Motion 10 


Your Fury in this Heart that loves you hide. His Sig 


K. of. Where does the Searcher of the Sci Soul w 
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_ "Hannibal's Overthrow. - 
rough blind tracks finds out a Woman's Heart? 
Jes 2 bar, a ſcop to all his Art, 0 * 
ou'd not ſwear that ſuch a Love was true? 

Do I not love you? by the Gods I dwo. 
/ Oh thou Difſembler! once this would have 
thy practis'd Wiles at laſt are known. (done; 
ſne talk d, and To ſhe wept before, > 
ith that beauteous honeſt Look ſhe ſwore: 

if I ſtay, 1 ſhall believe again; 
thou greateſt Pleaſure, greateſt Pain. 
By all your Loves, this cannot, muſt not be; 
rvel Words could not be meant to me. 3 


who love you with a Heart entire, > 
ige more laſting than the Veſtals fire; & 
ol hom am indeed all one Deſire. 2 


em ice, thy Love is all my Light and Health, 
ſure I would hoard, my only wealth: | 
ot that ftom me. 
ve 1% Tis but vain Delay. f 5 
Unkindly urg d; why do you turn away ? Kxceli. 
l nor go, dll you have left me dead.,  _ 
urs till now were never vainly ſned. 
my Sighs, my Vows, ye Powers above, - 
'ower like me could ever love. 
air, Ne jour fires, and thaw his frozen Heart; 
WW, dread God of Love, try every Dart. 
ng; not ſtir. 1 | oe 
ve, / What means this riſing Flood > (Weeps; 
ng. Nature will ſtart at ſuch Ingratitude: 5 
ning on after Ages this diſgrace, ' 
all. {Wi Monſters make of Humane Race; 
ee? e thou. | 8 9 
or m/ She ſhall not; yet ſhe ſhall; PA 
ne? Wes my Heart, and cries, ſhell have it all. 
e, her Eyes reſiſtleſs Majick bear; n 
lee, and Gods are dancing there. on 
ny SolfÞ2dam, riſe; each Sigh, each ſoftning Glancey 
on id loud Wrongs; I'm huſh'd and in a Trance. 
5 His Sighs flow from him with ſo ſtrong a gale, 
e Sci Soul would through his Lips exhale. 
= | C'3 * Soph. 


* 


1 Sophonisba: or, 
Soph, Con'd you be thus? on your poor Miſtreſs fi 
What was my fault, alas! What have I done? 

R. Maſ. Nothing; why, nothing; only this tha 
My Life, my Soul, my Spirits, Blood, and Hear; 
Whoſe Hands leaſt thrilling touch does pleaſe abo 
The very Ac of any other Love. | 
Gods, how ſhe charms! none ſure was e're like thy 
Nor wild as I; Storms borrow rage of me. 
But thou art ſoft, and ſweet, and filent all, 
As births of Roſes, or as bloſſoms fall. 

Soph. This Roſe that ſticks ſo near your Heart will 
When plat by your hand in Death's cold ſhade, 
EK. Maſ. By mine; Nor Savages would harm! 

On whoſe refreſhing Pillows Joue might reſt, (br 
And with Immortal ſweets be ever bleſt. 
So fair, tis well thou art not faithful too; ee me 
I cou'd not bear my bliſs if thou wert true. ö 

Soph, Think me not falſe, though did Syphas methi 
Who ever was a ſtranger to my Bed. alt b 
Forc'd by my Father's poſitive Command, 
I muſt confeſs J ſufter'd him my hand: 

_ Heaven curſe me if I ever granted more; 
Cou'd I be his, having been yours before? 

K. Maſ. Why do you ſtop? ſtill as a ſtatue la 
I ſtand, nor fhall the Wind preſume to blow. 
Speak, and it ſhall be Night: nor one {hall dare 
- To Hel, though on the Rack he tortur'd were, 
Nor for his Souł whiſper a dying Prayer. 
Soph. Make your love long, and ler it burn leb 

Theſe ſudden Raptures are too hot to laſt. 

K. Maf, Right, Madam; long if we ſuch Joys 
The furious Tranſports of delight would kill. 
Menander to the Temple led away, 

By my clear Fame this is our Marriage day, 

Soph. Your Fame does far above all cenſure fir, 
Free from the taunts of low repinining Wit. 
Kings though they err, ſhould never be arraign's; 
But if I yield, my Glory will be ſtain'd. | 
What will the World report of ſuch a Bride, 
Who marry'd the fame day her Husband dy'd? F 
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Maſ. Since Scipio is your mortal Enemy, 

be ſo upon neceſhity, © _ 5 

vet will not moleſt you being mine. 

h. Then to the Gods let me my breath reſign. 

Maſ. Can you conſent, rather than be my Wife, 

17ard Honour, Liberty, and Life? 31 

bb. But, Sir | Td 

AM. Bur, Madam, fay what yon can ſay, * 

Wouzht not, muſt not, and I canner ftiy, - * F 
inute more caſts both our lives a- wax. 

h. Know, mighty Prince, Twas, and am the fame 7 


. v3. 


hough the Wörle this Act may juſtly blames} © 

| be yours, and in that way you name., | 

iſt, by all the Gods and Glory, ſwear | 

er than yield me up Rome's Priſoner, N 

you ſome fatal token will preſent, 

ee me from inglerious Puniſhment. Keds 
Maſ. I ſwear by Heaven, by Glory, and by Arms, 
mething more, by your own Conquering Charms, 
(hall be ever from the Romans free; | 
by Death will give you Liberty. 

hh, Now lead me where you pleaſe. 

Maſ. A taſte of bliſs. 855 l 
od of Marriage ſeal our Vews with this; | Kiſſes her. 
r, and flames, the ſweets of Hibla grow, © 

t her Lips Ambrofial Odours flow. 

elancholly Monarchs Counſel take, 

by advice, and ſullen Nuprials make; 

prefer what thus my Arms infold,  _ 7 
the Wealth that Earth or Seas can hold, 

cks of Diamonds, or to Hills of Gold. 8 | 
t of proud Rome, and all her haughry Meen - / 

as My Miſtreſs, and/Ihall be my Queen. 
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—_ Sophonisba: or, 


- Conſume the 'baleful Sacrifice: 


From y onder Battlement of Heav n 


e 4 : 8 
* 8 


A C T IV. 8 C E N E. I. 
Bellona s Temple. 


An * is ſhown, with a Souldier lying upon it, ard 


but bis Head: Agtave, Cumana, ſtanding each 


* Tripos, with Daggers in their Right bands, ani 


 fers m their Left. 8 


Al. ER we our ſolemn Rites bepin, 
| The Sacred Cavern purge from Sin : 
'About the dreadful Altar go; 5 
About it Incantations blow. 

Cum. The dire Oblation thus we drain, 
And with his Blood our Temples ſtain: 
The Screech- Owl warns us with her Note, 
Strike your dagger in his Throat: 
Gaſh him deep, and ſuck his Blood 
Prepare his frighted Ghoſt a ſhrowd. 

Agla, Riſe, ye Sulph'rous Flames, wo 


That of his Aſhes we may take, 
And clotted Cinders with em rake, 
And Viands for Bellona make. 

Cum. Our Goddeſs ſmil'd; *tis done; Made 
The Romans have the Bartel won: 


I aw the (arthaginians driven. : 

They fly, they fly : The Conſul there 
Perſues em through long tracks of Air : 

He puts their General to rout; 

And drives em like a Storm about. | 
Agęlu. Our Goddeſs ſhall have Death enough; 
Her Shrine with fat of thouſands ftuff, 

With goary Heads her Alrar fill 

And Tuns ot Blood upon em ſpill. 


Enter Hannibal, Maherbal, Bomilcar, 


Cum. But loe, who comes? what, what are tik 
Th 1k pry int: 90 ONT II. {tories 2 8 
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Buſineſs know, Ill come anon; 
Fir of Prophecy's, conie on. 
Goddeſs does the Tunnel wind, 


/a, What are you? and whatis ityou would know? 
u. Men call me Hannibal, Rome's dreadful Fos: 
after many Battels loſt and won, 

Ive to periſh, or my Conqueſt crown. 

Day the World's great Empire muſt decide; 7 
what the Gods and that great Day Prowl," 2 
wiſh to know, who dare the worlt abide. 

ela. Cumana to the ſacred Tunnel cleaves, 

Breaſt enlarg'd, the Goddeſs now receives, 

now ſhe rages like a Bacchanal, 

 Fury's acted, rends the Holy Veil - 

of the Deity, about ſhe roams. 

s, gapes, and on the hallow'd Curtain foams. 

her hor Fleſh, grovels upon the Ground, 


Cumana ſeratching her Face. abbing a Dagges r 
into her Arms: $ pirits following . 


Sings. 
ath the Poplar's Shadow Jay me; 
aging Fires will their diſmay me : 
ſome Silver Current lying, e 
r fleepy Poppies dying. 


lone; 


a ſirong Band of Braſs, O bind me about: 
ry Body ſhould burſt, Yor the Sccret to paſe, 
a Vent being given, tbe Fury get out. 
gh; “, I not be vext any longer; 
[rage, I grow weak, and the Goddeſs grows robe 


She ſpeaks. 
nnibal to Zama tend, 


ſalour Scipio ſhall commend. 
ear Bagrada, on the Plain, e 
all be thouſand Romans flain; Thou 


Car, 
are k * 


Hannibals Overthrow. a 4 — 
| ſpeak, Aglave; VII be gone, f 5 


ſacred Horrors {well my Mind, | [Exit. 
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„ dances, kicks the Golden e round. h Ty 


and am bigger than Ty phon &er was 5 
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Thou with thy old Italian Band 9. 7 
Shalr put the Conſul to a ſtand- . 
Hark, hark, the Drums rattle, 

Dub a dub to the Battle, 


Tararars, Tararara the Trumpets too rattle. 

Nom, now they come on, and pell mell they mirgle. 

" What ruſling and buſſin zn: 
And Splinters of Lances with broken Arms jingle, 


Gold Trappings, bright Bevers, Swords, Bucklers and 
The ſtout Man flies on, and the fſaint-bearted Paggers, (y 


| e 
See, the Saddle -Girte burſt, 
And the Generals unborſt; 
But he rallies gen, 
And brings up bis Men, 
Spight of Fortune and Fate, 
And the Gods that oppoſe , 
He hacks, and be bews, - ” 
© Through the Hearts of bis Foes. 


Ceaſe, Goddeſs, ceaſe, thy Servant to torment ; 
My Lungs are with Prophetick Fury ſpent. 
The ſtruggling Fates within my Boſom turn, 
And Heavenly Fires my trembling Heart ſtrings bur, 
When will thy Godhead let me reſtt. 
Too mighty for a mortal Breaſt? © | 
Agla. Cumana, to a Period haſte: | 
You ſhall have Eaſe when you have done; 
And ſweer refreſhing Slumbers tafte; 
U pon the Borders of the Moon. 


+ Dance of Spirits, 


Cum. Lo afar off the curſt By:hinian Band, 
 Apoyſon'd General rules upon the Sand. 
Gods, how he ſivells!) how bloated is his Look 
Death from the Pummel of his Sword he took: | 
Han. Shall Roman fall by Carrhaginians Swords 
And Carthage fink? what mean theſe myſtick Word 


® 


HannibaPs Overthrow., 
oliſh Bard as much as this might tell; 
white Witch, without the Aid of Bell. 
e muſt know; ſp2ak Raſalindas Doom: : 
all the Loſſes of a Barrel came, 

y Scipio in the Duſt our Glory foil, 
11 bear the frowns of Mars, if Cupid ſmile. 
e. Too curious Mortal, feek not what once xnomm 
y ſnarch-your Sleep, and make you ever groan. 


le ir Fate crowds hack, and would not come in 8 — 
andi not too far ch unwilling Gods purſue : - 
rs, one, who raſhly dares give Spirits Chace, 


y fly a while to ſome dark ruinꝰd Place, 5 | ' 
ough Caverns run, through Cloy ters dog him rol 4 
lance before him over Fairy Ground; | 

urg'd too far, a Face all pale and ſad 

$ quick upon him , and che Fooll runs mad. 

om, Let's go, my Lord; I am not us d to fear, 
yet methiuks I dread to tarry here. 

{uh. Heaps of the Slain J often have beheld, . 

with my Battel-ax have Hundreds fell'd; 

here I'm ſhaken, th* Obſect's too funeſt, 

ather ſee a Javelin at my Breaſt. 

en. Aglave, hy your Goddeſs Arms I wear, 

will not from the ſacred Cavern ſtir, 

you have clear d my Doubts though every 8 
our dread” Call ftart from his flaming Sphere; 
ugh from her Orb, cloſe mantled ina Cloud, 

Moon ſlide down-ro'wander in this Wood, 
ugh with your Charms the Sun diſſolve i in Blog ; 
zom the depth of Deſtiny. below, 

all the Terrors of your Majick fhow. 

g. Beneath thoſe burthen d Branches ſtand, 

trom the Spitit I command. | 

appear thou whom his Soul does love, 

eart with Viſionary Horrours move, 


linda riſer in 4 Chair, Pale, with a Wound on * | 
aſt, two Cupids deſcend, and bang weeping over Pe 


ar. Shall Ro/alinda then yntimely die? 
falſe , and all 9 damm d Decziyers lie. 


bun. 


Facing 


* 


* 


_ Facing thy Fate, with my Sword Pll ftand, . 
Back d with my conquering old Italian Band. 
With the ſame haughty Fierceneſs ruſhing on, 

Which the Saguntin's City thunder d down: 
== Like Tros young Hero; os 

Who, while the World about him did admire, 
- HisFather bore through Night, Death, Blood and Hy 

Spite of oppoling Hell, and War's worſt Arms, 

+ Sol will bear my love upon my Arms. . 

Bom. To Horſe, my Lord; and leave this curſed Play 

Let's go and inſtantly the Conſul face. 

Maß. No more in this damn'd Sorcereſs confide; 

Termit my Sword her Body to divide - 

Or from her Corps cut her enchanted Head, 

And her black Brains upon the Altar ſhed,  _ 
Han. Well go, Maherbal, with to Morrow's Daw 
On the vaſt Plain our Squadrons {hall be drawn: 
Vet for ſome Minutes Bartel. thall decline; 

Well ſee this Conſul &er our Bodies join; 
And if on equal Terms à Peace may be, 
Por Cartbage Sake I'll court my Enemy, 
Bon. is juſt you ſhould Deliberation take, 
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With Caution deal, and manage the laſt Stake. } 

_ Mah. Your Armies are the Cards which. both mal, Aa / 
At leaſt come off a Saver if you may, (ce heart 1 
Han. But like Sols Off. ſpring, ſwell'd with dangeq I hay 
He to the Management of all aſpires; 1 hold th 
Alone the Scepter of the World would ſway, u Soul | 
Alone would rule the Heav'n, and drive the Day. le very 


Like that indulgent God, Fll firſt adviſe» . Fall th; 
Shew him the Tracks through which Ambition flies: Wh doſt tl 
If deaf to all, let him aſcend the Throne, e thy E 
Snatching at Glories which muſt weigh him down; Wy. 41 
Like-Fove we'll toſs him from hisgliſtering Chair, cold 
Sign'd in the Clouds, hiſſing through liquid Air er ten | 
And dart him headlong like a falling Star. exe once ! 

Enter Scipio, meeting Lelius diſar mod; Varro Trebell tue, th 
Scip. Lelius return d! and fad! Tell the Event. Nad me 
Lel. Too late, my Lord, I was to Cirta ſent; 1 J 
For ere ſome thouſind Paces got from hence, 

I MoBrija met, that wretched Prince: 


23 * * 1 = 
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Hannibals -Overthrow. VOY 
tas Lugd, arm'd with a Wartiour's Grace 
ce Mars when thundring on the Plains of Thrace. _ 
n in a Chariot drawn by Milk-white Steeds 
ke ſoft Adonis driving through the Mead, 
d Sophonisha leaning on his-Breaſt, 
Ike Venus with her wanton Huntſman bleſt. 


"#4 . 
* 


* 


„i. Are theſe his Vows? Some new way me muſt tryy 
er than live Diſhonour d, he ſhall die. 
Lol. Soon as the Tyrant 2 was overthrown, .. © 
ich Menaces he forc'd the frighted Town: "4." 


hic entred, ſtraight he to the Palace flew, . 
petting all his Vows, he loyd anew; 
e Conquer'd did the Conqueror ſubdue. © _ 
ſhort, her Tears, and Beauty won fo far, ©. 
View of all the World he married her, 
ey are arriv'd and now upon the Plain; _ 7 
aPavilion Royal do remain. 
ſip. Trebellius, go, this ſubtile Charmer bring; 
call our Guards t aſſiſt againſt the King: , 
Lay that we'll attend him in his Tentz _ 
 firft expect the Queen be Priſoner ſent: 
| him, ſhe is the Raman 's Foe; and Hall * 
crifice for Blood of Thouſands, fall. ¶ Hxeunt ſeverally- 
Enter King Maſſiniſſa, Sophonisba. ef 
. Ma/. Let him arm all his Pow'r againſt this Breaſt, | 
Heart unmov'd ſhall ſand the mighty'Teft. 
it I have ſworn ſhall like thy Virtue laſ;,;; 
bold thee to me as my. Heart · ſtrings faſt, es 
u Soul of Love! all charming Excellence! 7 
J 


* " 3k 


le very Looks drives ſtormy Troubles hence, 
wall the Bleſſings of the Gods diſpence. 
doſt thou tremble? let not fawcy Fear, 
thy Heart pant, or cauſe thee ſhed a Tear. bs 
b. Alas, my Lord, *rwere better I were dead. 
cold Grave ſafe from theſe Troubles laid 

kt ten thouſand Racks let me endure,  _.. © 


| 


cee be brought into the Rowan Powr. 
tebellih tue, that you have deeply ſworn you u! 
M. Mid me © | 
3 1. To my Fe ubs laſt drop of Blcol; 4 


* Sophonisba: „, 
Or may by ſome Coward mangled lie: 
=_ And Dogs and Vultures tear me as 1 die. 
The Tygreſs will revenge her ravith'd Young, | 
*Midſt Darts, and Spears, and Javelins raſh Hong: 
The Clown, ſo low and Ignorant of Fame, 
Will venture Life to ſave his ſwarthy Dame: 
And ſhall not 1 for thee waſte all this Blood. 
Thou ſofteſt Bleſſing, and the ſweeteſt Good > * 
Seb. 1 know not what che Gods fot you intend; 
5 tis molt certain I am near my End. 
Not chat Death's darkeſt Horror I can fear; 
But Bondage is a Load I cannot bear. 
K. Mg}. Quit all thoſe Fancies that diſturb thy i 
And caft thy Melancholly on this Breaſt; ' 
This Heart is ever thine, © © | 


Sopb. O my lot d Lodz; ill. 
If you ſhou'd break —— but you will keep your Wiliſiz 
Keep all your Oaths ; yet Heavenand you know bel, Mars 
Some ſurfeit with their Love, as on a Feaſt, N 
And then they loath when once their fatjared; 7 
But you'll remember me when I am dead. ten thi 

From theſe dear; Eyes to endleſs Shades remov'd, Bi rig 
None e're will love you ſure as I have lov'd. | Beaut) 


<4 Enter Ttebellius. _ 
© Treb. Guards wait without. — My Lord, you nul to ex 

_ The Queen. whom J have order to confine. 

_ EK. Maſ. Touch het not for thy Life, but ſtraight ig 
| Safer thou may'ſt with Thunder Play, kiſs Fire, 
Grapple with Death, a Peſtilence invade, 

| With all his fatal Purple Pomp array c. 

Ttebellius goes to ſeize ber, Maſſiniſſa Ally 


. f " | » Tyeb, Cut off in my full Growth! curſe on yours will! 
= SV To die thus, when I Bufineſs had for Life! Rome, 
= - only a 


feel I'm going, though I know not where. 
K. Maſ. Nought but thy Blood cou'd waſh thy 
= What durſt the Rarcour of thy Heart diſplay, ( 
= And ſully with rude Hands the faireſt Piece 
1 That the Gods ever drew. Your Troubles ceaſe: Ito pref 
Fm in; and now no hope of Safety's nigh, 
Yer ſtill a King, we will attended die. range 1 


| * Scipio will revenge my Death, beware; 
| 
| 


Hannibal's Overthrow. 


ke a brave Merchant, ee 
ho when his long · toſs'd loaded Veſſel „ 
ainſt ſome Rock, and with loud Horror ſplits; Ke] 
t graſps one Casket which does all contain. 


* 
2 - 


| with thee, my only Wealth, m s 
jaſt the numerous ſlain at laſt muſt fall. | 
e Noiſe comes near: Here ſate retire 3 oe *: 
dry and Love (hall reach us what to do. 6 

Enter Scipio, Lelius; Varro, Guards. ; 
Lel. Trebellius ain! and in a Woman s Cauſe! 


5 juſt with Rigour you his Fault chaftiſe. 


ul got Love, and fatal Gallantry. 
fle on in wanton Ways, bask in her grin, * 


King Maſſiniſſa meets him. 
Moſ. Your high Diſpleaſure in your Face 1 by: 
en the great Scipio frowns,. great Danger's nigh, - 
Fact 1 muſt confeſs, done in Defence 
beauty wrong'd, and helpleſs Innocence. 
cap. Where is that fair Incendiary fled? 
u MUS to extreameſt Rigour we proceed, ' 
ily charge thee bring her forth to bleed 
on thy Perſon I will Vengeance take; 
thou ſhalt periſh for thy Miſtreſs's Sake. 
. Maſ. With greedy Joy I offer you m le, 

the Gods you ſwear to free my Wife. 
ip, You ſhall not for her Sake have leave to die, 
will I give her Life or Liberty. 
Rome, not for your Sake, this War was wage," 
only as a Voluntier engag'd : 
efore whatever Towns, or Captives fall, | 
— Hands, they are the Romans All. 

Maſ. Then thus I draw ; think it not Inſolence, 
its not meant, Sir, in my own Defence; 
0 preſerve a facred Innocence. +: 


* 


their bright Thrones perhaps the Gods will glide,” 


range themſelves in Bartel on my ide : 


+ 


en fearleſs, ſhoots himſelf into the ROW © * ; 


ame to our Arms, Diſgrace to Honour's Laws.” 
it Flames of Miſchief from this Spark mo riſe? 


ep. Yer Malſiniſſa, thou ſhalt dearly buy - 2 1 


Mars ſhe is 2 Victim to our Arms. ad 
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Beneath a Cauſe ſo juſt I cannot fall, 
IL and the Gods; will fight it with you all. 

Scip. Thou deem ſt thy Luſt an Action great and g 
Death ought to cool this Fever in thy Blood. 
With me contending, againſt fate you ſtrive, 

Yet I will Pity ſhew; rake him alive. | 

K. Meſ, Ingloriouſſy 15 have a Conqueſt mad} 
Thar Breaſt my tim rous Arm durſt not invade. 

My Heart, though prompted by her powerful Chan 
Fainted before the Maſter of my Arms. Y 
Nor ſhall you yer my Soul's lov'd Treaſure reach, 
My Body thus dams up the narrow Breach : 

And he who dare -. | 
- Raſhly on this forbidden Earth to tread, , 
PII grafp his Soul, III ſpurn him to the Dead, 


. Trumpets within, enter Menander. -(ﬆ 
Scip. What means this mournful Noiſe, whoſetag 
With folemn Horror does my Thoughts confound? 
Men. O; ſacred Sir. | | oy 
Seip. What, Soldier, all in Tears? 
Men. Sorrow her ſelf cloſe Mournet now appeu 
The Prince Ma/fing flain + ſee blaſted there, 
The Hopes you lov'd, the Darling of the War. 
That beauteous Captive who with you did treat, 
He to the Carthaginian Camp did wait? 
Where Hannibal of's Beauty jealous grown, 
Caſt him in Bands; but when his Birth was Known, 
As ſoon unbound ; but then Deſpair did move, 
Deſpair of Glory, and deſpair of Love: _ _ 
Which when the Royal Youth had raſhly weigh'd, 
And Fate with murmuring Thoughts a while delay' 
A Ponyard from his Robe unmark'd he took, 
And to his Heart the deadly Weapon ſtrook. 
Scip. Behold, of furious Love the dire Event! 
Yer Maffiniſſa, wilt thou nor repent ? 
Behold the Pledge you left, for your Default. 
By Heavens high Juſtice to Perdition brought, | 
K. Moaſ. Was ever Man thus wretched, and dutſili 
Let will I not one Tear to Nature give; 


Hannibal's Ou¹¹iet„ͤ it.. J 
Bankrupt-like I laviſh whats not mine, 3 eee 
e my Stock of Sorrow, Love, is ine bx 
. Remove the Princes Body from his Nair," 3 
too much Grief ſſiould to DeſtraQtion fright. © 

if thou lt bring her forth we will forget vl 
W (acing Raſhneſs, whieh is Paſſion's heat. of * 4 
nie Glory with Laurels we'll advance, 

with due Praiſe thy valiane Acts inhaberd © : of 
pile of Honour this Right hand ſhall bald. pads 


doſt thou wee? ave 11 l. ba 
3 WW. Hz. Becauſe I dare not vie: [ 1 A 
Sir, my Love I never can betray, - 2% 11921 20h "0 


gh. you have touch'd: me in the nobleſt way. 

p. Canſt thou both Promiſes and Threats uſe 2 

A/. Death, or whar's worſe; you only bid re chaſe 

7. Bring forth thy Love and Life thou ſhalt ſl 

, Ma. Is that a Life? ſe act; 15 ff. 

all your Javelins Points ar inft this Breaſt ; 

let it not of Love be dif] 5 apy 20 f 0 1 

p. Muſt I, who can coeds chus Vhidly ſue 

, Maſ. My ſtubborn Hearr Death only can ſubdtie, 

jp. Then cake that Death "which youtfoTitile dread: 
Enter Sopho (dead; 

b. Stay, Tyrant, hold; fir ow ſnalt ſteike ts 

eon, with thy brave Sword rip up my Breaſt, 

fix my panting Hearr'on thy proud Creſt; 

eletir hang, thy Valour's Trophy grown, 

Uthe wondring World let it be ſhown - "= 

none but Fools the Conqueſt may * Ons 

e all the Brave admire the Conquerour. | . 

nquerour ſo great, with one ſole Blow, | 

vu'd even Hercules himſelf ont-do, 

ens! he durſt att what ſhall T fay 2. 

t Words his Heatt's fieree tandeur can diſplay oy 

= of Blood he durſt a Woman flay 

b. When Ladies rail, à Soldier ould be mute 

(5, have no leiſure to difpute. X 

len did to Troy Perdition bring, 

dec er you come, your Eyes Deſtruktion fling. 

will your thirſty Charms with Blood be cl: ? 

Kings you have like that fair Greek deſtroy'd ; 

D 


Spi ght 


durſtli 


Barbar ian, for in Rome thou wert not born; 


* 
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Fo Zophonisba: or, 

Spight of your Pride, you ſhall to Rome be led; 
And there, for all your Witchrafis, loſe your Head 

Soph. On with thy Threats, thy violent coutſe pu 

Enjoy thy bloody Wiſhes,. Tyger, do; 


By ſuch a Wretch her Glories are not worn, 
Unleſs when dreſt up to be Sacritic'd: 
To thee, the Aoors and Got hs are civiliz'd. 
Gorge thy ſelf, Saturn, make my Fleſh thy Food, 
And laugh when thou art drunk with a Queens Bloc 
K. 2 All will be well; fair Excellence, fetin 
Add not freſh Fuel to the dying Fire. | 
Soph. Te you, and Heaven, my Heart mult erer h 
Confyl, with thee I am not angry now. 
Seip. Obſerve, ungovern'd Prince, with how muck 
his Royal Foe we, if we would, might ſeize; - 
Vet, on your promiſe that ſhe ſhall not go, 
Till we the Fate of War at Z ama know, 
We will permit her in your Tent remain. 
Bur oh, my Friend, break this inglorious Chain, 
Conttive ſome means to keep your Eaith with me; 
And ſet your Heart from that curſt Charmer free. 
K. A/. O rigid Honour, muſt we ſeparate then 
Loſe all the Sweets of Life to Purchaſe Pain 
Men. If the were dead, your Glory were ſecure 
K. Maſ. But could I then this wretched Lite el 
Without her live ? it's fatal to refuſe, 
And Glory ruines me if Love I chuſe. 
What help, Aen ander? un 
Men. Tis the Sport of Hevn 
When Ships on Rocks are in the Harbour driv'n : 
Having through thouſand ſtormy Dangers paſt, 
In profpeR of your Bliſs, you're wrack d at lait. 
K. Maſ. Like one, who having ſcap d the Waves, u 
To ſome lone Rock, and there more wretched lives 
Half famiſh'd, on the rugged Flint he ſtands, 
Viewing with watry Eyes the diſtant Strands, 
And paſt his call, Men walking on the Lands: - 
With Sighs he ſwells the Wind; and looking roum 
Mourns his ſad choice, or to be ſtarv'dor dtown d. „ 
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ACT VI. SCENE ry 4 
Hannibal and Scipio. EC noche 75 


bn 
RT mou the Chief whom Menfam'd 85 pi cal 
Seip. Art thou the much more famous men 
1, Since by our partial Fate it is ordain d. 
1 who have ſuch dreadful Battels gain d. 5 
tortent like, which from ſome Mountain falls, 
from the Cloudy Alps, to Rome's proud e 
d now at laſt for Peace inglorious ſue? 
k the Gods that they have can en 90 
ap that Honour by this Interview 2: 4 of 
pp, In civil Praife, and from ſo — Foe? > 
Courage does a-ſenfe of Pleaſure ſno vpe 
Words inſpire me with ſuch vaſt Delight. 5 U 
l ſcarce be more to vanquiſh thee in fight. 
1. 'Twas much the Gods to our ene Lan 
* ſhould Italy,” we'Africk have. | 
Ufrick Arms much Roman Blood have pt 1 


d, 
lod 


elite, 


e. | arthage has the Roman Felrs Wes 
weg ay ft thou, Scipio, is it Peace of Warn 
ration made by us we will tep ar 
cue ne you Cici), Sardinia, Spain, 7 
eh che Iſlands Which our Arms did gain; © 
t Italy and Africk on the Main. . 536% 


boyling Courage does to War Incline, 
blory more than Profit you defign, 
Fottune once did on our Genius fine „ 
ng Experience; and the Chance of War: 
me at preſent certain Peace prefe. 
not at Scepters which may turn to Rods 
is yours, to Morrow is the Gods. 1 
) That your late Landing upon Lepris Coal 
I d thoſe Hopes'which drooping => > a 
ſt confeſs, we know yo = uare that Man, 
— to the utmoſt Thule ran; 
e 1 
1 1 urit an Army A iT 
D 2 Whoſe 


Whoſe very * could make the Romans mourn, 
And forc'd dead Groans from every hollow Urn: 
The boldeſt Senators begun to droop; 
Yet when all fainted, 1 alone flood up, 
And facd that Storm which threaten'd from afar, 
Shot Warmth, and roſe upon em like a Star: ; 
By o Aſrieꝶ came, and in few Months retriev'd | 
Il that your Arms for many Years atchiev*d. 
Peace I refilling unleſs you offer more? 
You give nought yet but what was ours before. _ 
Since all the Neighbour Kings our Actions eye, 
It reſts at laſt we ſhould our Fortune try; 
Let one Victorious be, the other di 
Han. Gods, that; the glorious. Hannibal ſhouldk 
o be refus'd! It ſhall be Battel now, | 


1 5 Forgetful Hero, dould'ſt thou court the Son, conqu 
Twice by whoſe Force his Father was o anon all h 
Scipio, thou may 'ſt too late repene thy Pride, Haſta, 


And yainly in thy Death this Fury chide. 
On Fabius think, Rome's Shield, her Guard froml | 
Her Sword, Marr liur, broken by my Arms: 
Remember great Emilius lain by e; 
And then think laſt what nay «hy Nertnos be.! 
Ere yet the Day be done, 

With Seas of Gore we'll dromm' the neighbouin U 
And yonder Sun ſhall ſet in Romay Blood. 
- Scrp. Prepare to heat thy laſt Alarms. 

t (Hop, In Battel we ſhall meet onen te Arms.l 


Enter Rofalinda in. Mor Apparel. 
"to Thus dreft, and with this — Wage 
What hinders but an Army I lead onnr. 
O cruel Nature, why didſt thou diſgrace 
So brave a Spirit with a Female Face? 

a Women wou'd, but ſure no Woman en, 

Be chang d into that Lordly Creature: Man. | 
However with this Garb 1 fir my Mind, ; 1 
Whoſe high Ambition has great Things aas. 
P11 out, and chaſe, if Hannibu! ſucceeds, 

And 9 he falls, then — — 
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n Both Wings are loſt, the Cattheginient 975 
ce Caius Lelius drives dem through the Field - 
Gauls and the Ligurians quit their Ground g, * 6.4 
Maſſiſilian King does all confound : ,- 45 113 
h ſuch ſwift Force his Arms our Troops aſſail. 1g 
urticanes toſs Showers, and ſcatter Halil. 
n. Wild as our Elephants, about he raves 1; 
rramples on thoſe mercenary Slaves. 
ſcouring through the Field avoid his Stroke, 1 44 
fly like Flocks of Doves before a HawCw . 
lab. Your valiant old Italian Troops ſtand faſt, 
lv'd to fight your Battel to the laſt, 
conquering Conſul riding o er the Plain, 


Haftati and Triaru this way comes, 
Trumpets ſounding, and with beat of. Drums... 
in, Aulſpicious una, thou that didſt ere Hie 

bur our Cauſe, and on our Carthage mile; LITE 
per our Arms this bloody dreadful Dy Toh) 
Hannibal ſhall the Foundation lay 1 $a6 sb 
uch a Temple ſacred to thy Name. 

ere was found i in the Records of Fame: 13 


Emer King Maſſniſla, Lelius. 
Maſ. Their Flight has wing d the Cowards; let em 
worthy by ſuch —— Swords to die. _ Oy, 
time we to the Conſul ſhould repair, 


* 


pn jn our Fotces, and conclude the War: zac 25.264 V9 
* 344 | =_ 1 1 
16 200 EN Eof Hannibal and Sci 0 fehting ing, jw 1 


2 Enter K. Maſ. and L axdbeas anten 


_—_ Gods . haye you ant 

hat rewards r rapreſents:.. . s 
gnud! Mia! 17 , Fe 23 3U2 vs 
enn impetuousSvifineſs Fortbnes Wheel . 
„ Wt nithtby Strokes! how did+hs Valianr rex! ey 
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Hannibals Overthron: 3 


3 
11] his Officers and braveſt Men, 1 8 
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We ſee his Arm rais d for a ſecond ſtroak, 

Ere the firſt blow s report can reach our Ear, 

So flagg d our Senſe; nor could it reach him there 
Scip,. Th' Italian Troops ſhrunk from his Martial 

But Hannibal himſelf did laſt retire: 

All Lion like, | 

Whom, a bold Band of Huntſmen having found, 

And dard to rouſe, he rouls his Eyes around, 

Laſhing his Sides, and tearing up the Ground, 

With Trouble from tt unequal Skirmiſh goes, 

Majeſtick ſtalks, and turns upon his Foes 

So trom rhe Fight went the great General, 


Proud in his Loſs, and riſing in his Fall. Eu 


Enter Soldiers skirmiſhing, Roſalinda fall. 


R/ Heav'n thou haſt done thy worſt, there needs! 
Bold with my Overthrow, I brave thy Pow'r, ( 


And ſhake the Glaſs that holds my lateſt Hour. 
O Hannibal! did I for this defign EO 
This Heart, this.Youth-and Beauty only thine ? 
Pride and Neglect on every Lover hurl'd, 
 Scorn'd him that conquers thee, and all the World? 

From me, loſt Heroe, learn, he great and die: 
The Brave ſhould bleed for Loſs of Victory. 


Euter Hannibal, Maherbal, Bamilcar: 


Han, Carthage is loſt, and Hannibal &erthrown; 
What is there left that we may call our own? - 
The bleeding World Rome does by Conqueſt claim, 
And ſwells the Prize with our revolted Fame 
Yer ſpightof Fate our Length of Earth we have; 
Thus vanquiſhd, Glory ſhrowd thee in a Grave. 


General; the Gods your Death forbid 


Zone. Hob 
Vengeance is due, ſitſt let falſe. Hanno bleed, 
Who cut the wings of Conqueſt till ſhe fell. 


Aab. Ny mme de ſhall be headlong ſent to Hell- 
Where Piends ſor Treaſon kindle double fire: 


Theailet the famous Hannibal expire. 


Le. As when ſome diſtant Lab'rer hews an Oak, Si 


ver bat 
lab. / 


Hannibal's Overthrov 7 
, Sure I the Name of Hannibal did hear; 
herbal, tell me, is the General there??;: 57? 
lab. Approach, my Lord, view well this wounded 
in your Capuan Miſtreſs I have ſeen (Fair: 
{ime Majeſtick Air, and charming Mien. 
in. Ha! thou haſt rows d a Thought that racks me 
n all the Loſſes I in Battle bore. moe 
r dream, or in this cloſing Eye N 
dazled Senſes Roſalinda ſpie. TT . 
Where do th' Ambitious reſt? O Hanniba; 
an. What arr, that doſt upon the Wretched call? 
. One that's more wretched, and more raſh-than 
would to Fate, and not to Scipio bow. (cho 
nis d, and dying Roſalinda lee, Fe 
mourns in Death thy Loſs of Victory: 
lat Diſgrace. | „ 
m. Dire Goddeſs, of this War 
we I find all thy Preſages ate. 

ods have given a double Overthrow, 
d 1 had bravely periſh'd by my Foe, 
b'd in the Field, this Loſs I had not known, 

ould my tortur'd Soul thy Ruine moan. 
Is it ſo hard our Wiſhes to obtain 

eans with bleeding loſe Love's burning Pain. 
1. O dying Fair, look up, revive a While; 7 
one ſhort Joy eternal Care beguil e: 4 
erring Sun, all curtain d round by Night, | 
$ Departure gives a larger Light. | 
Flow faſter Blood; it will not be, I fear, 
Vound's to ſmall, Death cannot enter here, | 
all I tay behind when Honour's fled ? Fe 
r. Lire, and F11 raiſe that Honour from the Dead. 


Jak 
Me, 


tial 


$ 


orld 


aim, ( 

: WH Renownrunson, like Time, but ne'er turns back. 
4 Then we that ſwift Renown will overtake⸗- 
8 haſte where Glory baits, to every Hold, 5 
forbüß unt new Fame till we out · ſtrip the old. 


vill not be; Life trembling takes the Flood, 
ell nigh 232 —— of Blood. 
Men Glory ſhines too bright, 
ch eee dims my Sight: x , 


Dear Hannibal, alas! I wiſh Icoud :- 8 


ternally | 


11 A 
= . = 


is che laſt Preſent chat I now can make. 


And let not Love your Virtues Force confound; 


& .- Sophonisbaz) Dr, 


Eternal ly leu my Body take ol 
Chaſte and entire I Kent it fot your ſake: 12 | 
* 


Han. For ever gone; all her ſweet ſtock of Breah 
Spent in one Sigh ; the Riot of Rich Death. 
Nau by my Arms the Gods too, partial are, 
gle they envy'd my full Trade of War- 
hich cou'd ſo vaſt a ſtate of Beauty buy, 
As far ſurpaſs d the Manors of the Sky. 
Dead Roſalinda . — . | 
Bom. Raiſe you from the Ground, 


Where is that Heat and haughty Courage gone, 
Which againſt Nature's Lets, your Troops led on? 
Mab. Think you for nought the Gads ſuch Valourg 


You ſhould prop Thrones, and falling Kingdoms (ali muſ 
Bury'd in Thought, and' deaf to Honours all, . M 
Your Soul beneath her mighty pirch does fall. Pard 


Han. Maberbal, no; aſtoniſh'd thou ſhalt be; 
We dare be brave in ſpight of Deſtiny. | 
Though robbd of all the Riches 5 could give, 
And ript of Glory too; yet we will we live: IS iS 2 
Courage is form'd of the Ethetial Mold, 

And round it Rands of Adamant are rall'd. 
To this ſtill haughty Breaſt ſuch Fire is given, 
I could the Summons, meet of Hell or Heaven: 
Could, like the great Eternal, Mover, ſway 
The World! in Arms, and teach him to obe. 
*Twas noble Grief that lately chang' d my Form, 
But I am zwffled no into a Storm. 
Bom. \our-Miſtreſs Body hence we will convey, 
And in ſome-hallow'd Vault her Relicks lay. 
Mab. Like Pilgrims, once a Lear we ll mourmin 
And on ber Urn ſad Yew with Cypreſs throw, 
And all our Stock of Tears and Sighs beſtow. 
Han. For ever, brighteſt of thy kind, _ 


F wert too worthy, therefore early fel, + 


the young Phenix does, in ſacred Myirby | 
Father's Duſt to the Suns bear, 
in Fame's Hopſes ſhalt thou honour'd be, n 


Ant * * have a gon of * E 


Hangibgiis)Overthrav. | 

Since Glory with her laſt Brearhilhe 
* wiſn'd Dominion widen all your Breast. 
u. Haſte, haſte, Aaherbal, and freſii Loviesmake;@ 
cur that did but now calm Stumbers take,” & | 
11 like the Ocean in a Tempeſt wake: - 
Il paſs new Alpes, new Conſuls — 1 
Rome with far more dreadful Armies go * Fic 5 0 1 
cing the Appian and Emilia way, © 75 es, al * 2 
the Suburra we'll youre the Emy; 25 wk 
_ till Reſalinda s Statue, Gb, 2 
in the Caphol with Godsemthron'd. « " Cee 1 


Enter Scipio K. Maſſniſs, Leis er. 


N 
A 


In? 
long cy. | grieve; brave Princey fo _ to deny ; 3 
ns u muſt a Captive be, or we —— die. 


. Maſ. 1 know ſhe muſt, i _ will have it ſo; 4 
Pardon may be granted to a ; 


dip, Learn to ask Bleflingsz thoſe you ſhall not want: 
is is a Curſe, which I can never grant. ; 

te one, who in a burning Fever lies 

d begs for Water, if he drinks, he dies . 

Ike a Wiſe Phyſician, thwart your Will, 


: d vanquiſh your Diſtemper with my Seil. 
,. For the Gods Sake, for F riendfliip, Glory; Love, 
i chars good below, ot bleſt above, 

n, not at laſt my well-raught Courage droop; 3 

bit K not the Heart, which you have foſter d up. 

nvey, "a Sophonzeba ! dive her to o my Prayers, 


theſe faſt — Sighs, and falling Tears- 
d other Crown I ask as 'Valour's Ns 
all that I have done, or all that I ſhall Fn 


py 

mY , at your Knees, behold a Monarch fall; 

vel, haves, 5 you Friend, and then I have faid all. 
W Let not your Dur Roy ob degrade; 
W % 2 — Prince, l've thou what you Aid. 


as your Friend my r ik 
pur 10 our * like you can Weep. 


pare her then; as you would be forgiven Ave ol 8 1 | 
your laſt Hour, when you prepare for Heaven. * | 


Curſe 


— * „ „ 


Curſe Rowan Tyranny, and wiſh you were 
For ever joyn'd with that unhappy Fair. 
K. Ma. O you have bleſt me ! | 
* Scip. Maſiniſſa, ſtay; bn 
on only heard what Friendſhip bid me ſay: 
t as Rome s Conſul, and the Lord of Power, 
I now command you never ſee her more, 
Unleſs the View to her may fatal be; 
This is my laſt immurable Decree. | | 
EK. Maſ. Is your feign'd Pity come to this? your Ty 
Falſer than thoſe which Egypr's Monſter wears? 
Tyrannick Rome! Barb'rous are all thy Laws; 
Have I for this, in thy accurſed Cauſe, 
Starv'd Life, by laviſhing her precious Food, 
My Spirits loſt, emptied my deareſt Blood, 
Fought till I Rampiers made of Bodies round ; 
So mark'd with Fate, that I appear'd one Wound, 
Yer rais'd thy bleeding Eagles from the Ground? 
 Scip. Think no more on t; her Memory forget. 
K. Maf. Cut me to Atoms, tear my Soul out; yt! 


In every ſmalleſt Particle of me, 
You ſhall the Form of Sophonisba ſee : 
All like my Soul, and all in every Part; 
Bath'd in my Eyes, and bleeding in my Heart. 
Scip. Lelizs, Secure the Queen. 
K. 2 Lelius, ſtay; 


I've done, my Lord, and will your Power obey : _ 
The Queen ſhall die, on a Kings Word ſhe mall; 
She muſt a Victim for the Empire fall. 
How am I now? _ | 
Scip. For Sophonisba's Loſs, 4 
Your Arms Numidia's Empire ſhall engrofs. 
For your late Gallantry at Zana ſhown, 
Kind Rome preſents you an Imperial Crown, 
Salutes you King. Now all your Griefs deſie; 
Thus we embrace thee as our Brave Allie, 1 
Give your Grief Truce: thus prais d, and thus ado! 
Let all the Beauties of che Earth be ſcorn d. [E 
K. Maſ. Scorn d be your Glory more, and Roman PI 


While 1 in Winding ſhears/embrace wy Bude. 


But ftraight your Will ſhall by your Slave be wry 


as 7 1 * * 
, * br K þ d . 1 » ny bg 7 _ if . 
: F nis 1 5 SS ©: bo 
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Menander, haſte; two Bowls with Poiſon fill; ments 
And, when I Il, like Fate, come forth and kill. du mu 

Nen. Tis a dread Deed to which you urge my Hb. 

K. my It's glorious too, diſpute not my Comma: 5018! 
Aen. Pll not preſume to fathom your deep Thou 


K. Maſ. Love and Ambition have their utmoſt db boil: 

"Twas Love allurd, Ambition led me on. I 
Like a raſh Boy, whoa ſteep mountain climbs, k De 
Big with brave thoughts of reaching Heaven betime ears: 
He puffs and blows, and mighty pains he rakes, A. 
Flies all his Strength, and much ado he makes; 
But having reach d the Top, he views aloof, 
The fancy d Heav'n, and all the painted Roof, Poſe J. 
So did Ambition draw me with a Wil; res! 
And fleeting Love my tow ring Hopes beguile. [f 


1 Enter Sophonisba. ! 

Soph. The Conſul is return d with Conqueſt croml | 
Triumphant Voices tend the ecchoing Ground, 7b. 
And to the Heay'ns the Trumpets Clangors ſound ; . Ma 
Yer I no News of Maſſiniſſa her 
Should he be ſlain, which I with reaſon fear, die v 
Molt loſt of Women, deſperate, undone, = er 
What could'ft thou do? what Gods could'ſt thou ill bi 
Abhord, thou muſt to angty Rome repair, t but 
And all the Cruelties of Bondage bear. "endl 
No, Sopbonisba, think what thou haſt been, . 

The Miſtreſs of two Monarchs, twice a Queen. 
I thou muſt fall, bravely reſigu thy Breath, et 
And be above in thy Death” . 
aeg ner King Mafnniſſa. iP 4 
Oh, my lovd Lord! are yon then come at laſt? 0 © 
Are you alive ? and do L hold 0 fut? 
K. Ma. Beſt of thy Sex, and tledrer man my Lig be fr 
The faireſt Miſtreſs, andthe en Wife! e 
eat and glorious,” 1 ours envy thee; 
And art ſo — that the Gods emy me. K. Ma 
ſent thee here; but'a$ an Angel Seout, le, ar 
With a ſhort Lightning view, to gaze and out: 


Hannibals Overthrom. -6n 

ments of Hell, and Racks of Deſtiny 1+. :1/- 165 

du muſt, oh that L live to ſneak it! dies 

Foph. Bleſt Sound! we ſhall not then to 1 be 18. 

| <olemn Triumphs have in Honour's Bed. 

is laſt Alarm my drooping Spirits chears, , 

when the Warriour his lov'd Trumpet beans Fug 
Martial Blood begins to warm apace, | 1 

1 boils, and fluſhes in his kindling Face, 

i much he longs. to ſtrive in Glories Race. 

ak Death again, my Guard and ſure e, 

cars a mighty Sound, and mighty Senſe. 

K. Maſ. O keep thee there, now, while A 

d dart Divinity, III give the Blow. N 
e forth, 1 — — with thoſe fatal Bowls, 8 | 


ole Juice, tho it the Bodys Force controu 
ives 5 the Mind, and ſlacks the — of your 


E nter Wader wich 100 Bowls. 
& me the Drau ght. 5 
pb. What means my Ro oY F 
. Maſ. By your bright ſelf, Wa all the Fownn above, 
Angel's Eloquence my Soul ſhall move. of! nov 
lie with thee, and thy dear Honour ſave; 2 


rownl 


at greater Glory — the Ambitions havnt; * 
ill build a Palace for me in the Grave. Date 
t but that in the Agonies of 4: 
emble when I think-u 1 thyDs Dea 
pb, Thou beſt of Men oſe Fame, 11 it 


l draw up bleeding Heat, and wes x honey (flies, 
not your Soul tremble for me; for A 


50 200 


fear no Torment, but to ſee you die. (29.7 
. Maf.. Then cheerfully ler's.go; here's to may Loves 

| to our Meeting with the Bleſt above. Hate 
ph, Give me the Bowl, MAE if my Hand d 

the freſh ſpringing Blood my Lips forſake, vu! 
launted ro my Lips, the Draught I lift, | 

to my Lord, this is his Nuprial Gift. Did : 
K. Maſ. Menander, faithful Confident, farewel, 

ls, and our Story to the Conſul tell. 


On 


6 Sophonisba: or, 
On thy Alleglance go without Reply, | 
Thou ſhould'ſt riding to ſee me bravely die. [ExirNk 
How fares my only Love? my firſt, laſt Dear? 
The Sweets of thouſands Springs are blowing here. 
All in thy Sighsz; . ++ BY Fae] 

| Soph. Ah, give your kindneſs Oer, 

Or we ſhall live, and feel the Roman Power. 
Methought Death rouch'd me with a chilling Pain; H! 
But your warm Kiſſes ſhot thro' every Vein 
A kinder Hear, and kindled Life again. 

K. Maf. Thus let us launch into _ uur & 
Sink in Death's Bottomleſs and Boundleſs Sea : 
Like drowning Friends, link'd in imbraces faſt; 
Our Arms, Love's Nets, about each other caſt. Athen 
Sopb. What could long Life, or Empire give like i 
K. Meſ. Thy Love is Empire, and Eternal Bliſ 7 7 

Soph. 1 go, where ſhall we meet? [Di 

K. Aaſ. The Gods can tell. 
Heaven's Peace, and golden Slumbers with thee dw 


n Di 
Enter Scipio, Lelius, and Menander. 0 


Men. See there, Great Sir, th' EfteQs of yourn 

The Victims you have offerd up to me. (DO 

Le. What cruel Eyes could Pity hete refrain, in 0h 

Beholding two ſuch Royal Lovers {lain ? | 
Seip. Theſe unenpected Odjects ſo amaze. Wh" 

My Reaſon, I could ever on em gaze. | 

Since thou, moſt great and love y Prince, art dead, Jay h 


Wars Marches Scipio ſhall-no longer $ 997 
With Carthage Peace we'll inſtantly corclude, thew, 


Which, hadft thou liv'd, our Arms might have ſubdi 
To Rome, our Drooping-Eagles then ſhall ſteer, 
Where atter tireſome Honours, well repair 
To ſome ſmall Village, Lelius, thou and I 

And ſtudy not to live, but how to die. 


ROL OG UE s the Univerſity of 
OXFORD. — 


Written by J. Dryden, Eſquire. 


HESPIS the firſt Profeſſor of our Art, 
At Country Wakes ſung Ballads in a Cart : 
prove this true, if Latin be xo Treſpaſs, | 
tur & Plauſtris vexifle Poemata  Theſprs, 

Eſchylus, ſays Horace, in ſome Page, 

the firſt Mountebank e er trod the Stage. 

Athens never knew your Learned Sport.. 


i M 


re. 


in; 


1. Poets in a Tennis-Court : 
lis, 1 the Talent of our Engliſh Nation, 


to be plotting ſome new Reformation z 

ſome Tears hence, if Anarchy go on, _ 
Presbyter will here ere@ his Throne, ws 
tout a Tub with Preaching once « Day, x 
every 1 be longer than a Play + 

x all you Heathen Wits ſhall go to Pot: 


your M belteving of 4 Page Plot : n 
(Dau ll we want the Sentence to depart. 


in our firſt Original, 4 Cart. ys Mt 
um, Dun? Scotus, mult. bo Learn d go dots; 


% Supporters of the Tripple Crow uu: 
7 keifiotle, for Deftrufliou * e - 
dead, 147 ca/l'd the Soul an Organ-Pipe 3. 
b by ſome Little help of Derroation,...:  \n.. “] 
tbexce be call'd a Fipe of Inſpiration. '  - . © +, 2 


» Cubic i/er Jud gmente further penetrate, |. | * 
late found out one Tare amongſt the Wheat. oy 
* our Comfort nose ere cry d us down, we 


wo diſſił d both Biſhops, and « Crown. 
W Yr: TE * <, 
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o this Learn'd Audience gladly we ſubnit, 
At are our Attiva an our Poets Mit, 
Whoſe ſhades well pleas d to theſe 5 am'd Seats —_ 
To hear the Muſes breath their ative Air: 
Free from the partial Cenſure of the Ton, 
Where ſenſelt ſs Faclion runs the Poet do yr 
Where fluttering. Hettort on the Vizard Tall, . 
One half o Play hoy ſpend in noiſe and braul, 
Sleep out the #eft, then wake, and damn it all. 
To you the labor 4 Scent\it berter Known, 
In which zo Poet have ende your own > 
hen ſome fam d Hero on tbr Stage it feen, 
Tou ſtraigbi reſuct, ſuch t bis Gol lil = ; 
To fachs extent aid bis vaſt Comgueſts ſwell, - 
He Reign'd thus Glorinus, thus untimely (o# 
Knowing th Orginal ho r Copy aife, 
And crown the A iſt with de Boys.” 
| Thus to their Meritt we bin Poets leave,” 
But for our ſelves your milder Cenſure crave, 
That all Deſedt ith Aion yowd rmpute © 
FP our ſtraitned Stage, lit burt, rbe Womens 15 wit, 
The Gown 10 Beauty never was unkind 
But form d by that tt Idea of the Mind,” 
 ?PTwwas from ih Schools our firſt Reſpetts. 05 tis < 7 
Who of our Sex their Sciences have feignd. 
Thus were the Mafes, thus the Graces 4 
And Plato thus bis Vertu bas 1.47; = 
We know what's Hue to Se s Fats -- 
And more to Rofalinda's\Chaſte Name. 


His 


"Nor can we toholiy ignorant ap. .} 
Of thoſe Lear Languages that flouriſh Kees 

Be not ſurprized if we invade” your Right, 

And Ovid's or Catullus Loves recite, 

Or paſs from Virgil's Labours of Eneas, 

To Menin acide thea Peleiade 6 Achilleos. 
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HT HONOURABLE. 
A 105 e bs hack W. N 
OETS for the moſt ea their Dedications miſs 
E of their Deſign, which ſhould be to pleaſe that © 
nourable Perſon, whoſe Protection they deſire. 
genuity 7 its height) receive an exorbitant 
iſe and ill tim d Applauſe? Not that the ſevereſt Cynick 
id ſnarl at juſt Commendations and due Encomiums; 
rick to Trajan, which - ſort of ponder'd Eloquence 
bt to be as Grateful to a brave and elevated Mind as 
rations to the Deity. My Buſineſs waving Infinuati- 
bleſome to your Lordſhip under the form of 4 Beggar, 
n that of a Flatterer. Nur Protection and Favour is 
had by this humble Supplicant in the bebalf of a Civil 
ch have been ſufficiently tenſur'd, perhaps unjuſtly 
hy it not i le Man to love and 
gh, fence tit not impoſſible for a Man to love an 
, T0 be brave and bad. From tbe Criticks, whoſe Fu · 


9 
My Lord, | 

For what Pleaſure can a Noble Spirit (whoſe in-. 
b was the Epiſtle of Horace to Auguſtus, Plinie's Pa- 
1s to pray, not to 7 : and I bope I ſhall appear leſs 
ant, at leaſt one whom I have ſo "6 eſemed, and for 
dread thoſe Killmen and more then Jews; I appeal 16 


7 Lordſhip as the Saint did to Cæſar. To you whoſe 
lement 'vies remark with your Grandeur, who are 9s 
Witely Lord of Wit, as ye prevaricators are its ge > | 

e e 8 
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I The Epiſtle Dedicatory. 


= To you who by excellent Reading and Converſation with 
= ' pleaſantly wiſe, have juſtlylimited the mighty Sallitt . 
= an overflowing Fancy, whoſe ſayings aſtoniſb the Cenſ, 
. out, and twoboſe Writings are ſo exallly ingenious, Prim 
= zreaſure them in their Memory, as: things Divine. Sp 
. iu fo far from flattery or untruth, that it appears rab 
= an imperiinent kind of aſſerting what every Man kno 
4 as if 1 ſhould gravely tell tbe World tis day at noon, uh 1 0 
= Thad rather another ſhould be ſmiPd at for, than hel 
= is ee Truth and loweſt Humility. My Lord, 
= ' Tour Lordſhips 
| M oſt Humble, 
. . and Obedient Servant 
; eee rt; tl 
II 1 
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Y 00D Playes, and erfed Senſe as whe 1 
I 4s civil Women ths damn d 2 Tacur. — 
in Senſe, is deſpicable at plain Chah, ‚ ‚ 
Engliſh Hatte, Bone-lace, or woollen Hoſe 3 
5 your brisk fool that is your Man of Nate; 
ter be goes, in the Embroider'd Ct, 


ESTAS 
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4 Tat) 
H AD 


— 


ie 
1 | one 4 > 3 

h wenching Eyes, and Hands ſo probs to ruffle z, .... > 

ran gentile fling, the Trip and modiſh Shuffle; Waul 


o 
e 
Ws 1. 


foul and flame, as gay as any Prince *« | 
Tags and Silks, make up your Men of Senſe, 


(at. old that ſome are preſent here to 9955 = 


re re they ſee, reſolve to Damn this Play, 
uch wou'd Intereſt with ill Nature ſway, _ © 
Ladies, you we hope, will prove more civil, 
charm theſe Wits that damn beyond the Devils  \\ 
x let each Critick here, all Hell inherit, © © 5 
have Attractions that can Jay a Spirit. 
ody fatal Play you? I! ſee to Night. 
w 10 Gad, that put me in 2 frgbt. 
meaneſt Waiter buffs, looks big, and ſtru r, 
rbreaft a blow, then hand on hilt heputs; © 
2 fine Age, a tearing thundring Age, 
Heav'n, this Thund'ring does not crack the Stages 
Play I like not now | 
yet for ought I know, it may be good, 

al I hate this fighting, wounds, and blood; 
what the Devil haue I to do with Honour, 

eroes court her, I cry, Pox upon her;, 
ngedies ¶ Bad to me [ound odly. . 
no more be ſerious, than you Godly. 
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Nero ut of R Mr. Hart, 
| Nos pa true Heir 80 te Empire Mr. Mobi 
Perronias, *Nerd't Favorite, - ' Mr. Bur. 
Ocho, Husband to e 8 Mr. Winter 
| Piſo, her Brother, | Pro Mr, Dal 
Seneca, Nerds Tutor, | | | Mt. Carin 775 
Drufillus, 1 L 1 5 2 2% | Mr. Clark, 
Plautus, - | 8 Mr. ir. Cop 
Ciloiuc, < R atſn 
(ne; * Ponell 
Bleviue, friend to Dritannicus Mr. Harn Roſes 
0 5 „ho. 8 
Poppea, Otho's Wise married to Nero, Mrs. Mac fatal 
Agrippina, The old Empreſs mother to "Nero, Mrs. al ſon 
Otlavia, Nerds firſt Wife Siſter of Britannicice. Mis Meat 7 
| Eyare, Princeſs of Parthia, Mrs. of AE 187 Bou often! 
Syllana, Poppea's confident. Mrs. Uni alt y 
Romans Gladiators. 1 9 4 Mic 
Caligulas Ghoſt. ns NG” Mr. 2 2 fly! 
D t. „ Gener 
— N N 7 every 
r ne | 1 
Drums 
3 4: I er in u 
Sh Op a "at your 8. 
, Be Ferre 3 Iain d 
The Scene Rome I 
1 a 2 Jo. Os 


N Loſſes, 


1 | | 8045 bb 1 n 10 K L 
art, A C 1. I. 8 C E N E. J. bits A 
nterſ | + e « i850 inne 
2 Othe, Sloius, ara, diſguis I. 1 
110 Us. Z-ailt 


art. 
lohn 


rk HY doſt thoudroop, and hang thyrPenſiveHead? - 


oh As if there were no end of thy Diſtreſs? 

Va His Sighs more frequent than thæ Minutes are; 

'owel Tears hang upon his Cheeky like Moming - 

Hari Roſs : Yer I cannot blame thy Grief.  (Dews 7 bk. 
1b». Sir, You amaze e with your ſad relation.” 

M fatal Night Prince Alamander fell e | 

a ſome more, were in our Generals Tent. 

Mes Meat Corbulus he's call'd) who with ſucceſs ẽ ç 

.Bo often led our gallant Roman Troops, n 14 


Jialt your Parthian Horſe; as I remember. 
45 Midnight when our Scouts, all pale with Fear, 
Pe, flying with the news of your-Approath: : 
General undiſturbd, ſtraight gave Command 

t every Captain ſhould his Chae perform, 

thas much Silence as was poſſibſfe; og 
Drums, No Trumpets ſounded, all was huſh d. | 
ler in whiſpers, was by all receiv d: "FEISS 
yout Surpriſe was anſwered with Surpriſe, © : 
gain d us, without the Victor; —_ 
tis our Cuſtom frequently rofleeps g = 
Ile Nights in Arms, never to reſt ſecure; © = 
9. Our Loſs, indeed, was great; but Oh! that Lofs 


Lofſes, our dear * ſurpaſſes all! 


Upti 
Grifh 
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72 The Tragedy of Nero. 
or him, our Court now mourns; Sorrow, like Nip 
Eternal Night, ſpreads Horror all around: * 
All Noble Hearts are cover'd with deſpair; 
For gur bright San muſt never ſſrine again. 
Some dawn of Hope we had, he might be here 
A pris ner, and unknown; but Fate decrees 
We ſhall not be fo happy. | 
of. Sir, wherein” 
r 


My vice may prove beneficial, 4 7 
O xield' you any Qomfort, pray command it. 
Captives, of every ſort, as time permit. 


Pl bring been if your Eye can tead 
A line; that's your Prince in any Face, © —- 
Examin it to the full. Mean while, be pleasd 
To take a {irift Survey of all the Court, 
The greateſt, and moſt flouriſhing on Earth. 
l. So every Tongue reports it; a full Orb 
Of matchleſs Glory, where your Emperor 
Rules, like the Sun, and gives each Noble, warmth, 
2:0tb, Nothing appears, alas, as heretofore; 
Thedarkneſs of his horrid Vices, have 2 
Eclips'd the glimering rays of his frail Virtue. 


His cruelties. Like Birds of prey, have pick d ir. Ju 
All Seeds of Nobleneſs from his falſe heart; u Mer 
And now it lies a ſad dull lump. of Earth, ſe, to 


Impatient of wiſe Councel, and Reprooſ, loes re 
To day he dooms his Mother to be ſlaln; 
Swears, that ſhe plots againſt his Crown, and life: 
Sentence js paſt, and the poer Queen's betray d. 
Zee where ſne comes. R „ Eatuilibau ten 
ee oon 
(Bigger, Octavia, Britannicus, Seneca, Druſillus, H 
Plantus; Agrippina, led by two Virgins,” all in wil 
Dagger, and a bowl of Poyſon carry d before her: U 
tiers and Guards following. Bxitannicus &nee!s. 
f A | 


Cya. O, Spins, I am loſt! there, there he knet 
My flames increaſe, my Soul new Paſſions feels | 
Ny Fligut from Farthia EIL no more regard; + © 
All was too little, for ſo great Rewaid. 

Der. To me? 70 a 1 NET . Ph 
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Nenad, of News. up 3 


Nig. Dread Sir, the Prince Brizanicus: ua 
ler, Say vou? in DUN 567 Ty a 
uu. He kneels. WO: $062 % ingth 297 175 vil 
er. Sir, waildy you wha with me 2roviel vv 
i. Not for my ſelf, but for the 2 thus lou 
and beg you would ſomet pity ſhe mm 7 nb 
} from your breaſt, this Rank and PoyFnou hate: 

s how many do repent too lite? 
e of Love, K 1 (GS are beſt underſtood? va 
makes ſome great; tis GOD- Like to be good. L 
your Mother N 
that that Sacred name ſhould not avert 1 Y % 
t wrath |! nor, with its ſoftneſs, melt your hHEwer 
Mother tis, whom you command to bleed tt 
it will the cens'ring World think of this deed 1 1 
er. Why, let it think « if Ages bray, muſt 1: 
ud? I ay again, that cle malt e. ie gi 
is ſhe not ta Execution led? 5 {3 

ö plotting now. Dra/ellus, fee her dend c. 
x, If, for the guilty, we to Heaven may b, 
you the Innocent 123 4:4 SA 1918 

7, Old Fool, away. nF 49} 
i. Juſtice is robb'd, his Soak and Scales wks 
u Mercy ſtarts, and ſtriking, flyes above, "(move , 
re, to the Gade, ſuch horrid tales of N 19 e 


rmth; 


points his Thunder, brandiſhes Yh* A AI 23 
Lightning, and, with Rome, intends War. 
r. Let him begin; my purpoſe Pll maintain, 


lus, N th he ſhould' ſcorching ſhowers of en in. 
1 white he ſtood near bg. 
er: Mom ſome neighbouring Cloud, did fiir down fre 4 
eln. freſh recruits of men, his arm Fd tire, ct 5 


e at laſt; ſhould ſpight of him expire. 

d he were here, to end the grand debate : ; 
ny, with you do: Tcapitulate?s? cho 
ord S an Oracle, and ſtands her Fate. 

„ Ah, Tæfar, if you can n . 


2 and Tay Ae all final Leue, 1E Er 
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loes relate, as they can ſcarce think ue > 5 ut FAC 
rembles, as ſhe writes in her Book 3+ | 1 955 = 
Jove, with horror of this fact, is ſhook, }- + VOVs 
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i Th 
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By all the pleaſures of our Marriage bed —-. 


Offſpring of Hell! But, ob, my lab'ring mind 


I pity her: go put her out of pain. 


4 The Tragedy of Nero. 
hat muſt I then expect, who am your Wife, 
But that you, ſhortly too, ſhould take my Life? 


= 


Ner. I ſwear, ſpeak one word more, and thou arty 
Brit. Tyrant, this muſt not be, while E draw breit 


Ner. Then thou dy'ſt too. p: 
Brit. Lo, thus I brave my death. M 
Ner. Ha! does he ſmile !. 10 Fn 
By all the Gods, Fl 1 — change your mirth : a 
With my own hand, Fl cut thee from the earth, wn 


Oth. Dread Sir — 

Mer. Was ever ſuch an infolence? 

Brit. Sir, what I did was in my own defence. 
When e're 1 riſe againſt your Sacred head | 
In thought, may loads of Thunder ſtrike me dead. 
You are my Maſter, and Rome's Emperour ; 

May you live long, and make right uſe of pow. 
Gs Guard him, you Gods, and fave his innocent 
Ner. So Sir: yet ſhe ſhall dye. Go, take her heng 
Ofa, Oh, how my tender heart does Sympathiſe 

Grief ſtrikes me dumb, and-pity fills my eyes. 
Agr. Thou ſavage Monſter, ſeed of Rocks, morei 

More wild than the fierce Tygreſs of her young begi 

Barbarian! who in ſome dark cave wert bred, 

Made drunk with poyſon, with corruption fed, 


Cannot get vent, nor fit expreſſions find, 
Why was I made fo ſtrong? Oh my accurſt ! ＋ 
Grief ſwells me up, and yer I cannot burſt. | 

Ner. Why would ſhe thus in torments here rem 


Aer. Tyrant, wherein have I deſerv'd this baſe 
And barbarous uſage?— Oh my foul diſgrace ! 
Ha! ſhall I tell it ro the World ordye, 
And in my Urn, let all in filence lye? 

My Soul doth ſtruggle, with its load of woes; era? 
Woes much more horrid than thoſe painful throws Mir. 1 
My body felt, when firſt I brought to light 

This curſed Son, now Baſlicꝶ to fight.” © 

Ner, Am to be obey d? how date yon ſtay? | 
Furies and Hell! be gone, take her a ray. 


The Th azedy of Nero. 3 


f „ Oh ſtay a while, ere I loſe m y breath | 
fte? my laſt words; more dreadful hai my death. 
ty * | forms winged G 0 P, and fix me High © 
ou and vme tall Pyramid, that hits o 
brei all the World, on the vaſt rounds below, 
mike my voice fo loud, that all may know 7 won 
Monſter, under Tyrian purple ET 
force a paſſage to his Mother's bed. gens, 
th: te are thy dreadful bolts; (to Fove re. drow” 
ri, e him, or me, amiſs they . 1 | 
orrid fact to tell] it wounds my eat 
Day and Night together mingled were. 111 wg” 
_ ſer of men, who alter'd Nature's courfe, © 
team ran backwards; and found our the "OE 
cad, . The Beldame raves ; Druſillus, rake her hence. 
£2 his is forg d; Heaven knows * innocence. 
6. IPgnents reſpite 1 will not afford, 
mockbi den ſhe's dead let Orho brin = word. 
er hen 8 Nerd & Agrip. 
1 hiſe wy 
7 Manent Piſo, Plaut us, Mirmilbn. 
ng bezug, Very well. Hark ye, Gentlemen, may we talk? 
5 uw, Treaſon? No. | 
d, Then VII hold my peace. a 
ad ir, Faith, I Know not, but there was a Ranger here 
rday hang'd for looking ſuſpitiouſly. | 
J Very good; *rwas an excellent memorandum; chere 
u mut my Eyes, and not look at all, or hereafter 
re tems in company wear a Maſque. 
12 Not ſo Sir, if you tender your ſafety; ſuch re- 
bale non argues thoughtfulneſs : now the Emperour can't, 
ce re a man that's given to meditation; hates à Philo- IF 
A às much as he loves a Fidler; Seneca, to m 
ledge, is burthen to him; in my hearing, he call's. 1208 
ez Caterpillar, and venerable Book-wotm | 
throns ur, Right, Plautus, Therefore, Piſo, be not thought- "7 
tis dangerous. A friend of mine (hark ye). chis 13 
ay? ing, by "he 3 Order, had his throat cut, bY 


King thoughtful, Piſ 
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Plau. How Sir? TE | 
Piſ. Well, the Empreſs then, Alas, how ſudden þ 
the top of Glory — — 2 
Mir. Alas! do you pity, her then? 
Piſ. I, Sir. Greatneſs and Goodneſs are 
„ . eons: 
Piſ. I know nor, nor where, unleſs in the other Wi 
Mir. Lou weep, Piſo, have a care, à fort of li 


Pio. Twas y our hair hit my eye, and cauſed 0 Nbg 
P11 to the Country again. Farewel, Gentlemen, 
Long live the Emperour z that's no Trealon, 

Mir. No, Sir, no: Adieu, good Piſo. He wen 
honelt nn e 


"SCENE, the Court. 
Mero, Otto, Seneca; Drufillus. &c. Agrippina de 


Oth. She is, as you would have her (Sir) no moꝶ 
See where ſhe lyes, all ſtained with her own gore. 
Ihe ſaid, an ancient Man bid her beware 
Of ever ſeeing you made Emperor; 

For you, at laſt, would cauſe her to be ſlain : 
Then let me die, ſhe ſaid, ſo he may Reign. 

© Ner. How wiſely then did T her Death decree! 
For *twould have been a great impiety . 

To let her live, and mar the Prophecy. 

' Oth. Choice of two Deaths, by your command weg 
But ſhe cry'd,, both; a double death Ile have: 
One poys nous drop, for Heaven, 1 would not ſell; Mr; 
Each drop will fink his Soul more deep in Hell. hall 
| In her right Hand, the Dagger ſhe did hold; © | 

123 with her left, ſhe heav'd the Faral Gold, 
nd drutithe venom. off; that being done, 
Nee, in her breaſt, the keen Stilletto run: 
Wich many wounds he made her boſom gaß; 
Her wounds like food-gates, did themſelves diſplay; 


Through which, life ran, in Scarlet ſtteams away. 
3 : ESO aii * , | 
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| The Tragedy of Nero. 77 
, Remove her hence. My Soul now free does walk, 
ſhall no more be clogg'd with moral talk. ON 
Statue ſhall be made of laſting ſteel : - 

re it, Lords of Rome thall humbly kneel. _ 

t Julius and Aguſt as you adore 

why not me who have their very Pow'r? 

em you daily offer Sacrifice: 


den, ! 


er Vols 1 G D; my ſelf I canonize. 

of Mongſt Gods their Glory ſhines now they are gone. 
(Ii e, with us, like Stars their Virtues ſhone. 

his N Virtue's a name; Religion is a thing 


to ſcare poor Priefts, than daunt a K I NG. 
as quick thought, through every art I range: 
but a G O D, like me, could Sexes change? 

5 be witneſs of my mighty Art; I 
;, now Lady, once Lord of my heart. 15 Wi 
y command, the fragrant Winds do blow 8 . 


illing floods in waves of Balſom flow: 


na d band does all the ſweets of Nature ſow. - - ; MW 
| > Nature; all its treaſures view; 13 
10 moe annihilate, and make a- new, b "Wh 
ore. is can I, your God like Nero, do. — _— 
What Fiend is this, which in his Breaſt, unſpy d, b: 
up his Soul on ſuch large Wings of pride? | A 
te not dye for ſpeaking what is true: Mi 
is you would, but (alas!) carnot do. = 
re! WW. Ha! | | Nl 
If you do well, and noble AQs atchieve, Wy Aba 
ere you dye, all honeſt hearts will grieve; | A! 
1d we onen will to after Apes tell, 1 uh 
* good, how great, how excellent you fell; Fi 
t fell pity *ewas that you ſhould die ſo young! | . 
l. all your Honour ſound from every Tongue: = 
| bough your Fame ſurvive, your Body muſt bj 
and be crumbled into common duſt. Wt: 
rain of which, becauſe you once did reign, N 1 
| ot turn Gold, nor any luſtre gain - —_ 
and the Beggars duſt alike muſt paſs, 2 Wi. 
play; WW of Sand, to fill Times hour-glals. ek 4+ 
Way: 9 2 |  Ner. 


| 


Gods! can 1 ſtill endure his infolence? 
Guards, ſeize him; go, let him in Priſon howl, 
And ſolace there his melancholy ſoul, 


— - 
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= 

Ner. Gown-man, thou lyſt n my 
The World's eternal, and its Monarch, I: Joſt 1 
Then how is't poſſible for me to dye, bs Te 
Vet give me creature immortality? 8 care f 
If when I leave this World, men ſhou'd debate all of 
The manner; Say, I did my ſelf tranſlate. rell de 
| The Glory of my Godbead I will ſhrowd Woupl 
Not in a Mantle, but in a perfumd Cloud. ac 
In ſmoak ef Incenſe I will mount above, Orier 
And, in his Throne, take the right hand of ove, Ns Cc 
Sen. O murd ring pride, thou dolt all reaſon ki Ver 
You will have Altars too? runes 
Nez. Yes, Slave, I will; vo | d has 
Altars of Gold, in Chryſtal Temples built: n ere 
No blood of Bulls, nor Goats, ſhall there be ſpilt; WM when 
Such courſe rank ſmoak may ſooty VULCAN ple H 
Pluto, or horned Pan; dull Deities! deeds 
The beſt of humane gore ſhall waſh my Shrine; Mt is h 
Nerocs (hall bleed, and they are half Divine. et, Sh 
In caſes made of Diamond entire, 8 ea nat 
Stars ſhall inſtead of Lamps lend their bright fir bich 
Each common God ſhall, in his turn, be Prieſt. Wh fir fi 
And for your lower world make his requeſt : {t ſhe 
Then offer up a grateful Sacrifice, _ 
Kings heads, Queens hearts, and charming Virgin, it | 
Enter Petronius. | 9 

Sen. O Heaven! his blaſphemies no limit hae figh 
His brutiſh impudence our Gods does brave : with 
Without controul he does their pow'r defy, Sd Li] 
And I, like midnight huſh'd, ſtand trembling by. WM gives 
Fll ſpeak, although he blaſt me with his breath; WF" vigo 


Repentance too may win him for my death. Quiye 
Dread Sir, if you would pleale 
Ner. Fond Preacher, hence: 


Ex. Och. Sen, & 
Bur, dear Petronus, how hall 1 require 
Thee, who ſole Author art of my delight? 


The Tragedy of Nero. 
n my heart ſickens, till thou bring ſt me eaſe, 
dolt my fancy with new Objects pleaſe. | 

. To ſooth your ſoul, ruffl'd with this late ſtorm, 
care found out ſo ſweet, 10 rare a form, | 
all of blooming graces in each part, 5 
ell deſerves the conqueſt of your heart. 

purple Violets, i' th' early ſpring, 

graceful ſweet, ſuch render beauties bring. 

Orient bluſh which does her cheeks adorn 

es Coral pale, vies with the Roſy morn. 

Venus, ſprung from the Szas ſnowy foam, 

tunes bright Seed, her whiteneſs can or'e-come. 

d has took a furfeit from her eyes; & 


en ere ſhe ſmiles, in Lambent fire ſhe fries : 

when ſhe weeps, in pearls diſſolv'd he dyes. | 

er. Hold, hold; I am o'recharg'd with this exceſs: 

deeds are great, but make thy boaſting leſs. 

at is her name, and where does ſhe lie hid? 

et. She's the partner of Lord Othos bed; 

a nam'd + With gold I brib'd her maid, 

which the eaſie ſlave het truſt betray'd. 

far from Rome this beauty does reſide; 

ſt ſhe is thought, becauſe yet never try d. 

quick blaek eye does wander with deſire, 

it J judge aright, bears wanton fire. 

aS ana told me, when to Court 

Lord was gone, eager of unknown ſport, 

d ſigh, and in her boſom hide her face, 

with fierce action would the wench embrace. 
5d like DHNA, ſhe in Woods is fear d, 

g by. Nees ſwift chaſe to all the Savage herd: 

ath; Nil vigour maſculine ſhe rides along, 
Quiver, full of ſhafts, behind her hung; 
right hand holds a Dart, her left a Bow; 
long black locks, on her fair ſhoulders flow, 
ckving clouds ore the Suns brightneſs grow. 
7. Thou dear procurer of my moſt loved joys, 

f; the leaſt delay my life deſtros. 

" try. thy skill; this is indeed a tak: 

her, and thou haſt more than thou canſt ask. 

; Exit Petronius, - 
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Let phlegmatick dull K IN G8, call Crowns the 
Mine is my wanton; and does Beauties ſhare 
Above my Miſtreſs Eyes. On, Nero, on; 
Spend thy vaſt ſtock, and riot in thy Throne. 
It there be pleaſure yet I have not fouad, | 
Name it, ſome GOD: Tis mine, though under gray 
No nook of Hell ſhall hide it from thy fight, 
Bur I will conjure't into open light. 

My Scepter, like a charming rod, ſhall raiſe 
Such ſports, as would old Eprcures amaze : 
Fleaſures ſo-rich, fo various, and ſo new, = 
As never: yet the Gods, my great forefathers, knew. 


Finis Aﬀus primi. 


— — — AY — — 


ACTIL scENE. I. 
Diuſillus and « Roman, ö 


Druſil. BW and horrid! O, the raging Fie 
When will his black impieties have el 

The great, the wile, the worthy Seneca - | 
Is by this Bloody Monſter made away. 
Poor City! whither are thy Founders fled, 
To what low diſtant Regions of the dead, 
Thar at their Country's call they will not riſe, 
And this ungovern'd Tyrant's rage chaſtiſe ? 

Ro. I ſaw the beſt and wiſeſt of Mankind, 
The Pilot of the Will, the guide o'th' Mind, 
Dying and pale; from every gen'rous Vein 
Baſe Executioners his Life did drein; 
By Nero, kill'd, by Nero whom he lov'd; 
Whoſe Youth by painful Studies he improv'd, 
And warm'd ſo long the Viper in her Breaſt, _ 
That the kind Hoſt was poy ſon'd by the Gueſt. 

Dru. In vain we mourn: Some noble Roman ſhot 
Care to be glorious, dangerouſly good, 
And kill this Tyrant; kill him gorg'd with Wine, 
Forcing a Day, and making black Night mine, 
Debauch'd, and ſordidly ambirious grown, 
Midſt all his Revels, would the deed were done: 


The Tragedy of Nero. 
Guilt, the mind's Wild-fire, lick his Splritsep; 
bim good GODS, preſs him until he droop, 2 | 347 
and be darnn'd, beneath the loweſt Hell: WEIL 1 
this death we may in ſafety dwell. 49 765 
1. But, while he lives, no honeſt Roni ay 7 
* in reſt, or view one RE 129 60 Le 


"10h : 
SCE F II. The cups. 1 


0. bo, Pangea, Petronine, Pie. 


7 Hy ſhould ſuch Godliks forms intabl hte, 
And bleſs th' ignoble ſort? p 
der, no more - 
Wa not go to Court; there's diſcord in t. 
Nos by your Lady s lovely Eyes I ſwear, 
Country ſounds not half ſo well to me. 
hore harmony to hear a Clown 
le his dull Tunes, which you conſtrue ſolemn, 
lee a Lady ſoftly touch her Line,” © 
breath an Ayr ro the melodius ſtrings? 
Naum and her Voice ſo raviſhing, 
ach Spectator's Soul is left in doubt 
te firſt to mount, into the Eye or Ear. 
Ourts | | 
by my Honour, dearer than my Life: 
& | ation love, I think the Court 
* be termed the Noble Rendeſvous 
Want Spirits: 'tis a Circle, Sir. 
More Ile allow, it is a Golden Circle; 
like the Carthaginian Hero's KING; 
es poyſon : *Tis a fatal Circle; * 
"hoſe Majick skirts, a thouſand Devils, ! 
kal terms, fir tempting Innocence, 190 T1 
= 1 early Virtue from its Center. 
1 my Life, I think you counſel fl. 
3 and 0'th' ſudden, ſomething calls 


* 
— of 
Hl — 


Tee, 
| Lever loy'd this man; that 8 all [Exit { 
F | Pet; 
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Pet. Why ſhould you loſe me on a bare Suſpiciq 
The Gods ram curſes on me, thick as Hail, 
If ere I harbourtd, in this Breaſt, a Thought 
But what was Noble, of your ſpotly Loves, 

I muſt be bold to ſay you've done me wrong; 
And, but I have my Oath inviolable 

Sworn you a Friendſhip firm as Deſtiny, 
Protecting you and yours, I ſhould not thus 
Tamely put up your angry Brother's Terms. 

Oth. You pardon, generous friend, he was to blu 
Let my Repentance ſet all right again 

Indeed I am aſham d for what was paſt. 

Pet. See, our Contention has diſturb d your Lady 
And calld the precious Dew into her Eyes. 

Oth. No more, my dear; nay, it thou lov' mz, 
pet. I wonder that the Emperor's ſo long! 
I wrote to have him call Ortho ro Court, | 

Imploy him chere, and come in perſon hither. [Ex 


SCE N E. III. The Court. 


while I 
rates f. 
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claims 
. With 
ght the 
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Ollavia, Britannicus. 


Ola, H., deareſt Brother, be not to ſecure; 
Syrens moſt dreadful are, when they all 
1 dread him moſt, fince your laſt noble ſtrife, 
And fear he is plotting gainſt your precious life, 
Of which you ought to havea tender care, 
Becauſe your Siſter claims 1o deep a ſhare ;. 
For, hear me, Gods, the doom which you decree 


This gallant Prince, ſhall prove my Deſtiny. „At lens: 
Brit. Fear not my Life; he cannot be fo bale. brighr b 
T have ſome Friends, that all his miſchiets trace: uming 8 
If ought againſt me move, their care will find may deſc 
Some means to let me know what is deſign'd. u ne're 1. 
Oct. HEAVY N ever ſhield you from his violence react 
His kindneſs, to you, is but meer Pretence, lweet lin 
And if he ſmiles, tis at your Innocence. o Ceſar? 
The. Cryſtal of his Eye is clouded ore, Ifaw, h 


That his dark thoughts my Genius can't explore. $Siſter, 


— 


The Ting f Neto: | 3h 
«hile L met bim, | bk 


| pe 6 S\% «4. ” 

ares fir working on his enber 4 hrows z 3 22.9%; 

| ſteps he takes, and murmurs as he goes, * IN >; 
and fixt looks upon the Terra throws. 1 


it. Mild as calm Martyrs, I could death e 
reaſons, only, make me wiſh to live 
Debts remain to pay, moſt nobly due: "A 
claims the firſt, Pother T owe to ou. 
1. Within your Breaſt does Loveſchief RS 10, 
aght that Reaſon there had ſole command. 1075 
it, Never was Heart fo pitifully kind. 
zrable of Love's impreſſion made; e 
me, all Beauties gentle uſage find - „ 
imble, charm ; the mighty to Invade, fn, Han 
Year, unknown to Parthja I did go, r 
en d the Court; beheld the galfant doe 5. 
ME, Prince of A/amander, whole great Name 
loud, and almoſt cracks the Cheeks of * N 
athen, as Goddeſs of our Arms, 
ore; but ſoon felt ſofter Charms: Fo 
rious Prince within my looks did find "40 
bing that wrought 17 his Noble mind, 
ad me, calld_meFriend and did — "of 
er lor d a Man to ſuch exceſs... aſs 
yy, (Oh day moſt fatal to my reſt) | 
ithoufand kindneſlſes expreſt, 
* me by the hand, and gently. ſaid, 
fend, there is a young and noble Maid 
lin would ſee you. Bowing, I reply d, | 
am yours, and to your Service ty d. Td 
Your Story yet has no great cauſe to fright: 
At length, we came; but ſuch a * babe, 
bright Flux of Rays on tender Sen f 
urming Softneſs, ſuch ſweet. Excellence, 
my deſcribe, but never can define! 94 
n ne're ſaw an Objeck ſo Diyine! WS 
n't reach it) Ng h&ion fait! 
lweet lines of Beauty center'd there. Bt IE. 
o cæſar's was my amorous Dom,, 
Iſaw, but was my ſelf © recomic. BIEN. 107 
re. is-Sifter, ES oh Sar 
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Cyara nam'd, that Royal charming Maid; 0 Til 
Mx Soul was rapt with Joy, though ſhock with deu, fo 
80 Angels, when they ſtoop to mortal fight, it, W 
Strike us with awe, yet raviſh with delight. rowns 
. Why did you not your noble Love declare? Wi: dd, 
Brit. 1did bur firſt committed ro her Ear be m 
The ſecret of my Birth, which he receiv'd ed witl 
With modeſt Joy and 5 25 nerouſly believ'd : which r 
Our Loves too hap te ts Houriſh long, - hreims. 
Froft-nipt ith e wither'd as they hung, Mt fix I. 
Some Roman Slave, I know not whom nor where, beautec 
Gave the old KING private Intelligence; [ embra 
But the young Prince moſt watchful ſent me word, . How 
Haſtn'd my Flight, and would not rime afford he's Ent 
To hear my thanks: ungrateful fo I came pia. M 
ToRO ME, bur nourith\'d Ru my former Flame. WHof the 
Enter Cyara, aud Sjhvivs, at one door; the Engen 1 5 | 
Plauius at another. 7 No. 
Cya. Yonder he ſtands, che 1 180 Mae | 
Oh, I could eyer on that Obſecd Se 
And loſe my Senfes in that Fr 
With gay and vig'rous Youth 8 i. 12 cron . You 
Preſence, and manly Graces, all around ou deny 
His Noble Form, L ke their þ br abode, ies are 
Like Beams of Luſtre in a Quickly | 
Ner. He dyes, that bold Nach 901 wi My S. 
He has oblig'd me fo," that E must kill. it 2gai 
Why, with dull Thoughts, do I my Fancy That 
When! look ſad, e Hecatomby vale l. uttet he 
Ha! who are they! WN fretting Blood does fiſe: ¶ vith my 
Hands, reſt; Ile try to blaſt him wirh my Eyes. ten fen 
Make me Ba/ilisk, but one ſhore hour; Sleepir 
Some GOD, that would be Nero's, Bitiperour is your 
Plau. Ol you juſt Pow'rs! where is Aftrea ic Wielſe, yo 
Foul Vice triumphs, ttampling on Virtues head. ive this 
Here fam'd Democritus his Tecih might how, bis So 
And Heracletus might his Tears beſtowp. * in til 
Ner. I hate him deadly, y, bo d 
As Poverty, Diſeaſes; or eld Age; 2.4 


chene 
For his wiſh'd death, yy * Lie engige . Nd 


7 he dee of Nes ero. 85 
Hell, nor Heay'n my ferce reſolves ſhall aner oh 
Twill act; and thenTle think, upon. e! 
| Jia follow me. 
t. What does he mean? 7 
owns on me, and ſmiles upon the Qn. 
e ruddy drops ſome ſay ill Omen are: 
; bz my Guard; but tis not worth my care: 
cel within ; there, there's the mortal Nound, 
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which no Cure, no Balſom can be : f ing 

reims. Cara, 1 behold thy Charts,, 1 c 1519 

h fixe Imagination, of high Pleafute, * 03900 | 
„beauteous Form fhall flow int my e 12071 192 

| embrace i ic as a real Treaſure, Exit. 


. How dull this place appears, now he is of 
he's Emblem, it e abſent SUN. gr” 
bis, Madam tis fit you ſhould diſcover now: © 

oft the Cloud, and fair Cyara ſhow. 


. Pre 1 reveal my ſelt, his Loye Ple Sn 
Jou doubt him. *r. 


No, it is Curiofi iy. os bad 


N. 'ero, See, | 
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. Your Sentence doom me to be cutſt, orleſt; 
ou deny me? *ris my firſt Requeſt + 

kings are eaſie to a willing mind : 

quickly done, if you will proye but kind. 

, My Soul doth with convulſive horror ſhake ; ; 
eit again, for ſure I did miſtake.” 


u Thar you, the Prince, your Brothers blood would 
l. uttet how, ſo you but {wear to kill. N in 
if: With my Dagger ler the Deed be done : KITS 

S. ien find him fleeping, and alone. 


P hGods, can you your Neon hep 
y I 


1. is your nder? No, tis you that 

1 feelſe, your Juſtice would his Vice enen * 
ad." ve this Monſter 85 into the Ground. * © . £ 
„ bis Soul ſuch Impndence has givin, 0G 


* in time, will*ftotm your Fort of Heav nt: Ia ca 
* by Spirits do FS. 1 0 "Ie Fro 
2 „ 


180 1 
* 0 n * 5 * > ny by 


* 
— 
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2 Kos 2 5 8 2 TERS ; 
86 ue Trgechef Nero. 
Vour high bright Walls his Gyant Crimes will ſeal 
Oh, my heart's 2 F Try. 

| [Sta 


Ner. Here's that will give it vent. 

So, now, go tell the Gods my black Intent. 
Britannicus his death I will defer;  _- 
Iis pretty well ye made an end of her. 
Now I will haſte to meet Poppeas Arms. 
Oh, Love, aſſiſt me with thy mighty Charms, 

And J will raiſe thy wanton Altars high'r; 
Old men and Eunychs, ſhall. in heaps expire, 
1 uncapable of thy ſoft Firſe. 

Tbis fz 


5 gone, 
where, 
very Gre 
ſad unt 
rame's 
every let 
quick! 
thou-ſh 
ul Adre 
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lump I. 
ad, and 
It me, tl 
with m 
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ymy fatal Brow no Clouds ſhall wear 
Till 1 return, Rome lay afide thy Fear: 
J, and the Gods of Wit, ſmile once a Lear. | 
Oc. Oh my. Britannicus, my Brother! — Oh, 
Might I but ſee tliee once, yet ere I go, 


905 wander in the wide dark dens of Death A 
But, Oh! my Soul is almoſt out of Breath. 
Enter Britannicus. | 
Brit. He ſent me here; for what, I can't deviſe, imat 
Od. Ah me, look here, with Pitty glut thy Hen .. i 
Now I am well : for thy fake I would Five. | WA 
My dear, my gentle Brother, do not grieve. | uu art c 
Beit. Gods! Gods! but they are deaf, or will ndt | 
No hopes of Life? Oh my prophetiek tear; 
Sigh, Heart, weep Eyes; I draw each Cryſtal Spi 
But tis my blood mult be thy Offering. 
OZ. Hold, hold ; Cyara, "cis Cyara's call: Fr 
My ſhare I give to her, ſheclaims you all. \ 
Give me your Sword: So now I've loſt my fears: Nach Pi- 
You weep to much, and yet I love thoſe tears, hen G! 
It was a gerrous profter, 'twas indeed e fairt 
Upon thy Boſom let me reſt my Head; er tend 
'Tis a ſoft Pillow, ſweetly now L reſt, _ _ tr Eyes 
And Sigh my Soul into thy gentle Breaſt, _ broa, 
Brit. Oh ſtay, my dear, my moſt Iov d Siſter NW: Dear 


But one word more. Her Soul is on its way: Pale as 1] 
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sgone, ſhe's gone; chou flowry ſweet farewel. 
where, to whom ſhall I my Sorrows tell! 
very Grove and melancholly Bow're- wt. 
lid untimely Loſs I will-deptoreg 
rame's dear Character each Tree ſhall bear; 
xery letter I will drop a Tear. . 
quickly Fate our faireſt Hopes beguiles! 3 
thou ſhort ſolace of my many ils. 
a Adieu my Star, my deareſt Ligat!?! 
| thou att gone, 1 am all dark, all Night: 
lump I grow, and know not how I move; ... + 
ad, and gloomy; as the Eyes of Love. 2 88 
me, thy ſwe etneſs I ſhall ne're forget; 
with my Sorrows, on thy Tomb Pe fir, 
|. at laſt, into cold Marble turn, 5 
with my Pious figure, grace thy Urn, [Exit. 
38 . Pini: Attus II. a | 79 ag FF 


ACT I. SCENE I. 


' Brirannicus with a Boy. arg 


04 


Hat is the Earth tome? why do I ſtay, 
Since thou, my Joy, my dear Ofauias, 
wiſh'd hence? To Furt hia 1 pill, EG 
In thy preſence, fair Cyara, dye: 
only Comforts on thy Truth depend 5 
ou art chang'd, my Grief ſhall have an end. 
Go Sing the Song without. 


SONG. 


T Eep, weep, you. Muſes, drain the Springs, 
Such Notes go warble to the ftrings, 

uch Dirges as the Ravens ſound © 2 
ben Ghoſts run trembling through the Ground : 
e faireft of her Sea is ded, „ | 
er tender Limbs are wrapt in lead; 
Hes, Stars envy, the Earth's pride, 

be broad black hand of Death does hide; 

I! Death's fark chamber now ſhe lien, 
Pale as the Snow, and cold. as Ice, EF 4 Chorus. 
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CCT 
The Graue, the lovely Grave will bring us eaſe 
There we ſhall. ſleepin downy peace; 

| There no diftrattions\ nor jealouſies be, 


my poc 
telling 
vas her 
at Day 


But all fram inard nate palſions are fre: Palace 
Ihe cold Tomb is fret from hot Lobe and deſire; poghtfu 
It has aſhes good flore; hut admits of no fire : Eye ur 
There men do neuer groan, nor Women: cry, ring 
But all things huſh'd, in ſolemn ſilence lie. oon Pe 
15 renn i. th emen 
Brit. Enough, enough. Ob, my fick heart, not gone, 
Break, break, for ſhame, let Nature have her deb. 0 
J ¼— guns; f her Ez 
Sura, Sloius. | anguiſh 
| r W dnder th 
0% Withdraw good Sylvivs. How fad he loch. I he 
Was ever man ſo goodly? Oh my heart. 'n 
Bear up! and yet 1 dare not ſpeak to him. Ju, Ind 
If there be any charms in Womens Tongues, : iat co 
It there be any words that can infuſe l he's d 
Soft love into a Boſom, and create Tre g 
A gentle paſſion, good Hæav n grant it me. it, We 
Sir, may inne without offen. If in 
Vour ſerious Thoughts? I've ſomething to relate ll be ye 
Which is your near Conceern. ' Mcnaboy; 
Brit. Mine, pretty Sir? a mor. 
Say on, I here you. What would his Buſineſs b A7erie 
Ha. *Tis from a Lady who made me her ngen 
A ſorty one, I fear, and much unable Help 
To tell what ſhe commanded me; a Story t have! 
So lamentable, that I cannot think ont, int my 
But ſtraight, my Eyes o'reflow with Tears: Parc kat ! 
Only a little zeſpite, Tle go sn. lay aw 
Brit. Thou raiſeſt ſomething in me, which as fold m 
I cannot give a name to. What can this mean? e returr 
S4. CYARA, SIR, che Partbian Princeſs. | up, m 
n, , y on SIT 
Com'ſt thou from her? a thouſand Bleſfings on th 4 Ir 
10 wat 


Cya: A oy 


Hand curſes, rather; for my News.. 
My Name's 


oralhe, ker unhappy Kinſman, - \ 


te 
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my poor faith ſhe did the mighty Hong 
elling the ſad Stories of your Loves. 
115 her chance, a diſmal chance indeed, 
it Day you fied, as ſhe was fitting at 1 95 8 
palace Window, striking of her Lute, 
gheful, and Virgin like, alone, to caſt 
ye upon your Perſon. ſtra ight ſhe die, 
ndring to ſee you in that Fquipage; 3 1 
oon ber brother did unriddle all- 1 | 
1::ment ſeiz'd her firſt, hut when the BAD TR 
; gone, ſhe-loog'd the rains, Grief had 1 DES, 
rembled, ferch'd heart-breaking ſigbs, | 
f her Eyes were Springs; ſhe made laints 
nguiſhing, and with ſo fad an accent. 
4A that it kill'd her not till now. ot Ke 
ir, hope you come not to abuſe me. IF 
lead n. if you do- x by 31 
54. Indeed 190 por; „ 
that convinge yon, if you Ne „be band, | 
hes Noble, his looks are chang d o'th* ſudden; 
Tee gone too far. Ho do yoù, Sir 2 (Tank! 
it, Well, Boy. O Gods! Devils! Hell, Heaven, and 
. If in the 8 World, I can behold ought here _ 
ll be you, pray love my memory *T'will be a Saris 
on above the thoughts of Paradi , to youdying Yen | 
Ia mortal Nin ſhoot a long oy 
drteries ! Pm cold! Octavia! 2 3250 Obb. i - 
F. 
„ Help, belon my Lond, Gora lives ; returns. 
t have 1 done? upon thy dying lips 
nt my Soul, bur Tle bring back thy Life. 
Maca chat 1 was, for a fancy, thus 
lay away that Pearl, or which 1 would e v2 | 
| 25 jf old my Breath, my- vital Spirits, my „ rr 
e returns. Gera is not dead: 135 is 3 
| 
} 


* 
4451 — - 


oth 
bt, 


up, my Lord; do you not. know. this face? - {7 
it, Cara), Heav'ns, tis ſhe! Thon charming fair, 
am I raviſh'd with, thy, Glorious n "81 


4 


vs. io would live on In ſultry and hot, x 


. ; at 


a Load ot care, did he once taſte = 
We lealures G 118 0 wol mortal ſhades? -. 1 0 : 4 


< 


& TheTragehy of Neto. 
O the refreſhing ſweets which the Winds blow {ch blac 


From ever-budding flowers eternal Spring! os he 
Gi. Where, Sir'? | | a du5ky 
Brix Why, here in bleſt Elizium. dave the 
Ga. O he is loſt, diſtracted! _ | run, | 


Brit. Look, look, my dear, pr'y thee let's walk al 
The Graſs does ſhine with more Emerald green, 
Each purling Brook like liquid Plate appears, 
And every pebble ſeems a Diamond; 


Tall burniſh'd trees with Fruit of Maſſy Gold! Pet 
Upon whofe boughs all fair and Heov ny forms 

Sit ſweetly warbling to their Loves below. mu 

See yonder's Odtavia, my Siſter, look, Pe 
Pale and forlorn, in a cloſe gloomy, Mine, wi 
„ Her Ayry ſubſtance thus I will condenſe, luſtre v 
And to ſqueeze water cauſe I cannot weep, pulous 

Cya. Ah Prince, Cyara lives, and I am ſhe. the retl 

Brit. Thou art a lying Boy: O Gods my Head! W's up! 

G. Do you not know me, Sir? look wiſtly ou 2ppre 

Brir. ares Picture] juſt ſuch charming) eyes all thei 

Such ſnowy: hands, ſuch lips; ſuch winning (mils High m 

Such tehdenbels ſuch was her every Grace! Pawn t. 

But Ob! you told a falſe, a fatal tale, e honel 

The accent of thy voice is different, | But 

She could not lye, for ſhe was all perfection: ck your 

All beauty ſickned when the left the World. sb ill c 

1 ara, Oh thou fair one! Glorious Saint, in fi 
_ Thoicould'ft not dye for me, deſertleſs me. Whar u; 
=_ O. She is not dead, hutlives, and loves you, lives, ir 
* Brir. Thou doſt aſſociate with Lawyers ſure, n the; 

| And Travellers. SIG TL my the 
Si. Who I, Sit e why ? ich, mi 


Feu. Beere. bright 
Thou ly'ſt extteamly, Boy : No, ſhe is dead ; I uid r 
The Canopy of Heron is hung with Sable! . Mada 
The Sun, Hke a great Mourner, drives her Heark* this P 
Wrap'd round with Clouds; each Star withdraw You 2 
His Golden head, and burns within his Socket. Ne but 7, 
The whole cope is dark, black, diſmal, $ it dete 
And mourns the 'TuWden'lofs of fair Cyara. Ob, I; 
Ha! ſhough ;yonder flies 4 Night-Raven, OK. 


r ©” V # 9 
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bow be fans with his huge wicker 0 

dusk) ). Come, Boy ; be gene, 
[ive thee, though I dye me ſelf go in: 
| run, | laſer Me ferch my Ty Ws ſhoor him; 


I 


8 0 K N E, The Country, Ora 
"Paraliith Poppea. Piſe, over- rhearing.., 


4 | 
#2 1 


Petr. Can you diſpiſe 


luſtre vies with the great Eye of Day? 
ipulous Virtue art thou grown ſo cold, 

the reflected Beams of doubled Honours, 

g upon thee with inceſſant Glories,: .. . 

t approach thee, through thy walls of Ice? 


lawn to dangerous courſes, from homely Cells, 
e honeſt pleaſures with ſafe;plenty dwells. 
7, But what converſe, What Nobleneſs is here. 


hy in ſuch à ſolitary home. 


ves, in: Golden Mines, they dig their way: 

Wn they ſhew, which my frail heart adores 
my thoughts a Royal Scepter flyes, 

ich, my. Fancy graſps; but when it comes, 

bright Glories offer to my hand, 

would reach, and yet. refuſe to hold. 

. Madam, conſider tis a mighty ppofterg Þ | 

bt this Province, or that Colony; 


ran you all: All is a gift ſo great, 


e but Jove to (ęſar can beſtow. 
$ it derers you from your Happineſs,  _ 
Oh, Tam on 6 in * * 5 


* 


ich black eye there rowls a pound, of Jet. 2 ; ? Ly 


all their fiery. points, cannot once pierce thee? 
High minds ſhould not be tempted with 3 


ck your thoughts, that claim a vaſter 8 here; 
gh all the Heav'n they ſhould, like Eagle S, roam, 


: e 


muſt not hear you, Sir. -5 


me, whoſe matchleſs ſplesdor drowns he Sos, 


» - wy tf 


"8. 
* 


What unknown Gueſts are theſe that tear my Breaſt? 
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No clew to guide me, but my own defire, 

And that would lead me out, but knowsnot how. 

Piſo. Oh Heaven, what will this Eat th come to 

ĩt for this my Noble Brother was ſent for in fo much 
and is it for this, he harbours that Viper in our H 
to tear his Darling hence, and eat his heart out? () 
of Hoſpitality, why are you Sacred? Why is my Hy 
backward to puniſh that raviſher of our Honour? 

Methinks I ſee that Genus of our Houſe 

Start from his Monument, and ſtalk along 
Shaking with Panick Fears, and with ah Eye 
That darts its poyſon'd Beams of Indignation 
At me methinks I ſee him chide my flow 


rs de 

Eyes ff 
lou halt 
Feet uf 
one ſte} 
tous de 
keep tl 
er. Fit 
is too 
ſo. Ha 
ill not | 
e be e 


o . ge is 
Pop. My Brother has loſt his Senſes. or, the 
Piſo. I would I had, and with them loft my LM thy | 

So thou could'ſt find thy Honour: Oh thy Honour my | 

More worth than all that Golden Pageantry, baſe bl; 


High tops of Fortune, Glorious P:nacles, | 
And Heav'n knows what, that ſwim in thy fond fy 
Thoſe wanton Sepulchres have ſwallowed it; 
Thy Eyes, thoſe graves of Nobleneſs and Glory, 
Tre known the time, when, had I logk'd but thus; 
Thus curiouſly upon thee, ſtraight a bluſh 

Would mount into thy cheek : there's nothing non 
But pale Diſhonour. Prithee do nor fpeak, 

Thy words are peſtilent, the blaſting iſſue 

Of a currypted Heart, diſeasd, and deadly. 
Pop. How ſhould he know this? fſure he over - bel 
Petronius talking with me: t muſt be fo, 

But ptay why is't a fin to go to Court? 

\ Jam not guilty of one wicked thought, 

= And yet you make me a molt wretche Creature; 
Piſo. Indeed thou att a ſinful wretched Creature 

Thou art the wfetched'it thing | ever ſaw - 

Thy Bloc is all o'fite, the Emperour, 

| That Dog-ftar has inflam'd it; | pity thee. 

—_—_ O that my Tears could make thy Hear relent, 

| Or quench thoſe Fires that will devour thee; 


iſo. I at 
nge, re 
20 to R 


| means 
ants ru 


au, The 
1 Ha: 
aſes be 
night h 
air, Re 
you al 
tal Buſi 
| this { 
d of g 
te, Cat 
not, m 
Anger's 


ef 7 


F | Ir t eluties 
7 Then 1 would {rain thoſe Cryſtal Solujees'dry : "MP Pride 
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| $22 57 1 'A 
s Ide weep, and long luxuriant ſtreams 


0 

oa haſt any ſenſe of Shame, look back, - . - | : - 

1 Feet upon the Brink of Ruin ftand; - 

Oo ſtep more, and thou art loſt for evers . 
ous deſtruction, glirt'ring miſeries. 


keep thee waking till Death cloſe thy eyes. {[Weeps. 
er. Fie, fie, my Lord; were your ſurmiſes true, 
is too much: it ſhews unman x. 
„ HA ES ET | 

| not be rather than ſuffer this, 

e be ever branded, baſe, and barbarous. 

ige is kindled, and Ple bear no more, 

ne, thou Monſter, fly, thou Harpy, fly; 

n thy Wings of Horror, and be gone. 

by my Honour, were this houſe a Temple, 

dale black blood ſhould ſtain the ſacted Floor. 
Exe. Petro. and Poppea /miling on bin. 
iſo. Jam troubled; yet there is one way left : 

nge, revenge! O thou art ſweet and lovely! 


„% ROME, and with wrong d Otho joyn. . 

5 N | Trumpet ſounds.} - 
means this noiſe ? | 1 + = 

10 Within. The Emperbur, 


ant ing the Stage. | * 
trunning over the Stage.) 1, Emperour . 


u. The Emperour, my Lord, is come in perſon hither: 

ſo. Ha! is it ſo? then all fond Hopes farewel : 

aſes be his welcome. O, I am mad. 
night he whore's m Siſter. Hell, heat my Pray'r! 

air, Revenge, and Murther, come alongg 

p you all your curſed crew and come along: 

tal Buſineſs lle employ you all, 

h this ſole Arm Heav s Vengeance Fle foreſtall - 

d of great, pale Brutus ſhall deſire 

be, Cato and (us ſhall admire. 

not, my Soul, but do't; Poppea dyes. 

Anger's Vickim, Honour's Sacfificfte. 

Beauties, ſo ador'd, ſo much admir'd, 
Pride and ſenſual pleaſure ſo infpird; __ 

in a moment ficken, fade, and fall, 

the North-wind, Ple ruſh, and blaſt you all. Ne. 


ö 
| , 
N 


Eyes ſhould play the Wantons, not thy way. . 
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Nero, prepare; for, when ſo'ere I come, hout th 
Immortal as thou arr, I bring thy doom. the PIO 
Fle make that Cedar tremble like a feed. r Hor 
Nero ſhall dye; that rating God {tiall bleel. sont 
EE e ee 0 I hence 
The Scene changes. After a Song, 1Þe Emperour c woul 
. Ropally attended, bowing to Poppea, & .  Perroniy 379 
F N r n Ee ord 8 
Ner. Model of Heabn, thou Ornament of Earth, WW” Abe 
Propitious Star that {miles on humane Birthi . . 
Or art thou Goddeſs of the ſilver Floods ? er, My 
Or the fair Heev'nly Huntreſs of theſe Woods? it theſe 
Or art thou Venus? Venus wants ſuch fire, © hawing 
When by the Graces, dreſt in bright Attire, ly: Fle 
She haſts to meer her Noble warriors Arms: hole th 
Venus, in height of dalliance, wants ſuch charms. b. Wh 
Such Beauty never was by Pairs ſeenn; fond 
Such conqu ting Ayt, and ſuch Majeſtick meen. and 
O, Moſt Divine! with Pity bleſs my Flame. och; y. 
= = nol ded, Sir; I mortal am. nt 5 
er. If thou of mortal ſeed art born, be mine WF”: n. 
And I will make thee © 2 Ne * She 
More happy, than thoſe pow'rs we call Divine. nels is 
To pleaſe. thy ſenſe, and raviſh thy foft pow'rs, 1 her 
Tle make ſuch Grotzo's, Springs, and Royal Bow inks it 
As ſhall tranſcend the bleſt Elizian ſhade, ; „Wa 
Tempe fair grave, and Idas flow'ry head, eschol 
Where the Gods meer, and dance in Maſquerade. . . S.. 
For Baths, we will Hydaſpes current lave, be 
Lie cloſe incircled in a Golden Wave: _ e in 11 
Thou Queen Triumphant; I thy humble ſlave. (halt K 
Lo, at thy feet, Nero himſelf does lie. It fad 
He that commands the Earth, the Sea, the Skie; upon 
For love of thee, does languiſh, figh, and die. WF? © 
Pop. ls all this true? can you do all theſe thing 20 
Good Heav'n what happy Creatures are you K [Nt {heir gr 
Mer. If thy Heart bears ſuch ſoftneſs as thy Brea wer flo 
Then I am happy, then I'm truly bleſt. „ ſhall 
All my dear Joys are rreaſur'd in thoſe eyes, 13 


Thoſe kinder Stars, thoſe Suns of Paradiſe, all the 


le 


* 


* 
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{ would go, and yer would tary here. 


hence do theſe new Defires and Wiſhes dome? 
| would ſee I know not what, nor whom. ©. © 


Lord's grave rules of Duty ànd of Love! 


Rs HIRE ©. 


7p, Why do you weep? . fog, 
er. My Eyes ſhall ever for: 


if theſe tender Sources ſhould decay, r, 
hawing Soul ſhall melt it ſelf away, . 
ye le follow thus, if you remove, 
hold thee faſt with all the force of Loves. , 


b. Why is my Heart in its Reſolves fo flow? - 
a fond Child, when two gay things you ſhow, -._ - 
wandring Eyes it looks, does leap, and quake _. 
oth; yer, doubtful, neither can pertake, * 
'n;! how he pants! how his Lips warm my Hand! 

. They draw their heat from this warm fitebrand. 

ir. She yields, ſhe yields! her looks her thoughts 


4 


w her ſtill, and let her take no reſt: © - 
inks it Pleaſure to be fo A 7 
. What muſt the price of all theſe Plaſures be? 
es choice off ring, Art's variety ©, 78" 
oily Shows, and mighty Gallant ! 

7. The price of all, is but thy gentle Love. 

e, in Heavꝰn, 1 keeps her Fove, 

(halt keep me, fetter'd in Golden Chains; 
oft ſad ſtory of my pleaſing pains, 

$ upon thy Boſom Ple relagez + + 
peauty'es creature, thou my Glories fate. 

n in a Chair of Gold, emboſs'd all ore. 
their great Images whom we adore, 

ver floors Triumphant thou ſhalt ride, 1 
's (hall run like Pages, by thy ſide: 1 
un ſhall, from his flaming Seat, look dowd. 1 

tne Tbund er ask a brighter Throne. 
al the G ½e do bluſh o 


rarely this K NG talks! how far above 


:r. About thy knees; O, let me ever grow. * © 


neſs is enter d, and her Soul gives way. (betray, + 
+& "v2. 
*. - ht fe 


hout thy ſmiles, alas, I nothing am 
the poor ſhaddow of a mighty name 
7, How my Soul's rack d, with Joy and anxious Feat 1 


* 
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To ſee their Art by mortal Wit out-done. = 
Pop. And will you do all this for fove of me? 
Are there ſuch Charms in my Society ? _ 2 
Aer. But one ſhort night let me your Love enjoy 
And I, next morning, will my Life deſtroy. = 
Pop. Indeed you ſhall not; that were too ſereg 
Nay, if you love me, pray live all the Lear. 
For Fancy, I ſubſtantial Pleaſures rea 
— Is that all? *Tis very cheap. 
Tell me not what my duty dots require 
Love mans me now, aud ſhows his ſacred fire: 
To Crowns thoſe mighty objects I aſpire. . 
It you dare do, as you have faid, lead on- 
Pale Piety, Adieu; live here alone, 
While I go taſte the pleaſures of a Throne. 
Nero. Qur Chariots haſte : yer ſtay, I will nota 
Thou abſtract of all ſweers, thou melter, Oh 
Gods ! tis roo much Joy has my Soul diſtreſt, 
Weary'd with raptures, take it to thy breaſt, 
On thoſe ſoft Globes of Beauty let it reſt, _ 
Kind God of Love, O bring thy mother's Doves, 
And waft us through the calm Celeſtial groves, 
Surfeiting on each others Breaſt we'll itray ; 
When we want Words, and know not what to ſay 
With eyes thus languiſhing we'll look all day : 
Now ſigh, now ſmile, of chus ir folded lie, 
And all along the Milky may we'll die. 


Finis Adtis Iertii. 


6 
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AC IV. SCENE l. 


Nero, Poppea, Htting in State. 


Nero. T Et not my Crown and ſelf thy wiſh conl 


Ask what thou wilt; by all the Gods, üg 
Be ſtudied in't, and Ple applaud thee fort?: 
Mean while, behold the pleaſures of our Court | Da" 
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Enter Britannicus, nad: and Cyara- 


b. O, my dread Lord, for theſe let me implore; 
Live, wretches, and this excellence adore. 
rit. Stay me not? by the Gods, T'le break your hold. 
ad a Story, Orpheus never told, ory IN J 
n his harmonious ſighs pierc'd Plato's Gate, 
ban Heav'n, curſe the great Gods, and Fate 
yer | will not ſpeak, the Theam's too ſtern; 
hell it ſelf might witty horror learn. 4) 
e ubirl. toind ſnatch me headlong through the Ayr, 
Wot round with Clouds invelop'd in D-ſpair, | 
t | from Earth may hide this diſmal deed - BR. 
ur is ſtabb'd, and all the Virtues bleed. 
fs fall'n, Octavia too is gone; EI 
ath's damp Vaults ſhe wanders all alone? 
ber Soul dive ſtrangely through the Ground, 
on Blood that ſpark of Heav'n was drown'd - 
Won againſt the Gods he did conſpire ; | 
nytor, worſe than he that ſtole their fire! 
Who was that Traytor, Prince: 
. I know not, Sir. 
that Dog that was her Murderer. 
. Who was that Dog: 
. Why, Cerberus 1 gueſs, | 
ge elſe could hurt ſuch Gentleneſs. _ 
WE Meckneſs would wild Panthers Fury charm, 
ry Lyons of their Rage diſarm; 
We their prey, it would the Conqueſt ger, 


theit ſwoln Hearts, and cool their bloodly Heat, 
Madman begone. 


This Madman is a Prince. 

lay again, forbear this Inſolence, 
nu halt wiſh thou wert a Beggar born: 
thou mov'ft my Pity and my Scorn. 

= Twas you that kill'd my Siſter. 

ha! . PHE | 
Wot my tage; for, if thou doſt, thou dy'ſt. 
Iden I will fit, and hear your Thunder roat ; 
ale Shrubs it _ nor, but flies O 16. | 


Nee: 


\ 


With my warm Tears Fle bathe your ſacred knee 


Begone, thou ſoft invader of my Blood; 
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Ner. But you ſhall find, for once, twill condeſe an 
I pity thee, and will thy Sorrows end. | Pp 
Cya. Hold; by the Gods, 1 do conjure you, ſti y 11o 
Firſt through my Boſom force your bloody way, [ ſcan 
In policy you ought his Life to ſpare , nd off 
Fox, if you let him live, Heav'n will forbear . H 
To puniſh you, nor will due Vengeance take; fou wi 
The juſt good Gods will ſpare you, for his ſake, Nr. 
Brit. How the Boy prattles! tis a pretty Boy your ( 
Cyard's Image! how that damps my joy/ „en 
hat mean theſe two, by ſuch an antick form? my di 
Here's a ſoft calm, and there a bluſt ring Storm. p ſtop 
My Painter ſo ſhall draw me Day and Night : ll bind 
Here horried Darkneſs ſtands; there, guady Light:]Mi! my 
There, Cruelty, like the Red Sea appears; en iy 
Here melting Mercy flows in pity ing Tears. y Bec 
Exquifite Emblems ! perfect good and evil: , with 
A Heav'n, 2 Hell, an Ange/, and a Devil. checks 
Ner. If I gaze long, 1 ſhall my Nature loſe: ¶ mile 
- Midit of my full Carreer I ſtopt and muſe. move 
Whence does this unworthy pauſe proceed ? & loft a 
Can repent my Rage? no, he ſhall bleed, S in m 
Cye. Hold, Sir, you cannot ſtrike. puilty þ 
Ner. How? cannot, Boy? | aum 
Cye. Alas, I ly'd; I know you can deſtroy : ched v 
You can do all things, Sir, both drown and butn; 
Nay, the whole World to its firſt Chaos turn. fp. Wh 
You are a God to damn, a King to kill - do I fig 
You can do all things, if you had the Will. e my S 
But you are kind, and ſoft, I know you are; Ss ſtiflec 
Your Eyes are Noble, and delight to ſpare. iſhing 
O Heaun! how men will Iye ! nay, now I find Wt him, 
You have a gentle, great, and GO D- like mind. N Inco 


The Prince is Mad, and you are pleas'd to ſeet, Nene to 
Nay, pardon all, — O ler me kiſs your feet. Wit enjoy 
You'll win all hearts, by ſuch kind Acts as theſe Iod b 


| -Ner. Shall I be branded with the name of Good 


The Tragedy of Nero: 

and I, no correſpondence have; 

sa whining tender-hearted ſlave: 

y | love, becauſe ſhe's bold and brave: 

| ſcan things,  Virtue's the greateſt Crime: 

nd off; or I will paſs through thee, to him. li ber. | 

p. Hold, Ceſar, now I take you at your Word, 

ou will keep your promiſe, ſheath your Sw oard. 

er. Twere leſs to give the World, than let him hve ; 

your Commands with Joy I do feceive. 

7it. What barbarous hand has done this horrid deed? 

my dear Boy, look up; thou doſt hot bleed. 

p (top, thou bloody Spring; my hair per force 

|| bind thee, and damn up the Scarlet Source: 

ill my ſelf rhy Kind Phyfician b, 

en | was ſick thou ſtill wert To to me: 

1 Bedſide, ftrict watch all night he'ld keep, 

„with his Songs, rock my dull cares aſleep. 

checks are pale! Roſes, look forth again, 

ſmile for Joy your pretty Rival's lain. | 

wove thy thred of life too fine to laſt. 

& loſt at once! O ſad! O deſp'rate caſt! N 

s in my Arms, Fle bear thy Beauties hence; 

puilty hand ſhall touch thy Innocence ” 

arm in arm, we in one grave will lye; 

iched we liv'd, but happy we will dye. 
1 [Exit with Cyara. 

5. What means my trembling Heart by this ſurpriſe? 

001 figh? why do theſe Bluſhes riſe? © 

te my Soul, a mournful Troop appears; 


ſe: 


j s ſtifled in their Birth, ſtarts, ſudden Fears 
niſhing Joys, and ſolitary tears“ 

find e bim, *tis too plain Juſt Head'a has ſent 

nnd. y Inconſtancy this puniſhment 

cet, None to far to think of a return; 

t. enjoy him: O my heart does burn! 

theſe Wood boils high, and beats with ſtrange defires - _ 

Sow jſt that madneſs mingled with ſuch fires. [ Exit. 


. Thou haſt a Wit; ſme ſudden means contrive. 
Believe me, S/, this night he ſhan't ſurvive. 
„ [Exit Nero, &c. 
| 8 2 e Solus. 


* 
3 4 T3 ay 2 - _ 


To pay her home, this night her darling dyes. [ 


_ You bleed. 
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Sous. Contrivance gives a miſchief gloſs tis fine; Wh has 
I'hat=— my kinſman Bxrrbzs fills his Wine; | 


By nature bloody — then rhe pow'rful charm Sou 

Of Gold, a preſent gain, no future harm, thy! 

Safe in the Emp'ror's favour he ſhall live: Not 

All this well weig'd, my black defign muſt thrive. my T 
Nature has not been overkind to me- | 

Her /imber Sons and I cannot agree: iſo, 1 

She is my Stepdame; but my comfort is eit n 


SCENE. IL 
Oths Pre. 


P:/o. Er be advis'd, and let us end this ſtrife. (| 
0rÞo. Deny thy words and I will ſpar 
Piſo. Deny my words? what didſt thou ever fe- 
In all my life, to raiſe this thought in thee? 
My nature's hor, provoke me, Sir, no motre: 
I do pronounce again ſhe is a whore.  _ 
0:h. Blaſphemet, peace; rage does my heart 
Wert thou my Father, 1 could not forbear. (8 
Pi ſo. Sir, I dare Fight _ 
Orhv. Guard well thy life. 
Piſo. I do. 3 
This ſport was ne' er unwelcome untill now, [h 


totten 
0. Yo! 
hus, f. 
0. Do 
my v 
WW. Blir 
Id by r 


Otho. No matter, Sir, the wound's but Night. Bri 
Piſo. O, Brother, hear me for I will not Fight. 
Otho, You muſt. CID 1 Muff 
Piſo. I cannot. Heav'ns! what have I done? om c 
Otho. Thou art a Coward: pr'ythee, Boy, begue, 4 
Piſo. Curſe on my hand that drew your precious ua” 15 ; 
Poppea is an Angel chaſte and good: + OS 
Ple flatter you; I care not what I ſay, . 8 
Rather than ſtill purſue this fatal fray. = wu 5 | 
Otho. Now I believe what thou haſt ſaid is true; , 


pou | n 
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has done what Anger could not doe 

he is falſe, forſworn, and I am loſt. 
Soul is ſhip-wrack'd on its molt lov d coaſt; * 
thy Victorious Mercy I'm undone. 7 
Noble Brother, leave this wretch alone; 
my Heart's fick! your pardon, pray no more; 
| will lie, and my hard Hap deplore. 

%. Then I will fit for ever by your fide, ; 
eit not ill, if I this tameneſs chide, _ DE» | 
ſe up your wrath, let Anger chaſe away 3 

ſe ſullen Clouds; Revenge will bring the dag 
n, and make your honour ſhine more bright. 
e it damns her to ſhades of death and night, | 
bv, Ha! thou haſt wak'd my Soul from its dull reſt 
nge, thou gen'rous fire, enrich my breaſt, 


de: 


, 


Poppea paſſes over the Stage. 


Wctious Whore ! I'le fink her with a Blow, 

1 0 2 for 2 ; let * go. 1 | 

o. You ſee her Guards will your Revenge ; 

hus, for nothing, we our lives ſhall loſe. ole 

v. Down, down, myjſwelling heart? O, I am ſad + 

my weak Eyes ; this fight has made me mad. 

WW. Blinded with Rage, our Reaſor's apt to ſtray - 
Id by me; Fle ſhew the ſafeſt way. oy, 


SCENE III. 


Britannicus reading, Poppea enters. 


, Muſing, and all alone? Sp/lana, go, 

tom ot my Fate Ple quickly know: 

nues are dethron'd, and Paſſions rule; | 

vt! my crimes you have reveng'd at full. 

s it a Truth? or does Fame tell us lyes, 

it reports that the ſoul never dyes, 

I aled firs, and acts in gloomy ſhrouds, | 

Ste 0 P44, when ſhe's hemm'd with cixcling Clouds? 
G 3 When 
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When the ſoft partner of our griefs and joyes, WM. W. 
With trembling hands ſhall cloſe our dying Eyes, lam | 
ben in ſad ſort our friends ſhall Rand and morn, it, I 


To fee the fatal Torch thoſe relicts burn, all thi 
_— Is there an end of thought? no farther care? p. Yo 
—_ - 5 Throne of Bliſs, nor Caverns of deſpair? nly ir 
WN dens of Darkneſs, nor no ſeats of Glory: Ih thoſe 
Then all our grave diſcourſe is but a ſtory. in this 

Some tull-gorg'd Prieft, nodding beneath a ſhade, it. Th 

Tales of Eliaiun, and the dull pool, made. Some 


Whither, O whither, go we, when we dye? 1 how 
Why, there were Babes not yet conceiv'd do lie? 
Death's nothing ; nothing after Death will fall; 
Time, and dark Chaos, will devour us all, 


Pop. I come to kill thee, Prince. ir, Ha! 
Brit. My Boy is dead 3 | pods! it 
To Heav'ns bright Throne his brighter Soul is fled : Wi cold he 
Yonder he mounts on ſilver burniſh'd Wings; Go 1 


Each God, immortal ſweets round him flings. 
Now, like a ſhip, he cuts the liquid Sky; | 
His Rigging's Glorious, and his Maſt is high, heed, k 

. Fann'd with cool winds his Golden Colours fly. Stay 
Ha! wilt thou follow him? begin : ſtrike home, n didſt 

Pop. 1 ſay, to kill thee (Prince) I hither come fllow t 

Thy Eyes ſharp Beams have run quite through my unt al 
And J, on thine, will thus Revenge the ſmart. 
Brit. Strike, and by Heav'n Ple kiſs thee for the Bl 

Be quick: my blood is black and full of woe : 
Do me this welcome dangerous Cruelty, 0 
Fair Murdreſs, if thou art my Enemy. „ Ile te 
Pop. Nay, ſure you flatter d when you term'd mem my 


I faint. | 
Brit. Witbin my Arms T'le hold thee till 
Thy Soul return, and greedy Death beguile. 
In Roſy Gales Life through her Lips does ſtream: 


Brit. It Lyllies, Snow, and Light, be ſuch, you 525 
Pop. If I am ſo, this deed would make me four my f 
And caſt eternal ſpots upon my Soul; | 
Therefore, thou horrid: Inſtrument, bs gone: A chan 
Without thy help, alas, I am undone. V 


am fick! 
i, I am contagious ſure ; ; 


all that touch me dye. 

. You are my cure: | 

ly in your power to make me live. 

thoſe lov'd Eyes let me this Balm receive, 
in this Circle Je me ever grow. (me do? 
it, Thou Charmer, ſpeak ; what wouldſt thou have * 
Something — why, thus to preſs your hand, that's _ 
I how he [hakes! why do you tremble, Fine? 


Cyara' s Ghoſs. 


* La 


ods! it is my Boy what would it thou have? 
cold he looks, juſt riſ'n from the Grave! : 
Go not to be bed, but fly that Sorcereſs —_— 
empts, like Circe, and has deadly Charms. 

on Cyara, for ſhe lov'd thee well: 


It, Stay, [ conjure: rhee ſtay, leave me not thus, ; 
a didſt ever love Britannicus. © | 
low thee along thy Ayry track, 


Emer Sylvano with a Taper. 


„ Ile tell thee, Killing woe, and deep WT 
Im my Guirl; Ile ſhew thee ere we ben 

kings: a troubled mind, and wounded * 

ir my former peace, what would I give? 
dmfort is, this Shame I ſha'nt ſurvive, 

fl change nothing is conſtant found z 


am: 
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" Why did you wake me 221 thi golden dream © - 


5 * 
. 


it, Ha! what art thou; thou ayry phantaſm, hence ö 


heed, beware; thou'rt in the Rode to Hell: [Exir ; 
jount above the clouds to fetch thee back. [Exif | 


jv. O Head n How do you, Madam ? what ſucceſs? | 


ods, with mhiri-0inds, drive our Fortunes round, - 
[Exeuntt 
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SCENE IV, 
Nero, ſleeping in a Couch, Caligula's Ghoſt apjeay 


Gboſt. Rom the infer nal cave, the wide, the loy 
AY | Abyſs, the direful pit of endleſs woe, 
On which each God that looks ſcarce keeps his Stat 
But, giddy grown, turns and takes hold of Fate. r ma: 
Caligula, in vapours wrapt, does come, 
Nero, thy friend and the ſworn foe of RO ME. 
Not Hell's more dreadful than theſe hated walls, 
The Stygian waves, and Terrbene water's falls, 
Alike with fear confound my troubled Soul, 
And ſprinkle equal horrors as they rowl, 
By Traytors hands I fell: O that I could, 
For every drop they ſhed, ſpill Seas of Blood, 
Oh Heav'n, Ide do what cannot bz expreſt ! 
With raging Plagues I'de fill each Roman Breaſt : 
Burn Palaces : like Thunder, I would rave, 
Tear the tall Woods, and rend each Secred Grove, 
| But oh! by pow'rful Fate I am confin dd, 
And muſt not reak the madneſs of my mind, 


Nero, Act thou, what can't be done by me, ir ov 


 * The Genius, I, will aid thy cruelty : ling b 
With my pale hand I ſtroak the troubled ſenſe; us not 

All poy ſon Hell contains I do diſpence,; e a8 . 

= The fcum of Lethe, with Alellos gall, ROA 
| AMzggera's wear. ſhall on thy vitals fall; ber's 
=_ Errinnis ſhall about thy heart- ſtrings twine; um bl 
| Yet all's too little for our great defign, olten 
Lo, I am warn'd; ſee where fierce envy ſtands, les ſh; 
And ſummons me, by Plitro's dread commands. Ruin 


Go on, be mad; no more, I muſt be gone, 
And vaniſh, like the Light when Day is dohe. 


Nero Solus. 


Where havel been ? thou Damon of the Night 
Return; Tm rack d with this apalling fight, | 
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» forked tongues of Furyes can't expreſs _ 
— that — within me: Sulphur's leſs; 
Hell it ſelf ſo full of dread appears; 
Night, nor datker Dearth, ſuch horror wears; 
the deſtructive force of Wind, and fire, 

en ſome great City's ruin they conſpire; 

the devouring Sea, when Neptune makes 

> Sea-Gods drunk, and draughts of ruin takes - 
ng d Womens hate, Sword, Famine, Plagues combine; 
ir madneſs trebled cannot equal mine: "oi 

you faint emblems of my fury are: | 
tender Sex, nor Age, my wrath ſhall ſpare. 


Enter Druſillus bloody. | 


at News? thy looks declare it to be 

aſty Joy appears, though dreſt in blood, _ 
ra. The rabble, Sir, with Wine and Rage inſpir'd 

h Trayt'xous hands your Palace would have fir d: 

© Guards they did aſſault; but we withſtood 

r hear, and ſoon allay'd it with their Blood. 

Strokes were giv'n ere the baſe Cowards 

pris ners are, ſome ſcap'd, and ſome are dead. 

r. Ha? do they bid me Battle? they ſhall die ; 

ir own Weapon I the Slaves defy. : 

ing but Eames can quench my kind led Ire. 

us not enough; Fire Ile revenge with Fire. 

e as young Phaeton I will return: | Fr 
ROME, the World's Metropolis, ſhall burn. 
bers flood new beams I will diſplay, | | 
urn black Night into a Golden Day. 

olten GODS ſhan't ſave their Capital, 4 


* 


les ſhall tumble down, guilt Roofs ſhall fall: 
Ruin, with a noiſe ſhall ſwallow all. _ 
Finis Adus guarti. (Excumt 


act 


—_ 
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ACT V. SCENE I. 


Britannicus, Flavine, Attendants. 


Brit. LAre, fire, I'm all one flame; fly, my Friends] 
—_ - | Or I ſhall blaft you; O my Breath is Brimſty 
My Lungs are Sulphur, my hot Brains boile ore; 

Or you that needs will ſtay, let your eyes run, 
If you did ever Love this wretched Prince, 
Now mourn, now weep. O, I will catch your Ten 
And drink the precious drops: I burn, I burn; 
Fall, fall, you gentle Rills, you melting ſhow'ts; 
Call all the Winds to fan my furious fires ; 
Bring the cold North, Ile kiſs his out-blown cheek; 


Upon my flaming breaſt Vle lay his head, ſort of 
And hug him in my heart, for he is cold; hall t 
Wich my hot Arms Fle claſp his froſty limbs, drown 
And twine about him like a wanton Girl. Uthe 4 
Oh! oh! it. Ti. 
Fla. Can there be Gods, and not revenge? bright 
Can they behold this Noble Copy of | 4 Oh ( 
Their own bright Excellence polluted thus, Queen 
Thus rent and torn by Sacrilegious hands, me, | 
Yet idle fit, and ſleep upon their Thrones? im th 
The voice of Murder's loud as their own Thunder. . Fare 
Awake, awake, you drowſie Deities! Union! 
Here is a ſight ſo pitifully ſtrange, I ates 
Twould melt the Sythian's Soul, who ſtands unmoſe mov 
And ſullen at his Mothers Funeral. | Far: 


When Fame reports this deed, the rugged Moor 
Will ſtand abaſh'd, and groan to hear it told. 
Break, break, my heart: Oh you great GODS of RV 
Where are you all? is this my welcome home? 
Brit. Ha! he does weep! nay, pry*chee do not hid 
By Hear, thou art my Friend: lend me thy ſtore, 
My eyes ſhall pay the uſe, truſt me they ſhall; 
Here, in my Boſam, lay thy pearly ſtock; 


i 
tr, WI 
r, Tis 
55 the Pi 
Hr. Th 
ke no 
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in how he weeps ! thou art a Virgin ſure -, 
| you dear drops; Oh let me hug theecloſe?* © 1 | | 


Spirits are quite parch'd up, my palate's dry; WIDE he 
Flizian ſhades are cool: oh, let me dym. 

w. Sir, l am Havius have you quite forgot me?? 

rit, Ido remember thee ; I lov'd thee well: c 

u att a Noble Youth, the Child of Honour. * 

1. From France I come, and bring important News. 

„. Ha! hold Ple tell thee news: Ofavia's dead; 

5 cold, alas, but I am hot as fire? 3 I 
amiable floods, when do you ſtray? YER 
come, and quench me, quench my raging flames. 

: O hear me, Heav'ns ! hear me, you Juſt great 
il your Ears are open to our Pray'rs, * 

t you hold commence with mortal Sighs, 
t the Vows of humble Souls are heard, 

pow look down and hear my ſhort addreſs: 
ſorr of Suſtenance will I receive, | 19 
ſhall the ſparkling bowl ſalute my lips, 5 =_ 
drowny Sleep viſit my weary Eyes, 15 
the Author of this Murder know. | ..- 
. Tis like theez thou wert always a true freind _ 
bright flaming Chariot PII aſcend. or oh 

„ Oh Odlavia, my dear loves, | 
Queens of Innocence, you ſpotleſs Doves, 
me, I come. Flavius? nay, pry*rhee nighher; 
in thy Arms, let me, kind youth, expire. [Dies. 
. Farewel, bright Soul! thou Royal Excellence! 
Union! Grandeur join'd with Innocence! 

rares of wicked Men are groſs and flow 

e mov'd apace.—but I forgot my vow. 


Enter Petronius, Burrhus, with Guards.  * 


r. Tis done, my Lord, ne'r doubt it. 
tr. What is he? 


W 


** 


* 


\ | g 


1 r. Tis Flavius, new returned from France, he came 
ot hg the Prince had drunk the poyſon'd Wine: 
ſtore, Mr. That was not quite ſo well, for he is honeſt; 


ke no Notice: whete's the Prince give way. 
came he dead? charge you ſpeak, anſwer 1 
* . | | 27> ; ; | ; ay 
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Lay hold of all, in the name of the Emperour. 
Hi. Hands off, I will declare the Author of 
This horrid Murder. „ who fill'd his Wine? 
Bur. That, Sir, did IJ. e 
Fla. Then thou art his Murderer. | 
Start nor, baſe villain, black as thou art, the Prince 
\ With his laſt noble breath did pardon thee, 
=_ Bur. Sir, I was order d ——— 
3 Fla. Ha! is it then a Truth? 
Bur. I know not; but 
1 Fa. Thou ly'ſt : it is too true. 
1 Guilt and Diſtraction, fir upon thy Brow ? 


And *ris as true that thou ſhalt die fort, Villain. Dan 
Petr. Hold, Sir: by what authority dare you doth 
Fa. Why, by the Gods, by Friendſhip, Juſtice, al 


The anſwer thee no farther. 
Petr. Ha! forbear. | Loud oy 
Take him or kill him, Guards, I do command you, 


Comer! down Petronius 


Ela. Pardon you Gods, my former blaſphemy ; 
O you are Juſt, and I adore your Powers : 
Now lead me where you pleaſe, to life or death, 
Let me but pay my laſt Obſervance here, 
My vow I have perform'd ; and thou dear Prince, 
Art in ſome part reveng'd: what my poor power 
Could poſſibly effect, is done; the reſt 

Belongs unto the Gods. 

Petr. Remove the Bodies, 

And bring him away · 


SCENE II. 


[Ext 


Plautus, Mirmilon. 


- 


Plau. Ear you the news? , | 
Mir. Nor I : you ſeem amaz d. 
Pau. A Currier from beyond the Als arriw 
Reports the French are all in Arms, reſolv'd 


kills Burrhus: he Guards dj 


ent 
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ring the War ey'n to the Gates of RO ME, 

e Vindex heads the Rebels, and all France 
ribures largely: this the Emperour hears,  R-— 
laughs; flights them, and ſwears he'll hang em all; 
People mutiny in every ſtreet. 

r Tongues are lawleſs: nay, they murmur loud: 
e modeſtly retire to corners, where 1 
curſe and damn him, call him paricide, 
ner of their Houſes, Friends and Gods, 
here he comes; the Lion's rous d, his b 
ted with anger, Lightnin flaſhes in them: 
Thunder follows? Let's ſtand by and hear. 


Nero, Flavius, Guards. 


Wast not well done? I did his Murd'rer kill. 
7. Know, hardy fool, he ſuffer'd by my will. 
| bim, and did his Death contrive. 
Villain, think how long thou haſt to le. | 
Tolive? Oh who would live, thy humour's ſlave? 
ent worſe chan blackeſt Devils have. 8 
araſities, -the Moths of Grandeur, fawn, 
guilded canker· worms, Ambition 's ſpawn: I 
ſpiſe thee Tyrant as thou art; 1 
s nothing great, nor manly in thy heart. 
ath, WF. Are you fo hot? Tle alter your fierce Tone. 
go burn the villain ; fee it done. 
C8, Mid'ſt of devouring flames, I will SIN 
ver t the Maſter Devil thou, | 
black crew of lefler Fiends deviſe: 92 6 

all not hear a groan till J expire; a J 

n Ile ſhout defyance from the fire, . 
the ock of death, and to the Gods retiere. | 
Leun. 


ince 


: Dr 
2 do th 
Ce, A 


[ Ext 


"Enter Petronius. | 
Dread Sir, two Meſſ-ngers who come from Spain, 
chat Galla does new Wars Wann:: 
he revolted Troops, and Joyns with Frances, 
mans TOY egme in, and all ouny | 
Your Majeſty.” K L4H» 1 0: 
Ple hear no more. k, 91022 08 
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Petr. They call him Emperour. 


wen 
Ner. They do: but what's the name, wa fit n 
Let him come on; this Arm ſhall ſtrike him dead, Whicy its 
And ſnatch his borrowed Laurels from his head. t Rele 
Petr. Your Treaſures are conſum d with late Ex ncefor 
Ner. His gather'd Sums ſhall help chat Indigencz 
Petr. Time flies; tis fit your wiſdom had defigyi 
Ner. Do you conſult, while I my pleaſures min Hell 
Oh my Poppea, where art thou retir d? itt, 
Never was bleſſing 1 8 is Key 
So oft enjoy d; yet ſtill ſo much deſir d. [ Ex you 1 
| e 75 10 W am 
SCENE UL Soul 
* | | e ſhe | 
7 55 Poppea, Piſa, and Otho liſtening. i l 
Pop. Re they hoth dead? Piſo and Otho too? bes! 
Piſo. I ſaw em firſt appoſe the Pyrats the w 
With numbers, ſcorning death, they did engage; er than 
The GOD of Battles bluſh'd as he look d on, h pant 
Envying the juſt applauſe theſe Herges won. (ch our 
Fop. Vize is ſtill by violence oppreſt. they 
How his eyes ſparkle! Pray relate the reſt. ee in o 
Piſo. 1 have my ſelf the doubtful hazard ftood ve ſe. 
Of fifteen battles, -plung'd in waves of Blood, le the) 
The dreadful caſt on Fortunes bank I threw, leave x 
Life was my lot; yet ſtill in all my view 
Of Wounds, of War, and Death I never ſaw | 
Such pleaſing horror, fuch delighiful awe, ſo, W 
Such mighty force and art together laid; SChap 
Never was game of death ſo bravely play d: ot cri 
At laſt, © that Llive ſuch news to tell! e Lim 
With conqu ring tir d, theſe Sons of valour fell. Moo t 
Pop. Oh power of Love! his words my Soul inagsnt in 
Sure tis ſome G O D, delighting in a ſhade - IP. The 
The Glories of his Eyes, lie Stars in Night, | ſhoul 
Or mourning Beauties, charm my wounded ſight. Na brig 
Since Honours are by Cæſar, round me hurld, n thy g 
Since I am made the Empreſs of the World, ore f 


Since alls my choice, why do I doubtful ſtand, "ig: h 
And wich a pleaſure which I may command? 


j 
2 
A 
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when I die, I muſt to Torments go, E 
at no time be loſt, let pleaſures flow. 
cy its eager Appetite fnall cloy; 
Relolution holy qualms deſtroy; 
aceforth, what ere I like, I will enjoy. 
{70 | [ Exit beckoning Pi 
| Otho, Solus. 7. J 
Hell! her crimes thy horror cannot match: 
ſwift, my Sword, her luſt and life diſpatch. 
is Key unlocks all doors throughout the Court. 
you ſo wanton? Yes you ſhall have ſport. 
am 1 robd of all 1 ever loyd! | 
Soul is heavy, and woul à be remov'd. 
e (he was fair, the ſofteſt, ſweeteſt wife, 
heart's lov'd Joy, the Jewel of my Life; 
| ſhe ſtood ſo, how happy had I been! 
he's fallen, and glories in her Sin. 45115 
the whole Sex is naught, falſe, and unkind; 
ſer than flatt*ring Seas, or fleeting Wand - F 
panting hopes and fears they rack our Bteaſt, 
ch our ſoft ſleeps, and raviſh downy reſt : 
they are skill'd, praCtis'd in paint and art; 
le in our face, and ſtab us to the heart. | Bn 
we lee all, think nothing is unſpy'd 8 | | 


le they like Serpents on their bellies glide, ' | 
leave no Print behind, our ſearch to guide. | 


; [ Exit, 


Poppea, Piſo. 
iſo. War is my Miltaf k here 1 am unfit: 
£5 chapler misbecomes a War-ior's head 
not cringe, my nerves too firm are knit; 
e Limbs ne're lay upon a filken bed. 
you, that are the World's great Empreſs, take 
ut in the Embraces of a Slaves? 

. The Sun, for thy lov'd cheek, did Heau 'n forſake; 
| ſhould not I the like advantage have? | Ul f 
2 bright Orb of Glory Ile deſcend, 2 * os 
n hy gloomy Cell make my abodee . L- 
ore a ſlave ; henceforth thou art my Friends 
trage has, ere now, teceivd a G0 . 
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nin The Tragedy of N ro. 


Piſo. Who ever knew Night mingle with the Dy! 
Pop. Nothing agrees with Love fo well as Niphy, 
Huſh'd, and in darkneſs hid, the baſhſul play, 

nd, happy as the bold. raviſh delight - 

he moſt obdurate are by kindneſs won. 
ur touches charm; nay, why do you withdraw 

Grow thus, like a ſoft cloud upon the San; 
My pow'rful flame thy Icy Fears will thaw. _ 
Piſo. Your Grandeur aws me; yet, why ſhould If 
Something there is which my blood ſtrangely more; 
I am your-flave ; but are we private here“ 
Pop. As Hermits in their Cells, or Gods in grove 

Piſo. Why did you name the Gods, that Sacred Sy 
The force of Thunder bears, and turns my Blood, 
My Spirits fly low, yet with your touch rebound, 
Like wanton Swallows, when they kiſs the flood. 

Pop. Such fears unworthy are my Blood or Throw 
Give, me a Fancy fixt to its delight? 
Tremblings and ſtarts the fearful well may own; 

The valiant ſtill refuſe a diſtam fight, 

e 

Otho. Here's one that fain would try your mighty 

What mean you? ere the Fights begun, you ſtart. 
oP Night, Horror, Death! Ah, whither ſhall! 
Otho. Can you be valiant, and yet fear to dye? 
Pop. Thus, at your feet, let me one moment gro 

A little reſpite for my Soul allow, "zo 

Repentance ſeizes on each vital part, 

And ſerious grief clings about my heart; 

Yer, etre I dye, let me my thoughts declare, 

O you are wron'g; my ſtill loy'd Lord, you are: 
Your bed's defild, and I am all one ſtain; 

But yer my Blood may waſh me white again. 

By killing me, you only can forgive 

T am fo wicked, that I would not live. 

In pity ſay this of me, when l'm dead, 

She was not eaſily to ruin led; 5 
Twas not a common Crown her Virtue bought, 
But mighty Glory with great Courtſhip wrought ;\ 
Then ſhe was young: | 

This, Sir, perhaps, may mitigate my fault, 


1 


— 


menge NW ry 


14, Her cunning tongue retains its wanted Charing, | 

e, Syren, and hold off thy guilty amm. | 
1 2 gentle load drop on my feet. n wo 5 
k, Piſo, 1 ſuſpect but dare not ſee t. | | 

2 Oh, do not, Sir: my eyes, by chance, ala fy 

half my reſolutions ta'en Away. . 

weeps, ſhe weeps ! Gods whO would. not admire 

ee ſuch Floods riſe from a Spring of Fite ? -\. | 

bv. Yes I will ſee her: O thou falſe one ſpeak, 

hou ſhalt die, | 

gu, will the fatal Stroke, my own heart breaks. 
up, ſeek not to hide thy known diſgrace,  * oh 8 


Suu; 


Me thy fair, thy falſe, thy once 107 Face. 
00 mer me, what have 1 ever done | | 
Th thou ſhouldſt uſe me thus? ceafe thy vaim mag 


peak, or ptactice o're thy mournful art, 
ob an anſwer, Oh my troubled heart! 
„ Yes, I will ſpeak, my noble Lord, I will; 
ut a ſhort Requeſt, be kind, and kill. 
words, like Daggers, through my Breaſt make oy 3 ; 
ſind Deaths you give me by delay. "HF 
ne laſt look. Oh put ms out of paint 
kak no more; 
all my eyes e 're look forth : W 
. A mortal Agony invades my blood, 
ning now whiſpers me, ſhe may be good; 
all we blaſt young Virtue in the bud * 
th-quake's here, all in confuſion toſt, 
diſorder too, Revenge is loſt. FO 
Here you ſhell find ir; on me give the blow, 
Foods arr fo haſty Rill. a 
And you as flow. - 
She ne'r offended thee ? I chew you bold. | 
His old Love burns again. 1 
Alas, Pm cold. 
hon this laſt ardency did move; 
te effect of pity, not of Love. 
| Enter Nero. 
The Empreſe dying? hold thy bloody PREY | 
If thou would 1 = her life 1 charge ber, 


N 


„ 


5 


e 114 The Tragedy of Nero, 
The bond of thy Progreſſion there ſhall be: 


When e er thou ſtim'ſt, 
She takes a ſtep to immortallity. 


4 


»Tis for thy ſake, I this diſgrace endure : 


. Ner. Shall L be brav'd by a black Dog, a Slave! 


Hold, hold : my Pardon, on my knees, humbly thus Im 
Stiff as an Elephant, I cannot bend; _ 

My little fault, let this Submiſſion mend. 

Piſo. You ſtirr'd an Inch; *is vain to weep or pn 


Ner. Thou Son of Night, pernicious Creature 
Tih' name of all the Gods, Oh, let her live; 
Let me this bounty, on my Knees, receive, 

And thou, in all my Glories, fhalrt have ſhare , 
Thy ſooty hand ſhall the World's Scepter bear. 
And Diamond wreaths ſhall round thy Temples mg 
And Peariy Threads thy Jetty neck adorn, | 

Pifo, Juſt as you move, my Juſtice ſhall proceed 
She ſhall not dye this time, though ſhe muſt ble 
15 991 x Stabs ber in the 

Ner. What haſt thou done? 
 -Pifo, Not much +» your — keep, 

And fiir not, leſt I make a Wound more deep, 

Ner. Beheld I'm fix d: thou art not humane fur 
O, mighty Love! 


Had'ſt thou a Generous Soul thou couldſt not ſee 
The Lord o'th* World thus long upon his Knee, 
Piſo. Like a tall Tree to dull Earth thou ſhalt pf 
You were a mighty God a while a goe, | 
And *cis my Pride to make your Godhead bow. 
Ner; I cannot ſuffer this. Awake, my Soul, 
Let havghty rage all thoughts of Love controul. 
Piſo. Nay, then *cis time: Brother ſtrike home 
Otho. I have. Th: 
May all her faults be buried in her Grave. 
Ner. Hence, from my fight ; the ſlaves to Tormel 
Mark me, let em be dying all the Year. 
Tortures in this ſmall Book you may explore, 
The Rack, the Wheel, Phalaris Bull; nay mote 
With care, turn all the bloody pages o're : 
On fiery- brazen pavements let em run, 
Their eye-lids ſnatch, let them face the Sun, 
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The Tragedy „ News 5. +44. + 
leath, dare you ſtay? begone, I. will. not her + 
ond; — what need I thus my PRE! way | $ 
looks hereafter ſhall my mind decla Katie 
ere is the Empreſs? bring her to my * 
bau. The Empreſs, {aid you, Sir? * lhe. is e. 
er. Villain, thou IR; go pull his tongue out, | 
lee the roots on't; fly, h'has 1 his laſt. 
0 anſwers now? Statues, by * N gull? . 
ir, If ſhe were 6 LEN, = 
r. Whar then, Sententious fool 7 _ 
:were dead, I would reſtore her ode”. 
he ſhould live — 
bt of her ſelf, ſpight of the Gods, and Death. 
Pow'r's unlimited, as is their own; | 
ſmile brings Life, and Death attends my. been * 
Empires bounds, Nature alone does make 
dun his lodging in my Sea does tage. 
grateful God too owns the mighty debt, 1 
xs me down Clowds, and pays me gen'rous i 
e were dead? 
eof your cringing and baſe Flattery ; 3 N T1 
e Lyars all: hence, from my preſence 6. 15 T 
Euter Meſſenger. 
uf. Loft, and undone : fly ſacred Sir, you'r lol, Of 
i juſt arriv'd npon our Coaſt, ty v 4 
tourſcore thouſand ſtrong he beats the way, 
reacherous Senate too their Truſt betray; 
zh all the Streets Proclaim him Emperour, 
all zou Tyrant, curſe your Name and Pow'r. (er. 
. Flie, flie, dread Sir; flie from this fatal 1 . 
fe Plebeions have. beſer you round; 
nize, who a while ſultain'd their beat, 
al bloody, from the Walls retreat. | 
and P:ſo, from your Guards are freed, 
ME applauds chem for this laſt great Deed, Exi 7. 
Enter Petronius ftaggering. . 
Speak, my true Friend; Vle be advisd by you? 
hore remains; in theſe extreams, to do? 
With faithful truth, Sir, F have ſerv'd you long : 
Was the right, } did my ſelf the wrong 
H 2 Bur 


. 


116 The Tragedy of Nero: 
But now it matters not, *twas Loyalty, 
And, as I livd, I in your ſervice dye. = 
My counſel is, you by your own hand bleed, 
The Senate has ſome poor baſe Death decreed: 


\ Death's but a name; by my example fall 
I fear no Lakes, nor Sr igian Frogs: that's all. 


Ner. O Gods ! but wherefore name I theſe feign'd poi on 
The Elements, the Seaſons, Days, and Hours, Be | 
Were always as they are, and will be fo, © For 
And Nature her eternal round will go. Like 
The Gods when we're awake their Pæmant keep Raif 
At home, and only fright us when we fleep. For) 
I would the utmoſt know of Deſtiny, He k 
And therefore, dying, do their Powers defy. le ca 
If they have any Thunder, let it come; Wt , 
Fle the heavy ſhock, and brave my doom. Or m 


Down all at once---Ha! whence proceeds this nd 


If there be Gods, fure this muſt be their Voice 

9 on, talk louder yet, what ſhapes are theſe? BW 12h: 

diſmal Scene of Death ! my Arteries. Map y 

Tremble and Nature finks beneath her weight. 

I know you all: ſmile on, Thou art my fate. Und , 
What God was't hung thee there? He is my friend: 

By rhee, he points me out a noble end, _ 
Ot he, Piſo, Attendants. 

Otho. Tis he, and as it ſeems by himſelf flair, 
RO ME's facred Genius, now look forth again; 
Come from thy fhroud, fhow thy Majcftick head; 
Direct our Joys, the dreadful Tyrants dead, 

Piſo. Let's to the FO RU M haſte and there pic 
A mighty donarive in Galbas name. | 
With all the Pomp och” Court his Camp we'll m 
And his approach with Joyful ſhourings greet: 
Proclaim him Emperour with Trumpers found 

While he, now made a God, ſhall ſcorn the Grout 
And, on our ſhoulders ride, with Lawrels Crown 


EPILO( 


ILOGUE, Spoken by Mr. Harris) 


OW dull, how grave, and how preciſe ye /t' 
As if ye had ated Love, not taſte rye fit 
When the Tricks done, like Wine unſtopt ye pall 
After enjoyment, thus itt with you all. 

Tour modiſh Playes like Jaunty Miſſes ſhew'd, 

Be bravely dreſt, bigh flown, more fine than good 
For Cloaths attrads ye more than fleſh and blood © 
Like cover d Viands Beauties hid from ſigbt, 

Raiſe drooping fancy up to new delight, 

For you Gallants, ye gay brisk witty Men, £ vB 


He knows your killing trade, your damning firatht 
Je can as _ Wenches and Drink ron. | 
It faith for my ſweet on be kind to night, 
0r may this heavy curſe upon you light ; 
May each Gallant that has an affignation, 

l jilted after four hours expectatian; 

0r if the masked Gentlewoman come 

Sight of long Scarf, may ſhe be dogg'd from hu 
e TI | 
height of Titilation hear a rappin, 

Ind then the jealous Cuckald take ye napping. 
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adam, 


m Here is nothing more difficult, even to the 
tt, Valiant or the Witty, than making A 


aches to the Fair: Nay, I am confident t 

| nenowned Conquerour, even Alexander hike 
if he now liv'd, would rather ſtand expos d a. 
tothe Javalins of an.enrag*d Multitude, than 
e his Addreſs to a Beauty fo powerfully arm'd 
our Grace. The moſt lofty Wit that ever 
ſtant Succeſs and popular Applauſe made con- 
nt, would tremble to ſpeak before you. 
ge then how, unfit I am, blafted in my hopes, 
preſs'd in my growth by a moſt ſevere, if not 
ſt Fortune. Tis greatly done to raiſe the 


James d, which makes me apply my ſelf to your 
orbit who, as vou are the Brighteſt, are like- 
| the Nobleſt Object in the World; You enli- - 


like the Sun, with Univerſal Influence, 
ck induces me co hope that a Beam from your 


The Honblet of 


Tur Servants, 
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+ Spoken by Mrs. Roche, 
H E whoſe attemps is ſhown this'Night to pleaſe, 
* Bebeld me entring and my arm did. ſei xe, 
Cryd, Madam, ſtay, ſtay but one minute more; 

| But I your Servant left him at the doer, 4 
Ho dear, and yet how dreadful is the Night, 
That makes a Poet, or undoes him quite ? 5 
Such is the Night when a kind - bearted Maid 
Becomes a Sacrifice to Bridal- bed: a 
Sbe fears to give what yet ſhe wiſhes paſt, 

Cries fie, no, and drives it to the laſt. (© 

If to be brought ot h. Stage ſo much can fright, 
What Devil makes you all ſo mad to write? 
But hold, let me confider : 
Wit which was fi merly but Recreation, _ 

Is now become the Buſineſs of the Nation; 
| Prentices write Lampoons, your Juſtices _ 

Have quirks for Courtiers late debauchertes, 
Hnd Conſtibles with quibbles break the peace. 

Jour formal Citizen turns Man of Senſe, 
And bas jo. Ingenuity pretence : 


Treats Miſs in Box, which was but Punk with you, 
Gripes ber craz'd knee, and treads upon ber toe, 
And cries, I fack, my dear, this Play will do. 
With Beard preciſe bis Verdift dares pronounce . 
Pho by predeſtination is 4 Dunce : © © | 
Alf will be cenſering, a man that write, 
And praiſe or damn bim like. a Man that fights. 
With boldneſs-therefore both ſhould be inſpir d, 
| The Stout and H/itty ſhould alike be fir d: - 
Poets, lil Men of Courage, that begin, 
Sbould ſtill puſh forward when they're enter d in; 


s ” 
6. 1 1 


Til certain of Applauſe they write with eaſe, _ 


And with juſt forces are reſolv'd to pleaſe: © 
The little Miis of Courſe will then obey, } 
And britkh'y ſwear the Faſhionable Wr, 4 5 
| To all that thoſe inſipidly can a:: j 
So 4 young ſharp-ſer Bully | f 
With famine pinch d, and much given to think, 25 
Who thirſt for fame, but irſti much more for drink, 
, Reſolves to periſh, or inbance his Name, ENTS 
Aud gives not oe till he proves Cock oth* Game; 
ben be who lately feem'd like Winter bare, 
Comes forth lik: Summer looſely clad and clear; 

He drives the, Squires with breath ef Pantaloons, | 
And the leſt wards be (peaks if Blood and Wounds: 
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urquer- Enter Auguſtus, Agrippa, Mecznas, Ovid 
owing with Muſick, and ſings while the Emperpigy 
it; melancholy. = | LS 7 ff 


ET Buſineſs no longer uſurp your High Mind. 
But lo Dalliance groe way, and 10 Pleaſteres be Rind; 
Let Buſineſs to morrow, to morrow imploy, X 


3 
to day the ſhort Bleſſing let's cloſely en 
's fro/ick below, till they bear us above; 
Czlar we'll Hing, to Cæſar and Jove. _© wes: 


: <bF Toner oe £1 > T8 
x Buſineſs we'll ramble, like Bridegrooms unbrac t 
[ /urfert on Pleaſures which others but _ Tin) od 
[ laugh till we weep on the breaſt of the Fair, 


[the Tears that we ſhed, ſhall the Treſpaſs 7 4. 
vom that below we but Ag thoſe above, ' K. 16 


never repent, yet are always in Lobe. 


** 


- 
8 
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Vaſt are the Glories, Cæſar, thou haſt won, 
Make whoſe Triumphs up, the World's undone: 
ludians from the Faſter nets remptes 2: 7 FA 
lee the Treaſure of their Shrines devote: 
le Trees of Coral, which they div'd for low, 
in the walks of Neptune s Palace grow. 5 
 Tricons trumpeting on ey'ry bouggß; 8 
which the mourning eyes of Thetis par, 
ter cool d Lover bolts through waves away 
Diamonds that the Sun each morning ſheds 
0g his Chariot ore their ſooty headſs. 
The 1 (Anu Row —— orthern Climate come, 
elr YYaggon-hgules genſive roam 12; 72 0 
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And far off proſtrate Adorations make. 


Ager. The Parthians dreading Ceſar, Peace procliin 


Who the renown'd Mark Anthony o'recame. 


So tall in Vertue, and ſo wide in Pow'r. e ca 
Where e're on Nature's peaceful face he treads, ing 
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For thee they ſeek : Tis at thy Name they ſhake, 


hey who the great Pellæan Victor's Arms 
epell'd, feem Thunder-ſtrook at thy alarms. 


Whoſe haughty minds no Force could ever. tame, 


And Craſſus, who like ſome large Oak had ſtood 
The bruſh of warring winds, and ſhowrs of blood, Secre 
His Army round him like an under- wood; yo 
Theſe Martial Rangers root and branches tore, 
And on their Creſts his trickling heart-ſtrings wore, 
Oth. The World ſhou'd ſtretch to hold an Empem or 


Her foremoſt rank of Sons ſubmit their heads, 


With ſmiles they all this God-like walkings greet, \ 
While Crowns and Scep:ers play about his feet. 

Aug. Ceaſe this unwelcome noiſe; I ſay, give on fror 
Ye muſt not ſpeak, fince I can here no more: ou 
Take wing like Angels, fly to Heavns abodes, Wis © 
Though ye have tongues might charm the ears of ll no! 
They pleaſe not me, for I am diſcord all, eit in 
Broke by my own that tryumph in my fall. Cank 
Barns and Out-houſes, or ſome rotten Hold, Il gre: 
Pleaſe the dark Birds better then rooms of Gold, fem 
3 ye me of circumveſted pride, Ing 1 
Of Purpl'd Fame, and thouſand cares befide ? ſcum 
Give me but one or two ſoft happy hours, pr. Sc 
And all the greatneſſes of State be yotis. oterd 

Mec. What lifted troubles your high thoughts ma choic 
And ſhake the frame of your Majeſtick breaſt? Whom 
«. Oth. If ſome portentous darkneſs ar Noon-day, being 
Should o're the Heav'n deep dreadful blacks diſplay ot by 
Without offence to Altars we might come, te, Va 
To know the cauſe of ſuch a horrid gloom. May be 
'Tis Loyal kindneſs urges our defire; bert 
Speak, C2/ar, left we {it while we enquire, les 0 

Mec. So huge and dark your Sorrow's Chaos gro ; Ri, 

v' 


No glimm ring ſtreak of Joy can interpoſe. 
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y. Your mighty care no interval allows, * 
muſings, ſtarts, and ſad contracted browsz  _* 
ir Spirit like old Night, e're Day was made 
ge ſubſtantial darkneſs, Tolid ſhade. | 
or, Laſt night as at your feet I waking lay, 
ing the Golden Taper's watchful Ray, 
i'd your deeds with horrour wrap'd unfold, 


Sacred things, and never to be told. 1 
u you arm'd from your toſsd Bed ariſe, | : 


| \ 
— 2 


oclait 


ful as Fove, call'd by a Virgin cries, 

5 with his Thunder to the cur:ain'd Skies: 

our you cry*d, then ſtalk d about the Room, 

ce call'd, Scribonia, curſe upon thy womb, 

ting the Air you made three empty blows, 

then lay down, ſeeking with groans repoſe. | 
. Ey n now ſtrong fighs your Royal tabrick tear, 
with their violent curſe torment the Air: 

from your eyes confliting ſorrows paſs, 

you in vain the ſtruggling tears ſuppreſs. 
O my lov'd Friends, tis a harſh truth; but ſtay, 
ll not out till Tears have ſmooth'd its way; ** 
eit in one worſt word, my actions ſtain, | 
Cinker of my Laurels Valour's bane ; 

ll great evil Julia be the name, 4 

from the womb of curſt Scribonia came; 

ing in War J got the wanton brood, _ 

ſcum of boiling Youth, froth of my blood 
r. Some bufie perſon with Officious tongue; [Ovid 
ter'd to th* Imperial Princeſs wrong.  goerout © 
choice Marcellus dearly ſhe approves, _ K 
whom you have A h'ghly loves : | 
teing boundleſs. born, and mark'd for ſway,  -- 
ot by paſſion check'd nice rules obey. * 
(ic. Vainly her thoughts they gueſs by outward form; 
may be calm within, without a Storm 
teart from common view remov'd lies deep, 

nes of Gold in Nature's bofoin fleep. 

g. Rightty her vertue by a Mine you lay, 

ſe ery luſty Slave may hew his way. 

from thofe that would not forge, ſhe is 

„ Vain, a mocker of our Deities, Now 


R 


as . 


WOES SP 5 | IST 
ns ..GLORIANA; o 
Now by yon”. Heavinſhe has my fury rais d, 
And he's my Foe by whom ſhe dares be praisd. 
A Mine! of what? ſhe is all cbunterfeit, 
Lve weigh'd her in the ballange, found her light , MW 0 
But from my heart the glitt ring droſs L'le tear, 
Like glaſs to dutt Ile pound the brittle fair, 
Then blow her to her Element the Fair, 


wy Enter Julia attended. 

Jul. That Roof's to low, and all the Figures oll, 
Ile have it new wrought; up in fretted Gold; 
Nor ſhall thoſe Dorick Pillars long remain, 

But the vaſt Cieling ſhall it ſelf ſuſtaingn. 

Aug. Not Venus in the proudeſt Robes ſhe wear 
With thouſand Crowns and Trains of dragging Stn 
Thoughts ſo high flown, e're knew; or .&'re cou'd ſtret 
Expanded pride like this ambitious wretch. 

Jul. Ceſar to Fove may claim the ſecond place, 
Bur | with Juno will have equal grace, 

And when the dares match for the better face. 

Henceforth [le have all firſt unmixt, entire, 

My Meats prepat'd with Elemental fire; 
The Palace walks with common feet are worn, lib d! 
Raiſe flying Gardens on vaſt Columns born, 

So near to Heav'n, that ſcorning Tiber's ware, with f 
In Chryftal Buckets we the Clouds may lave, 
To waſh the pendant Soil; ſo ſtrange to view. 
It ſhall Semiramis fam'd Groves ouido. | 

Aug. Be Judges both, and then my wrath forgi 
Joſt Livia ! But 'tis paſt, ſhe ſhall not live. 
Jul. Methinks already Lam walking there 

Thread the fring'd Banks, and breath the Vernal 2 
And Puple cluſters round my Temple ſhine, 
And flowrie mantling Amarant divine, 
And Senſe grows wanton as the luſty Vine. 
Now cloy'd methinks with the mellifluous Grove, 
From Sunny Meads, to cool receſs I move, bo 
Wich tall young men that make immortal love.. 
Aug. Since tis well known how kind you are tod 
Why ſhould you talk of a Removal hence ? 


2 
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ons feaſts too thin for your quaint Palate are, 
42 of Nectar, but how comes it there? [ ſcornfally] 
woking Banquets, rich Ambroſial Meat, Fs, 
ken Clouds they drink indeed, and Air they eat? 
; not your fancy from its Sphere be driv'n, | 
11 never like the ſlender fare of Heav'n. 
74“, Miſtake me not, ?cis for variety F 
at Elyſium's Argent Fields would fee : 
ok you that from your Throne 1 wou'd remove, 
de the gaudieſt Starry Queen above? 1 
25 not my purpoſe, Sir, to tarry there 
only go to Heaven to take the air. - wh 
ug. Come thou'rt not fit to live. 
. Dread Father, why ? 
ves, Thou art all ill. 
hen I'm not fit to dye. 
th will the hopes of Vertue's growth prevent, 
f you grant me life I may repent. 
lace, g. I here pronounce her Stranger to my blood, 
not revenge that muſt not be withſtood. 


. Agrippa and Mecænas hold hin. 
not Virginius his Daughter call. 
leath, and did ſhe not the voice extoll? 8 
rn, kiſs'd his feet, and bleſt him in her fall. j 


| his Sons gave up to angry power, 
ve, with ſtern viſage ſaid, They are no more. 
5 ewere juſt Victims ro the ſhrines of fame, 
jew. eot their Authors an Eternal name. 8 
r, Great Princeſs kneel, and his ſwoln rage attone. 

To ask him pardon, were a crime to own. | 

. No, in her Obſtinaey let ber fink, | 

Worſe purſue to the Internal brink ; 4 
ernal a ll, to Hell Tle drive thy ſpotted ſoul, T. 6 7 
- e in Eternal tortures ſhe ſhall roul, _ ot N 
round, and ſhreek with pain in livid fires; BORE. 
= ben for eaſe the weary wretch aſpires . „ wt av 
s Grote fe bright Thrones which ſhe did once Blaſpheme, ' _- 
few Hell Heav'n ſhall the Fiend ;condemn, 
Jes of Flames where thou didit lye and roar, 
| * o Winds ſhall bear thee hot all ccking ore, 


Nor can the awful puff of Ce/ar's name; 
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And ſweeting drops of blood, and round the blou, 
Then plunge thee in th* Abyſs of Ice and Snow. 
Ful. Al that is Earth of me is in your hand, 
But, Sir, my Spirits not at your command. 

J have a Soul that when my body dies, 

Shall mix with the immortal Deities. 


| 
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eath, bi 
Julia 81 
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d like: 


Blow our this ſpark of the ziherial flame: 
Spight of the clouds your fury's Tempelt wears, 
Fle up and fcom your anger from the Stars. 


Aug. She's all o're woman Abſtract of her luſt of t. 
And all the Sex is crouded in one mind : unk the 
Her very Thoughts—— }. 375 That! 
Are women in the bud, though yet unblown, Ikno 


But all her words are pregnant woman grown: 
Jul. Why was I deſtird to be bon above, 


Ake no v 
our 


By Midwife Honour to the Light convey d, Il applat 
Fame's Darling, the bright Infant of high Love, In his fit 
Crown'd and in Empire's golden Cradle laid? ou'd ſuc! 
Rock'd by the hand of Emprefles, that yield Equal 
Their Scepters form d to Rattles for my hand, 1 ſo far 


h unkne 
wich AA. 
lar wh 
ner you 
kame 
news the 
„Ev'n h 
owhom 
Ve AA. 


Born to the wealth of the green floating Field, 
And the rich duſt of all the yellow Land. 
And why did Fate ſo vaſt a Dowry give, 
AS renders me a Conſort fit for Fove, 
Unleſs ſhe meant that I ſhould looſely live, 
And free from cares below, as Gods above ? 
| | (home be 
Aug. Quench, quench, y' immortal powers! 
Though all the Lach 6 wage freſh Wars: 
Raiſe from the Dead Mark Anthony again, 
Once more let's try our fortunes on the Main. 
To Egypt back let all the Spoils be brought, 
And ler em with freſh blood more wounds be boug 
Lean Cæſius, God-like Brutus, riſe, combine, 


Nay with the Mempbian black Armado join; « Diſpe 
Dip ( ev'n yours heels) all ore in Stygian Lake, Will wy 
And more than Achilean hardneſs take; - Full f 
Hire all winds, immortal as you are | « Apain 
Again to A#iumT your Ghoſts will dare, F not o 


And into Atomes drive the gather'd Air. 
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, Stop not the Torrent of his rifing tage: 

it full courſe and it will ſoon affwage. 
g. Thus Pprrbus, whom no manly force could quelf, .. 
inglorious, by a Woman fell. SENS 
er! dread King of Heavn and Rowe; [kuzelt; 


-. 


% 


each, but no diſhohour, be my doom; 
Julias name no more may cleave my head. 
me for ever deaf, deaf as the dead; © 

a! but for thee my ſame had paſt. 

d like a Chryſtal Rock to Ages laſt; 

ſt of thine like an envenomd dart, 11 ee 
funk the lite-blood' of thy Father's hedrt; ) 


% * 
* N — * 4 


That I am innocent 6 
Ane, „ß 
ale no words ont: go, with life depatt. Exit: J 
, Your Wars in Spain a glorious period have, 

Il applaud Marrellus as moſt brave; Oo 

iu his firſt eſſay your Foes o*rethrow; 12 

ou'd ſuch Wondets in his Nom age do: 
Equal to him the valiant brave unknowh- nm 
1 ſo fam d, ruſh'd through all hazards nn 
unknown, but of high blood in War. 

dich Marrellur did the Triumph ſhare: 2 

lu who adopted C r ſtands ho 

nder you the Conquer'd Earth Commands. 
Fame loudly ſpeaks the deeds which he has done; 

News the Father, and then dtaws the Son. 15 


* 
- 


be Ev'n he has guilty been, and as tis fad. 1 
's | - whom we thought in Egypt dead. 
Vars ve Marcellus hatbour'd in his Tent: 


kws was to my Empreſs Livia ſent. ES 
ce more by my Father's Soul [ ſwear, 

joung King of Kings in Rome appear, 
ytbian Empire ſhall not ſave his head; f 

e ten thouſand Talents for him dead. 3 
Diſpell thoſe clouds that thicken dh your brow; 
will ea | LE ELLEN: " 4 
Full freedom we allow. 

r Againſt Cæſario be not thus ſevere, 
lf not openly your _ ces are: © 


Ike; 


1. Oe % 
By 


Cef. DRoſaiva! 
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6 #3 & bent} $a | is th 
By private Inſtruments his hopes abate, _ 15 
W hich more agrees with your, own rules of State. ho 
Agr. Tis noisd (for fure ſuch ſecrets cannot flew le} 
hat you in private Gloriana keep, e 
Tb IIluſtrious Pompey's Daughter; L adviſe, WM: :. 
That your white. Age wou'd Beauty's gloſs deſpiſ: yy 
Let not the 1 12 blame Four being Wd, of 
hink of loving now your blood i J | 
pt Furies 7 — Hell Fn become their ſpot ns 
They flout me How! ye elder ſlaves oth? Co wy 
Come feel my Arms, and learn to be more bold, "rs 
Am I not fit to love? Ha! am I old? f is bie 
Ye Apes of fame, ye Sparks to my full day | Ves 
e Gnas that in my Ev ning glory pla! by mY 
50. with my Sword Ile puniſh your Offence 1 2 
And make ye know what tis raftront a Prince. 0 ow 
Agr. Our deaths are in your hands, act as you =... 
Mc. Your frownsnot death our Souls with ten a 
Aug. No, ye regard me not, nor love, nor feat; — 
I know your hearts you, wiſh Cze/aro hers ty Cb 
Here in my Throne, ungrateful as ye are, 17 N 
By me pre fetr d in Peace, advanc d in War. „ thou 
Aer. You are the beit of Kings. et nine 
Aug. No, I'm the worlt, 2 | ſtarv'd 
Stupid, moroſe, ty rannical, accuiſt; = Tx 
I. like old Saturn, mult torgo my Sphere, w! 
You're for a mad young fiery Fupner. by fall! — 
Yet this remember in your: Thund'rers reign, abet 
The Golden days will never come again. guld'ſt 
... ny Ie 2 Ike act, 
98 ; 1548, l Ik onꝰs 
ACT HI. SCENE, Palace. Hal 128 
Diben 1 |  M4lwith 
Cæſario, Araſpes, Leander. the 8a 


unted v 


: . run hi 

Araſ. So rumour ſpreads it. Id my! 
Hai ii | rad r 
Araſ. Tis true; And cat 


His fears the old Proſcri ption now renew. 
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is the Man, he faid, that brings him dead, 

ive ten thoufand Talents for is hend!!!“ 
dead ful noiſe from Cæſars fury bfoke: d 
vile like Wild- fire thrilbd him as he Rok” 

: He thought you long ago in Egypt fan, 

ich late tremblings heard you ltd again: bak 
de his hair, and mad with choler 121d, g * | 
Irs lives not till Cæſarias dead. „It bref? 


— 


8 a Then Cæſur's loſt, and ſhall in Chas hs = 
oy tis not to be thought that I ſhould dye, 115 W 
1 ir tromthe loins of Julius ſprung 
* ercules from Fove, for ever young, CES. 

les big as Mars, and full as 1 


Let you're a Man. ee . 
Said you of me? Twas poor 
| Araſpes, I was always more. iT 
me in Swadling-bands the Nurſes robk'd; 4 


nal las full with God-like Courage ſtockd; 
cr nds which firſt my wondrous voice did move, 
ha her Julius, and Granfire Jobe 


my Childhood I was more than Man, 
my Non age flew, and Stags out- ran, 

7, thou remembteſt who are old, 

et nine Winters J had ſcarcely told, 
awd Lion in our chaſe I brav'd, nne 
m his jaws my panting Mother Tv “. 
| ſaw him by your early valour fall. 4 

fall! by my valour !-— ſaw him ! is thatall | 
peak'lt, Leanidey; as thou didſt repine; 
ould'ſt have Lud. it was an act Divine, 
ke act, ro ſee a ruddy Boy : ------ 

lk on's Lips, the Roval beaſt deſtroy. 
gay Sword, brand iſh'd above my Creſt, 
ad with Plumes, and with Oeens favours dad, 

the Savages eager for his prey 
unted wien my aſpect ſhui) the fray » 

run him cwhoug he goi theRart, 

nd my little Rapier in his neut. 

rad Tnunderer, trom whom 1 came, | 
land caſts forked 28 rs, and leaping flame, 


* 
* 


Ts" 


*# 
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Tle tumble head · Iong this Uſurper down, 
And from his head tear the Imperial Crown; - 
Araſ. Stay; Son of Ceſar, whither wou'd youn 
Sorrow ſhall. end what your blind Wrath begun, 
Forgive me it your death I dare prevent, 
And force your Courage take another bent, 
Lea. Both you ſhall ſend to everlaſting reſt, 
And ride to ruine ore this Loyal breaft : 
Fer think not we can ſtay to lee you dye; 
Well uſher you to immortality. ; 
Let wit contrive, and leiſure give to Time, 
While we inſtruQ you this ſteep Throne. to climb 
_ Caf. Plots are the dark and back way to a Thro 
Miſs but one ſtep, we roul with ruine down: 
Then let's away to quell with open ſtrife 
This baſe Uſurper that proſcribes my lite. 
Lea. Perhaps the rumour's falſe, your rage ſul 
Or reek it here on us for being true, 
Ce. Was I for this in Alexandria fam'd 
The King of Kings, and Heir oth' World proclai 
While Vaſlal Princes did about me croud, 
And Aſias Chiefs of my Commands grew proud 
Did not our Mother periſh by his Arms, 
That ſource of Love, and ever-flowing Charms, 
Great Cleopatra, who now drowns the Stars, 
And ſhews to Goddeſſes her glorious Scars, 
Let have I queſtiond him for what was done? 
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Lea. We know you nere moleſted what he v Poin 

Cæſ. Nay have I not of late his Foes o'rethronMuich no 
His Sandards fix d ith' heart of ſtubborn Spain, Beliey 
And bow'd her neck to the old yoke again! high Fs 


he revol 
ur our | 
e and f. 
ountair 
uncer 
Ve 
like a 

due ©, 


the be 


And dares he thus my Services reward! 
Stand back, I'le kill him midſt of all his Guard: 
Though at the Altar in the Capitol, 

The purple Brute a Sactifice ſhall fall. 


_ _ - Marcellus meets him. | 

Mar. What prodigal of Life your wrath has i 
And fann'd the flame with which your cheeks att 
Ne re did 1 ſee that Scabbard empiy made, 
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Inken laughter hung upon the Blade. . 
Blood! my Marcellus, blood! the — dye! 0 


ale. like I'le ſtrixe my Quarry high. 
-om the Earth rebound him to the skie. 
Name me the man too layiſh of his tongue, 
ows cou d ne're the brave Ce/aris wrong 
nim aloud, but name me one that's Great?! 
| with ſuch Troops as never knew dæfeath! 
f he "ſcape, let me no more be N _ [ draws; 
Hold, hold Marcellus: Heav'n! 1 had forgot 
my great Foe is Father to my Friend;  - 1 
my Revenge: Thus all my ſwellingsend. {/hcaths 
| What means this change? bit Sword. 
Nothing, Marcellus, nor. 
ae the Sums I to your friendſhip o.-we: 
joughts no more about Revenge debate, 
ph flaves Auguſtus hires to work my Fate, 
my Titles, Scepters, fills my Thrones, 
under me of all my Father's Crowns: 
ing kind to you, long may he live, 
learn patience, and my wrongs forgive. 
, How! my united powers of Ragedisband z 
ord at Ce/ar's name falls from my hand. {1 
(eſario, can you for my ſake | 
the ſweets of Juſt Revenge to take ? 
u for me call back your ſallying Soul, 
wrath not Cæſarss Guards cou'd elſe controul? 
ne n Point too ſubtle for Mankind, = | 
nich no future vertue e re ſhall find. | 
Believe me, Friend, believe me for I {wear 
high Father's ſoul, twere eaſier far 
he revolted "Univerſe to win, | 
ut our paſſions Conqueſt to begin. 
ge and friendſhip in my Boſom claſh'd, 
ountain billows, each the other daſh'd, 
uncertain Soul each Tempeſt blinds, 
Wk Veſſel driv'n by Polar Winds : 
has ri like a propitious God ariſe, 
ks arc blue Ocean ſhine the Azure Skies, 
"the beaten _— Anchor lies, 
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Mar. Methinks I wiſh that I had never known 


Vertue like yours; ſo high that mine is none: 
You as ſome vaſt Hill touching Heav'n appear; 
Tat your Feet like a poor Valley near: 
Down from your Clopdy top refreſhings flow, 
Faſt bounteous rills that water me below: 


Valleys but Vapours can to Heav'n return, 


And 1 with fighs your falling favours mourn. 


„ Ceſ. Darling of Romans, Vertue's faireſt Chill 


At whole bleſt Birth the kinder Planets ſmil'd, 


Truſt me thy Mother, when with Infant charms 


The Matrons gave thee cry ing to her Arms, 


Not lov'd thee more; my Soul thou haſt ſubdud, 


And damn'd the torrent of my riſing blood. 


Mar. Bow, ye bright dwellers, bow all your Heawn 


Impale his brows with an Immortal Crown; 
Though Julius whoſe high name in living Gold 
Is in Fate's Book above the Sun's enroll'd, 


With Starry Robes the Worlds great Heir enfold: 


For all Earths Glories he tranſcends as far, 
As Gods above their humbleſt Victims are. 


Cæſ. Ev'n while thou flatter'eft me, thou lovel 
By Heav'n young Man, thou haſt thy Souldiers te 


And while I hold thee to my faithful breaſt, 
Ceſar with Empire is not half fo bleſt. 
On thy hearts throbs ſo I triumphant ride, 

Farewell Ovations and the Victors pride; 
No more ſhall big Ambition bend my. brow, 
Loye me but ever as thou low ſt me now. 


* $7 
Enter Narciſſa. 


Nur. Swift as chac'd Harrs before the Hunters 


Swift as their panting wearineſs they throw. 
Into ſome ftream, my deareſt Brother, I 
Run to thy breaſt, and melt in Tears that flow. 


Doſt thou not view joys peeping from my eyes 


The Caſement's open'd wide to gaze on thee; 
As Rome's glad Citizens to windows rite, 


When they ſome young Triumpher fain would f 
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Enter 
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V Deareſt Narcifſa, ſofreſt'of thy kind Wh. 
ouſand thouſand welcomes; bur alas, - 3 4 
g tous Courts I much lament ro hn 1 _ 
Irnocence which cannot ſafely pals. © We ks: 
She is the brighteſt that my eyes e re - fi; 5 
oft paſſion could my fierceneſs more, 2 5 
Spring-Complexion wou d my wonder dw, got; 
unmixt fweets of Nature I ſhould:love. | 
7 With looks untaught thou wilt too rude ap 
d to ev'ty haughty Princeſs ſcorn; .. + 1 
to thy Country Palaces repair, | oy 
empr not Courts for which thou wert not n 3 
rear ones here will quickly make thee fine, 
othy Virtue for refreſhings run; „ 
dummer days tdo hot our Beauties ſhing, .. 
ee they Il follow like a Winter Sun. 
Why, beauteous Virgin, doſt thou plant * 00 
au wouldſt drive me hence who nere cou'd run? 
not us'd to Bæautie's batteries, 9 
Aber than offend 1 will be gone. 19 7 
No longer in my arms, lov'd Siſter, ſtay, - "1754 
kindeſt thanks to my preſerver pay „ 
ofand deaths he in my cauſe has brav d, 
vice my lite in our laſt battle ſavd. 


Enter Tiberius to Marcellus, they embrace. 


Welcome, my gallant Friend — Thy looks are fo 
te be ought wherewnh thou art dilmayd, 
in, though ar the News both ſhou'd Pr: W 


ia 


* 


 'Twzre conveniaityoud retire; 
l you, dear Marcellus, as we 80 
decrets as no heart but yours ſhou Fi know. Exeunt. 
. My Brother charg'd me; but what can I lay, 
you all power of ſpeech. have ta'ne away? T 
n bear thus, Juſt thus againſt my fide, 
mel day when my lov'd. Turtle dy a 
A heart like mine Lore. in his walk ne're found, 
gertineſs, nor or Majeſt 17 can wound; Ti 
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'Tis ſute the coldeſt Beauty ever felt, 
Not Ice, but Chryſtal, which no Sun can melt. 
NMar. O fatal fight! have I with frequent ſcorn 
Seen at my. Garden gates great Princeſs mourn, 
And can I now ſubmit to one unknown? 
7X 75 this be true? Poor heart, art thou o rethroym 
Vanquiſh'd at laſt? ith' name of Goodneſs ſpeak, 
What art that doſt my gentle quiet break? 
Ceœſ. A Souldier, Fair one, bred to blood, in An 
In Winter Camps which mighty Action warms, 
; I know not Courts, unskill'd in the ſoft Trade 
By which addreſs is to high Beauty made < = 
et 


I to yours can bow as lowly down, „ At 

As Eaſtern Princes to the riſing Sun. | her b 

Nar. Bow to my beauty, to this Rural Face? Wl on a 

I know no Charms, nor any practisd Grace- d v 
Planted far off by Cæſar' jealous Care, 

Not bred in Court perfumes, but Country Air, once © 

# Me from his Daughter he diyided young, bis 


And told me Courts my Innocence wou'd wrong; 
But ſure my eyes can nothing ſee in you | 
To make me think what Ce/ar ſaid was true, 


Enter Mecznas. 


Mec. Madam, the Empreſs does your coming 
12 half the Court attended at her gate; was 
And-gazing Eyes expect your preſence there, e all | 
As it ſome Conſtellation would appear. 
Cæſ. Fle wait you to the Empreſs—— Tyrant 
Whom all the charms of Natwe cannot move. [l 


1... Re-enter Marcellus, Tiberius. 


Mar. Since Love proves falſe, in yain does Valo 

To aſhes turn my Arms, my e ry ſpoil, end he 

Burn all my Laurels in one un ral Pile... 
Alas, Tiberize, bad another ſaid ' | ,_ 

1 is falſe, her honout has bettay d. 

4 could not have believ d; but thou art true, 


, 


The Coart of Auguſts Caſar, T3 | 
z thou wert not; wou'd all thar Hell ere Wo”. | | 
wrkeſt miſchiets harbour in thy mind, 3. 


thy fraud I might her Vertue fig. 
I While you abroad fought in Rome's 5 by 
o the loweſt, leudeſt eourſes fell; 
Palaces with late debauches rung, 
q Eunuchs wanton Odes before her ſung ; "7 
il young Monarchs ſhoulders lifted high 

ufted Triumplis, Io was her cry, 
* Supporters Io did reply. 

ir, Looſe Fulia ! what ſtrong philters did unman 
tut, from whoſe loins thy Spirit ran! 
h, At midnight dreſsd like Vexws, all Divine, 
her by the blaze of Diamonds ſhine, 
on a Throne of Gold, with God-like port, 
a with clamour of the reeling Courr, 
e ſhe the doors of Janus Temple burſt, 
once F-ve*'s houſe the Capitol ſhe forc'd , 
his Gold Statue poliſh'd Thunder rook, 
at his face the brandiſh'd weapon ſhook; - 2 
t left hand the Silver Lightning claſh'd, 5 
h blindly hurl'd the Sacred windows daſh'd. 
1. Love I conjure thee, though with mortal ſmart; 
back thy Arrows that "infeQt my heart. | 
f all the Scepter d throng that did adore _ 


ming one refus? d, but wiſh'd they had been more. 
Inas in private acted we but think, 
e, e all her Maids are Mutes, and Eunuchs winks 
Monarch dalliance was not proy'd, but gueſsd, 

yrant ove to Wit did open all her breaſt, 
ve, [he fo foul a knor with Ovid drew, 

ood can never looſe, nor death undoe: 
; r. With Ovid! Dares his haughty Muſe aſpire. 
| atice on his Prince? Ile mount ir higher, 
Valo bis rude wit a flight ſhe never had, 


_ her poſt to the Elyſian ſhade, 

One ſolemn Night, when the pale conſion Moon 
high and clear, ar melancholy Noon 
with Dreams abaſh'd of true event, 


ue, 8 * Friogels Gone ” mahnte en. 1 Ts 
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To the crown'd Arbours as J nearer drew, 
Methought T heard two voices that I knew , 
Parting the Leaves, I ſaw by Lunar light 
Love's guilty joyes, a finful pleafing fight; 

On Flowers and all the ſweets of Nature ſpred, 
In Ov:ds arms the ſmiling Princeſs laid. 
Mar, What mortal patience can the news abide! 
. Tib. Pow'r circling 
Si glowitig breaſt Joyn'd to his kindling fide. 


e catch'd his ſighs that panted in their flight, 
With eyes, hands, lips, all trembling with delight 
Long aid her naked beauty ſtay my fight. 

Fair as the bluſhing bed her body preft, 
As a May-morning rifing from the Eaft, 
Or day diſmounting in the golden Weſt. 


Mar. Wheels, Stones, and all the ſubtleſt pains of| 


With burniogs reddeſt plauges about em dwell. 
About em! In em, through %em let em run, 
And flames with flames invol'd be ſwallow'd dom 
Tib. With tendreſt words her buſie Jove ſhe gra 
And having kindly touch'd his yielding waſt, 
She ſaid, Ah wou'd Marcellus were in Heay'n, 
And wou'd Corinna were to Ovid givin; 
For Wit to me is more than Empires charms, 
Or all the ſurfeits of a Monarchs arms. 
Mar. No more, thou'ſt put my ſoul upon the m 
Both lives revenging glory bids me take: 
But the remains of paſſion bid me ſpare _ 
This beauriful ingrate perfidious fair ? | 
Since he was ne're with gallant ardour mov'd, 
That cou'd be urg'd to harm what once he lovd: 
And how How'd, how wondeffully well, 
None but the Author of her flame can tell. 
Thy beauty, Julia, did my reaſon blind, 
/ For ere our hands unlucky Hymen joyn d, 
I gueſs d thee falſe, yet ſwore I wou d be kind. 


, Tce Enter Ovid tub Julia reading. 


Jul. Such a companion ne're did Julia bleſs f 


To have a menial Monarch wait were leſs: 


it, and Pleaſures prefling 2 | 
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| whoſe fame above high Virgil grows, = 
i labour ſure muſt Nature ape, N 


(vid with familiar greatneſs flows 

| when he pleaſes to command our eyes, 

it charming Tales does his loft muſe: deviſed 

Thus to be grac'd by her whom all admits, 

&:inwhoſe love Gods wou'd, Kings do I 

7. Amongſt the reſt fall thou a Sacrifice, 

5 to be offer d to your Goddeſs eyes. 

. Marcellus, hold! fly, Ovid, haſt awa ys . -1 
Madam, | know what duty L ſhou'd pays. ; 4 

prince reſolves to take my life which none 

do without the hazard of their own, . _ bo” 

lar. Tiberius, give me way, by Heav'n N 

ted upon the worm which I deſpiſmQ. ' 

Help: Treaſon! Murder! Os | Op To | 


- * - 4 8 
x 4 . : % 2 
£ " » * 


ide 
g rn 


Enter Celatio, 5 1 
Come all, for were you more I eoud er 
1 What about one is all this trouble here? 
up, for ſhame, Ile blow him from your ſight, os 
ur diſdains the Quarry in her flght, 4444 
mands in Fields we thould: our Sabie raiſe,” 
make this Writer but our drudge to praiſn 


ner Auguſtus, Agrippa. Mecznas, and Gard, 
7. Where are the Authors of this Treaſon son? 
tors to pow'r! diſarm em ev'ry one. 2 
bt Captain of the Guards takes Marcellus, Gaus, 5 
and Tiberius Swords ; goes laſt to Cæſario. n 
Captain, ſtand off, I did no cauſe afford 
uarel here, and will not yield my Sword. 

g. What, a new Traytor ? in my preſence too? 
V obltingte thy death thou doſt pauſing, 
pn, or dye — 
r. Have you ſo ſoon forgot #2 
onders which his Sword ſo lately wrought? 
oble Plangus who preſerv'd your Son, 
To. three pitch'd Battles by his valour won. 

e. What ſhall he ſtand and brave me to my face ? 


. my wege _ him rake my place. By 


1 


. GLORIAN 4; or; 

= By the Cæſarian Majeſty ador'd, 

_ * Heis a Traytor that denies his Sword. 

Ce. I fay, my Sword's my own, and ſhall. 
Aug. So fond of fate! . 

Then that thou mayſt not want for Arms, take that 

( Aurles bis Dagger at him, the Guards ruſh or 
| - ** ** © Cxlario, and hold him. 


TL 


: Mer. Thus! is it thus his Services you pay! [Ky Y 
Aug. If thou wouldſt have him live, take him wil D 
Mar. Guards, force him hence. Y TK 
Cæſ. Yes, Ceſar, I will go, fence tl 
Conqu'ring my ſelf, I quell thy mighty foe. och bu 
Ag. And you, Sir, you who durſt your weapon off like L 
Againſt that Prince whom I ordaind to awe - ugh al 
— The greateſt Kings, to baniſhment be gone, Univer 
Ile teach your ſaucy Muſe to dare a Throne. of. Y 
Ov. If I in thought to you leſs Rev rence gave [tr 
Than what the Deities from Altars have z uph all 
If that the Royal Julia I adore ' ugh Se: 
In other manner than we worſhip Pow'r, pt fre 
Add to the Puniſhment that you have laid with | 
Unjuſtly on me, and pronounce me dead. muſt f. 
Jul. OCzfar ! Father! 7 | praſp 1 
Aug. Dare not intercede , 1 70 4. Bu 
Speak but another word and he ſhall bleed. an aby 
Os. For ever then thou glorious Rome farewel : Witter, 
To the Earth's limits, Cæſar, I will go, % Sm 
Where if thou haſt a yet unconquer'd Foe. dear 
My Sword, for I have fought, ſhall take his head, Mak! 
And with my Pen l'le damn him when he's dead. { e Fove 
Aug. Still homebred jarrs! Bur I theſe feuds will ud re! 
By Heav'n Ile break your hearts if you'l nor bend, / E 
— pct Rebels vanquiſh'd, riſe up more, le yet 
as ever Monarch thus perplex d before? ea, Ye 
O that Pythagoras his dream were true re dan 
I wou'd not govern ſuch a curſed crew ' J He 
One moment longer; Now, ev'n now de dye, climb 
And into ſome more Kingly Lion fly, 24 $I ri 
Where with full Empire] the Woods might ſway, wy 
0 ye 


And All the Nobler Beaſts my Laws obey. © N | 


nn Aguſtus Ceſar: ITY 1 | 
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Er m, SCENE I. The Palace Garden, 

hat, 7 

2 Cæſario, Araſpes, Leander. "3 
[Kin Vall the Torphies of the Conquer d Field, 9 
m aq | 


D By ev'ry vanquiſh'd Sword, and hatter'd Shield, 

hes, though the Auxiliar Fates-ſhou'd ſtand © oo 
fence the lifted forces of my hand; + - 

vzh bulwark'd with Rome's Hills in Tow'rs of Braſs, 

like Laocoor's Launce my Sword ſhall paſs * 

ugh all By Heav'n to Hell he ſhall be thrown, 
Univerſal mightineſs ſhall down, [© 

of. Your ruine muſt inevitable be. 

. It matters not what ſhall become of me: 

ugh all the Winds from their black corners raſh, _ 

ugh Seas daſh Clouds, old Rocks youngThundereruſh, 

mpt from fear th event we will Nas. | 

with big rays in Ports of Glory end. 

muſt fall, i*le tumble with a Crown, 

graſp this Giant with me when I drown, 

. But, Royal Sir, can you your friend forget? 
an abuſe ſo vaſt, a wrong ſo great Pc. 
er d, that your Vows you ſhow'd recall? 

% Smoak, vaniſh air—— be they forgotten all. 
dear Marcellus, you muſt not pardon mne 
oak! a ſtab! ?ris ſuch an injury, 0 5 
e Fove in fleſh and thunder d with a blow, 

Wd retort it like a God below. | 
rſ. Ere ruine ſwallows you take one look more, 
le yet you ſtand upon the beaten ſhore. = 
ea, Yet &reyou launch behold the rolling deep, - 
ne danger groans, and death it ſelf does weep. 

e/. Hence with thy Coward Counſels ! fly to Caves 

„ [climb theſe tow'ring dangers bark the waves: 

35 | ride to the kick'd Flouds le cry, Se” os 
(e/ar with his Fathers fortune high. 

do ye ask me then, and vainly mourn? 0 
words move death, or Time carriering tun? Gn 


* 


#2 6 LORTANA; or, T 


Can human eloquence the Stars controul, {TI 
Or when their doom nas damn'd It, fave 4 Soul ? u y 
Pray to deſcending forms, of mounting Fire; M* 
Them ye may weary, me ye hall not tire licht 

Araſ. Since then no pray'rs can your wild fury tan kd by 
Tbe way lcalt dang'rons to Revenge we'll name; n hav 


Though, Ce/ar from Heavii's partial hand receive Me 
Immz:diatz pow'r, ſmall vertue ſhe did give. [am o 
Lea. When fierce Embaſſadors from Parthias King Perſe, 
Shew'd thelr huge Bows, and did long Arrows brin no the 
He to their threats in ſcornful anſwer laug d; WM.” 7h, 
Yer this gteat Scoffer ſhrinks at Cpid's ſhaft : 18 
Still may his glutted hands more Empire have, 1d him 
So he continues Love's inglorious flave. | le v 
Ceſ. What is his Migirineſs by Beauty awd? WM, oy 

Is this th* Auguſtus fo renown'd abroad. | cd by 
The Worli's felt man, and new created God; Bet 
The bright Narciſſa wirh her ſpring of charms, Mack 1 
"Tis true, has warm'd my heart half froze in Arm Het ba 
5 Per melting language ſttook my Winter back, urpe tl 
oon my Nerves, and made my heart-ftring {lack ell th 
Yet were it poſſible that ſhe cou'd weep ot, th 


As long as I have pra&is'd toilſom War. 
She ſliou'd not in her Lap my Honour keep, 
Nor from its Trade my burning ſpirit bar. 
When Conqueſts call my Sword to fetch rhe prize, 
And I ſtand on to a Ladies cries, CE 
Sighing to ſce the Roſes pale — O Heav'n! 
O glorious War! let me nete be forgiven. 
Araſ. Their is a Bower, the myſtick feat of Long 
Where death ſtands Centinel before the Grove; 
Guards ever waking at the threſhold lye, 
And ſuffer none but Ceſar to pals by: 
There his looſe heart does in full Paſtures graze, 
And various Shes with awe upon him gaze. * 
Ls. Like Heav'ns proud King follow'd by Delt 
The Tyrant walks with ſhinings through the Trees; MW? t 
His brow delates, and his purs'd lips a while ſes re 
Forget their angry uſe, and gravely ſmile, Ver 0, 
To ſee officious Beauties charm his cares, | 
Like Nights black locks all powderd ore with Stats 


I] the 
{low 
ling m 
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/ There your revenge, if vengeance urge you ſtill, 

glut your appetite, and drink her fill. be 

e oblerv'd, and can your fury guide, 

ſizht-guarded Gate oth' Fiber ſide, 

rd by ſome drowſie Slaves, not more than we, 

m having kill d, you may have a. paſſage free. 

' Methinks already thou haſt talk d him dead, 

[am o're the fatal Barriers fled, 

Perſeus mounted on a ſteed of Air, ; 

ng the Liſts to find the Monſter there. | 4 

1. There you may take him ſwoln with drunken joy, | 

the Crown'd Brute with a full ſtroak deſtroy. | 

d him ſporting on fpread Memphian ſpoils, 

intle wrap'd that breath rich od'rous oils, 

2 gay Snake basking in Sunny fields. 

cd by her who ripeſt pleaſure yields. 

ge gone, now. inſtantly let's poſt away, © 4 

lack revenging minutes will not ſtay; 6 

eſe half: god Augæan Stables clear'd, ©, op 

urge theſe Gardens with his bloud beſmear'd. 

till the deed be done move the wing'd hours, 

ot, though Dragons guard the golden Bowers. 
. | _ - [Excunt 


— 


rize, We | 1 
CEN E IL The Bover of Gloriana: 
Low SONG 
OR OPT «7, 


Il the Charms of a Beauty diſ1ainful and fair, 

How. ſhe blaſts all my Joys when ſhe bids me diſpair. 

lng my State, when I ſigh and lye down, © 
ot at her feet both Scepter and Com 
ſes regardleſs, and ſays a young Swain, whe. 

ler old Monarch, ber Love ſhould obtain. 


2. Re- 


7 
N 


re ETON 


d 
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Remember, Fair Nymph, my Grandfather Joye, 


That he 72 his way, or a 1 Mine. 
Dur ſcorn of my Age therefore teaſe to purſue 
And think what a loving old Cæſar can do. 


Pompey ariſe; the reins of Empire take; 


Th 
let th 
| hace ME 
That rev'rend old God always made the beſt Love: N Natior 


So fiercely he mov'd with a Manner Divine. 


xz. The 
eich thy 
thy ſof 
double. 
arts the 


Auguſtus, Gloriana. 
Ave. F rom golden weights, bigh cares, Imperial 


From Storms of State, and Hurricans of life, ethy L. 
To the green palace of the peaceful Grove rſhall e 
Of Gloriang's Bower, the Throne of Love, wmpaſ: 
] come with all the violence of mind, vu your 
The philrers of Court-witchctaft to unbind 5 0 he re 
Thy heav'nly voice is ſure the nobleſt Spell, „Muc! 
And thy eyes charms all Magick elſe excel. ink this 
Sor. Ye Authors of all ſway, for what dark end | ne! 
To one ſo frail did you ſuch power commend? u forge 
He reels on ſuch exceſſive height, he ſtands þ your | 


And fro his Scepter from his ſhaking hands. jou ap 


Aug. No matter, Gloriana, let it be, e work 
Who wou'd not leave a Diadem for thee ? | your | 
Are not thy touches than all Scepters more? |. Talk 
Thy lips approach'd, where is the taſt of pow'r ? how yo 
Love is all taſt, reliſh, and vital good; Ithe ye 
Spirits it gives that o're life's channel brood, + n alo; 
And like Wine ſparks dance through the brimming blo er this 
Each ſmile of thine drives from my age a day, | hay 


One balmy kiſs wou'd take a year away 

But oh the reſt wou'd giveme Youth again, 
Like an old Snake wou'd cauſe me caſt my skin. 
Slacken my ſinues, make me ſwiftly move, 
As Mercury deſcending from above, 

Boldly as Mars, and luſtily as Fove. 


eat yo 
age w. 
vho dic 
urlzd y. 
thou 
e thy 


Glor. Is this the man of ſuch renown in Wars; Wi neu 
Firſt upon Earth, and numbred with the Stars? e dear 
Wake from thy ſleep of death, dread Father, wake; Wi thy 


the « 


The Court of Auguſtus Cæſar. Kage 
n let this driver from his Throne be hurl'd,,;t «2. 
ce me on the brow of the ſteep World. 4 
Nations driv'n by me may thunder on, 
x my nod millions of Swords be drawn, .; v1 
iſh'd with flaſhing death by mighty men M8 
when I give the word be ſheath'd again. 
g. They ſhall, they ſhall, ambitious lovely Maid 
ach thy gentle arms the Warriour's trad. 
my ſoft body faſt with bands of Steel, 5þt 
touble-darred death thy foes (hall kill. 
ts that ſhall the old in Arms ſurprize. 
zthy Launce as fatal as thy eyes. 
(hall guard thee all the day in fight, | 
compaſs thee about with lifted Shields, 
uu vouchſafe to dreſs thoſe wounds at night 
b he receiv'd for thee in fighting Fields. _ 
Much you depend upon Tyrannick pride. 
ink this breaſt incapable of ſcorn, + 
at | never heard you had a Bride, 5 
u forget I am of Pompey born: | 
5 your guilty mind conſider d, how 
jou approach me in my Brother's gote. 
worſe horrour with a brazen brow, 
| your hot luſt the Siſter wou d devour? | 
Talk not of that high bloud from which you came, 
bow your Brochers wrongs your ſcorn enflame; 
ithe young Pompey's honours did diſperſe, 5 
I alone I ſway the Univerſe : = 
ler this, and with the Time comply. | 
have confider'd and reſolve to dye. 
leat your crimes, for what can [I 7 57 | 
age which through the heart of Tully paſt, 
udo did with God-like wit prote t 
led youth, to be betray'd at laſt. | 
thou black U ſurper! ſtop more breath, 
thy purples, fill thy Throne with death; 

lay new falſhood add to former guilt, TW. 
dear bloud of Rome's beſt Sons be ſpilt; 
ky thy cruelties alone do more, 
the curs d n ee before. 


* 
* 


end 


n 
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Aug. Hold, Princeſs, hold provoke me not too fi 

e faid thus much and livd; beware, | 1 
Thou'rt in my reach, no more my fetters ſhake, amy, | 
My rage yet fleeps, which Lion like may wake, ever! 
My heart which as ſome ſtubborn fier * Steed, le day, 

Grew up unback d, and did ar random feed, : lips 
When Love approachd like you, did not diſdain soul! 

So fair a Rider, yielding to the tein prts up, 
ö Now gently moves, except his freedom's barr'd , 60. W 
ö But if you ſpur him much, and curb him hard, dup, N 
Y Angry to be ſo indiſcreetly rode, 55 havght 
; He ſprings and bounds beneath the mounted God, Lu ſhall 
! Glo. If thy low fawning Love I ſcorn'd before, Gl, Ne 
4 I now diſdain thy menac'd Fury more; rope 
| Death is the utmoſt that thy rage can do, lus. N 
-= And that Ile ev'ry day provoke thee ro. eres no 
2 Aug. Wilt thou? Ha! dar ſt thou! ſharp prova ink r 
N Once more let me intreat thee do not dare, ( eh u 
Dare like a fooliſh Fly, whoſe vexing wings U. Sti! 
| Urge the flow Flame to burn her as ſhe ſings. after a 
| Not as thy Slave before thee now I ſtand, if with 
But as thy Lord, and one that will command; life ſha 

As I am Maſter of the World, Ple be, lug. N 

Spight of thy ſcorn, the Maſter too of thee. ; Virgin. 

Gb. Maſter oth World! Indeed your Title's cler ne, Glo 

When yon amongſt the Syrian Boyes appear, Heay'n 
Contending as for Triumphs all the day, . Stil 

— To win their Nutts and Bounding ſtones at play. ch 2 pu 

Such Conquelt with ſuch honourable pain though 

Who but the Maſter of the World could gain! u could 

Was it for this you did all Nations quell, ue, If b 

— And by thy Arms the noble Brutus tell? _* al my h 

You the Earth's God? This your Ce/arian pride? I more de 

Fly, fly, the ſhame from human knowledge hide; WM... by 

To ſome By-path from all obſcrvance ſtray, e Tergu; 

And far from Roads of Glory take your way. loriana 

Aug. Now Rider Love! my lite on't down a. g mornin 

Look ro'r; I fay, thy trembling knees keep cloſe; ethroug 

t near x 


Clote ro my fide like deftiny now fit, 2 
Fixt in my heart - lings firmly plant thy feet, 
For in my Iceth | have got the ungiatetul bit. 


voll 


q parough' life an equal Paggas run, 
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ere, the with that laſt heave I threw him don, 
dnow thank my Stars my hearts my o]. " 8 
, thou once in m' enlightner bright and ind, 

1 ever ſer: Ile ſcourge thee from my mind | IJ 
ke day, nor ſhalt thou leave off ſtreak behind. 
u lips, thy tongue, thy eyes haye now no chars; * 
ſoul b' ambition wak d to old alarms. 
ans up, and liſtens to the clanck of Ams. 


, 


jig. No, that wor? be to put thee our of 3 fa 
havghty Verrue's ſharpeſt puniſhment, | | 
cu malt live (till, but not live innocent, 

Glo, Not innocent! I ſcorn thy impious breath, 


tag. Not one, Ile ſhut up all, and ſet ſtriet a 
ere's not a Wicker (hall be left unbarrd'; 

chink through which kind Fate may draw thy tee, 
teach with his leaſt finger touch thee dead. 

l. Still rack thy cruel heatt and curſed brain,” 

after all thy wiſh thou ſhalt not gain; | 

it with thy malice, for I will not live, 

life (hall ſtarve that honour may ſurvive. __ 

by. Nor that, for e re to morrow's Sun appent, 
Virgin pride ſhall vaniſh into air. 

ne, G/or1ana, in a Monarch's beds! 
Heav'n thou ſhalt to ſurteiting be x 

. Still perjur'd, ſince ir ſhatl not, cannot be 

ich a purchaſe ſhow be reap'd by theo Ig 

tnough I ſhou'd conſent to have it ſold, 

u couldſt not buy; thou art ſo wietched old. =. 
lug, If bliſs anon 'wou'd not leſs fiercely flow, Ty 
al my hopes 1 wou'd enjoy thee now : | 
more deli b'rate pleaſures is decrecd, Z 
os by Moo light which my flame ſhall feed, | 

| Ierguin pale reſolvd upon the deed, 
loriana! e're the Lark has ſung 5 
morning Anthem, chou ſhalt ſay m young 5 


t near the Gal 48. — it 
2 


sun: 


6b, Without this cicumſtance wo death ord dn. 5 : 


cope ren thouſand doors to let in death, n. IT 
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ws, GLORIANA; or, 


On my red cheeks the filver Treſſes play, 
I ſhout and drive and never feel decay. 


I keep my courſe like the old Lord of Day, C | 
Er 


Glo. I thank thee, Heav'n, that thou doſt me ory 


For woes no other woman cou d ſuſtain. 

Woman! what man ſuch Tempeſts cou'd outweat 

Yet like a rock both Sea and Winds PFle dare. 
Enter Cæſario, driving in the Captain. 


Cæſ. So ſturdy, Sir, you that wou'd take my Swal 
Tis tor you, there; now bear it to your Lord. [ The Cui 
Ceſar come forth, thou Female god appear, jd 


Not Plangus but Cæſario waits thee here, 

The Son of Julius, and the wide World's heit; 
Thou hear'ſt, but to approach me dolt not dare. 
In what dark covert are thy Glories laid, 4 
Or do they ſleep. beneath ſome Laurel ſhade ? 
Rock d on thy Miſtreſs lap, whole knitting bands, 
Lock up thy Captive cares in downy bands. 


Wake, wake, by Heavn my wrath thou ſhalt not ſhy 


Though thou beneath her Robes for ſhelter run. 
Glo. What art chat wander't in this fatal Wood, 
Whoſe thirſty Sword ſeeks for Majeſtick blood? 
Was it a borrow'd Title or true name | 
Thou didſt aſſume, whoſe eyes quick rouling flame? 
Glows with Ambition, Pride, Revenge and Fame? 
Cæſ. Hai-— what I was you heard me ſpeak but 
I was I know not what, and am I know not how. 
But ſpeak and Tle conſider what to ſay, 
I've hunted hard, and now my hearts at Bay. 
G/o. If you the Son of Divine Julius are, 
How durſt you in Asgaſtur Court appear? 
No breaſt bur yours ſuch raſhneſs ever knew, 
But to approach him here, and fingly too. 
Nought but diſtraction or deſpair would do. 
*Tis certain death, 1 | 
Ce/. That certain death is paſt, 
And I upon the Bleſſed Shore am caſt : 
I track'd 2 Fiend J thought by Furies driv'n, 
_ I fought for Hell, ¶ Rumbled upon Heav'n, _ 
You are — T MONEY | 
Glo, A woman, | 6 
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. Angels r 
+ ſo bright a fow's on Earth ne re grew: 
r lips, her cheeks muſt more than Roſes bez” 
hat Stars her eyes, what moving Majeſty ? wo) +. 
\ (wet ard ſo imperious too they move, 1 
ukling with beauty, glitt'ring all with Love: 


Enter Leander. 


Lea, Haſte, or the Emp'ror will evade the toll; 
i almoſt out of ſight, haſte to the ſpoil. _ © 
Cf. Not Zulia's ſuch when all her gemms ſhe wears, 
fd Narciſſa more adorn'd with tears "TOY 
1d Beauties yield, or ſhun this dazling eye, 2 
ce thoſe that tay will ſoon her Victims lye, = 
e autum leaves, turn yellow all and dye. : 

. Tuſt Heav'ndoes ſure this God:like man provide, 
tear me from the Tyrants luſt and pride. 
zuty, if thou didſt ever, aid me now, 

ul may make this haughty gazer bow, 

is heav'nly Youth ; Oh force him to adore, 

love me only. Ple ne're ask thee more. 

{{. Why beats my heart as I had poyſon ta'en 

ut means my burning breaſt and giddy brain? 

if thrilling cold with panick terrour flies, 

an unuſual thaw diffolves my eyes; 

ore thou arr, I will not rake the wound, 

Armour ſhall thy pointed darts confound , 

draw 'em, If they cannot be withſtood, 

ugh to the Feathers drinking in my blood; 

n ſhake em at her eyes with fix'd diſdain, _ 

hurl 'em to thy Godhead back again. 


4 
Wa .* 
_ 


? 


Enter Araſpes. 


Iraf. Your vengeance muſt another ſeaſon take. 57 
Love is low play, which Warriours ſhou'd forfake, + 
what a ſtir does this blind Gameſter make? J 
Ar _ rebound — wow, A 
aughs 70 me tite, 3 no re 3 £31 A 2s © 


com fide to {ide ſtrikes the tormented Ball, 
And with each ſtroke he dints the very wall. 
Glo. If you in Fields have purchas'd high renown, 
Have with perſiſting Vertue wonders done, | 
And Wreath rewards of toiling Valour won; 

Now in a Princeſs quarrel lift ap your Sword, 
Fate never did a nobler cauſe afford. | 

By all the mighty Battles you have fought, 

By all the Trophies you with blood have bought, 
A Royal ſuff ring Virgins wtongs redreſs, SY 
And kill the Giant vice that wou'd oppreſs. 

Cæſ. I meet the ſummons ſwift, and ſnatch the jy, 
Kindling at death, and panting to deſtroy ; 
ps Sword like mine yowl ne re imploy. 

ar was my Miſtreſs, and I lov d her long; 

She loy'd my Muſick, ſnoutings were my Song, 
* claſhing Arms that eccho'd through rhe Plain, 


herefo! 
now fr 
ompey t 
he life 
Ceſ. E 
ong, lo 
nd my 
t time 
bat Ce; 


hou'd U 


1 


Neighings of Horſes, groans of dying men: 
Notes which the Trump and hoarſer Drum affords, 
And dying ſounds rifings from falls of Swords, 


Command diſpatch, and bid your Lightning fy, l 475 
Ile Raſh, Ple kill, Tle conquer in your eye, | Rome 
And after all here yield my breath and dye. xd ev'cy 


O cou'd you love! 
G.. Let Love be mention'd laſt, _ 
But firſt to free me hence you ſnou d forecaſt. 

Cæſ. By all my Love you are aleady paſt ; 

You are, O Heav'n! whereever you wou'd be, 
And I am with you all o're extaſle. 
High walls and Tow'rs are levell'd where you go; 
— You tread on pants, and ſighs about you blow, 
And hearts in their own bleedings round you flow. 

Araſ. If you wou'd bear her ſafe, baſt Sir away. 

Lea. The minute's critical and will not ſtay. * 


hat can 


= 
F 
6 


me at 


5 Ce/. Move on, and bravely let us meet our doom N 
But give me warning ere the Tyrant comes; en Teal 

L faite {lowly, and while Love is by, - ouph 1 

The fwifteſt deaths and ruſhing fates deſie. ile fall 


(3/0.. In all your acts ſuch God-like manners hin Wk you t 
doubt not but ygur, Parents are Divine: © Witte va 
— err 


The Court of Auguſtus Cæſar. 1 


kerefore to match you with a ſtock of fame, i 
now from a race as high as yours, Leame,- *# 125xJ 
mpey the Great, and fair Cornelia gave 09" v7 off | 
te life which you ſo gen ronſly wou'd ſav ee Y 
Cy. Ha! now I find the cauſe I nere confdlovey: 
org, long ago our hearts were pair d above; * 

d my ambition joyn'd with deſtin , N 

t times ſuggeſting it cou d neuer bea... 
bat Ceſar's Son who all the World had awd +7 
10u'd wed beneath the daughter of a Gd. Exeiint 


* 
7 E 
4 * 


CT IV. SCENE, The Palace of Marcellus. 
Marcellus with bis Sword drawn againſt Julia- ? 


„. N Heav'n Ile here no more, tis publick now, 
Diſgrace ſo bold is gravd upon thy brow, 

teen old age, whoſe eyes are ſeldom clear, 

m with death's miſt, can read thy falſhood there: 

(Rowe with thy proclaim'd diſhonour rings '\ 

x ev'cy Infant Julias lewdnels fings == 

har can thy crimes expect from my juſt rage? 

/ Death, ler my bloud your violent wrath aſſwage; 

5 better we ſhou'd both for ever ſleep ' 

calms, than wake in ſtorms, and always weep. 

lar, Weep! If the Ocean from thy eyes were ſpilt, 

e Ocean cou'd not waſh away thy guilt. 

Ir think that when thy Beauties ſhall be laid 

kirth, thy peace is then for ever made; y 

, taithleſs Fair! (till ſhalt thou haunted be, 8 


La long row of pale Adult rers fee, 
me at laſt purſuing them and thee. | 
Ju, Not haunting Furies there can rack me more, 
en Jealouſies on earth that louder roar $5 - 
ugh I ſhou'd make account for ev'ry thought, 
ile falſe relations are by Traytors wrought, 
you believe thoſe moſt that moſt abuſe, 
ere vain for me my honour to excuſe. HEE. 
„ ee 21 on 


Mine, 
Theile 


: By2 * *.GLORITAN A; or, 
Mar. How well your pride an innocence can fein 
Excuſe your honour ! Thar indeed's moſt vain, * 
Thy purpoſe vain as thy paſt actions fon], 

Vain all thy thoughts which with wild fancies roy! 

And one immortal Vanity's thy ſoul. 

Jul. L cannot ſtay to hear your vain debate. 
Mar. Paſs not this, tis guarded with thy fate. 
Jul. Strike then, and free me from a world of ci 

Better dye once then always live in fears: 

Loud clamours all the day my peace moleſt, 
With perjur'd, falſe, I hate, renounce, deteſt; 
Still am I wak d by day with theſe alarms : 

At night you ſtarr, and throw me from your arms. 
Laſt night your head upon my breaſt repos'd. 

Juſt as ſweet balmy fleep my eyss had closd, 

Hearing me figh, you cry'd aloul, By Heav'n 
Thoſe fighs are to your dear lov'd Ovid giv'n; 
But I will conjure him from Pens back, 

And his curs'd life by thouſand rorments take. 

Mar. O Fulia, is there not a cauſe for this? 
Thou ſayſt I rob thy days and nights of peace, 
Haſt thou not robb'd my life of all its bliſs? 
Heav'n witneſs what I am, and what have been; 
What thou haſt done, how gloried in thy fin, 
How triumphe'd in thy ills 
Ful. What have 1 done | 
Shall to no mortal, nor to you be known,” 

Mar. Vile know. ä 

Jul. Ye ſhall not. 

Mar. With this ſure I ſhall ; 

Fie open ev'ry vein and know thee all. | 
Ful. Strike to thy vengeance ſummon all ih 

Which falſe Tiberius malice cou'd devile. 

Mir. I've ſummon'd, all he told with loyal breati 
And all rhofe truths doom him to ſudden death. 


Jul. Why then doſt thou not ftrike, -revenging Lol 


Behold my breaſt prepar'd to meer thy Sword ; 
Thy cruel kindneſs thus it ſhall approve, © © 
Naked to Anger, as it was to Love. | 
Why ſhrinks thy arm as if it fear'd to wound, 
„And drops thy coward weapon to the ground? 
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l. I know thee falſe, yet have no power to ham; 
ce paſhon my arm d vengeance does diſarm 5 x 
uy which through thy vice I cou'd nat ſpy, ©. - 
like a dang?rous foe in Ambuſh lye. 
te, Julia, execute thy bloody will, . 
row thy purpoſe is at laſt to kill: 5 LIP 
but thus Kind life freely I teſiga; 1 
wrt born to break all hearts, and muſt break mine. 
fl. No, my Marcellut, truſt me from this hour 
i (hall be ever my Lord Conquerour; r 
yu ever wert the deareſt of mankind, 

o my heart is iq thy looks confin © © 
il our Loves you never were betray d. 
forth be abſolute, my breaſt invade, © 
7 like a gemtle Monarch thou ſhalt ſway, 

with gentler Mind thy Laws obey. | | 
fl. Prove but thy heart as heav'nly as thy Tongue, 
but thus good, and! had never wrong. 8 45 


21 1 


Ener Cæſario bloedy, leading Gloriana 1 


follow'd by Leander, Araſpes. 


r. My noble brother! what can friendſhip ſay 

ch from my arms abſented half a day? 

Ether (till in Battle we did ride, 

cou'd united Troops the link divide; | 

ll Peace diſ-joyn what was not broke by War, 
Crowds in Courts do more than Armies there? 

/. Now I ſhall try the friendſhip which you boaſt; 
dw not found, let it be ever loſ tt. | 
$ Beaury with ſome blood and danger bought, 
at deeds for Beauty by young blood are wrought) 
Im the den of an old Beaſt of prey | 
4, while abroad he did for forage ſtray. 

lis he is return'd and finds her gone z 

tis the Groves reſound, and Foreſts groan. | 

7, Thus in your cauſe advancing thus File face 
ad of Blood-hound Furies in their chaſe, © - 
/. Firſt ler us lodge where they ſhall never find 


tart whoſe death thoſe Hunters have defign'd 1 


* 
d 


2544 © GLORIAN A; or, 
"Then with Relays each to his ſtation. go, „. P. 
And bravely fall upon the Savage foe: en his 
Our Bugle breath ſhall wind Recheats, and tell „Wit 
Tis not the Deers but the rouz d Hunter's Knell. ay rel 
Jul. While you that Vertue might not be undo /. B 


Look d fierce, methought my brows too catch'd a h ber | 


I burn'd and grew ambitious to be one. lp, Sin 
Whoe're ſhe be, as ſure ſhe is moſt fair, Marty 
For whom the ſound of Fame ſo buſie are, binks [ 
I promiſe her a covert where ſhe ſhall, Wrap 1 
Safe as in Clouds, look down upon em all reall 

* Cz). O bounty which my blood can never pay hall n 
I wou'd do all, yet I muſt ſomething ſay, ept, bi 


What Hell-born envy, cursd Infernal ſpight, Jugh de 
So us d to darkneſs that it hates the light, Lthouf 
Shall dare though filence ſhe with pain endures, Ligh 1 
Traduce-a Virtue ſo renown'd as yours? jugh al 
By Heav'n I ſwear, and by this faithful Steel, 1. W. 
So deep in Beauties conq ring quarrel dy d, with 
I ſtand your Champion to your cauſe ally d, 0d 
To damn thoſe Slaves that have your fame belyd pe 
Enter Narciſſa running. . Ph 

ns | ke it 

Nar. Fly, fly, you're loſt, the Empire's overth will! 
N Plangus, fly Sir, murder d Ceſar's Son! Can 
Not ſtir 1 By all my fears, moſt cruel Prince, tho a1 
Thou ſhalt not ſtay and dye, Vie drag thee hence. be E 
The Captain whom your valour left for dead, e rage 
Heard your diſcourſe, and has relation made. me rec 


Alls out, thou art betray d, O Heav'n! undone, em th 
What ſhall I ſay ? thy name, thy birth is known; , 0. 
Deſtruction gallops to thy murder Poſt, bis! 
And Cæſar looks as if the World were loſt. aal p 
Cæſ. Though driv'o by whirl-winds he ſhou d roul | 
I wou d not from this Earth one inch retire; » THULE 
Let deſtiny about.my death confult, am the 
All thoughus of {ſafety from my ſide revolt [ſhall 
Lie fland kimgchough be were a Thunderbolt. Im as 


5" ke 
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vr. Perhaps my pray'is and low ſubmiſſion may: 
m his wrath, or his revenge delay... 5 7 
With yours. my mingled Tears and Sighs ſhall Joyn, 
ay refift yours, but he ſhall not min. 
vr, But if inflexibly he will deny, 17. + 
aber Tet us all reſolve to de. 
. Since this ſecures my. honour, can I fear? 
Martyrs w. th more joy their ſummons hear. 
tinks J long in thoſe dark walks to treid. 2 


wap my {elf about with honour'd Lead, 

mall che Worthies of the Earth lye dead. 

hall my Spirit in that pond'rous Caſe _- 

pt, but {hoot as rays through Chryſtal paſs, 7 
ugh doors of death, with Mountains pil d on Rocks, 
thouſand Bars, and with ten thouſand Locks, 
Ligh ning ſhe ſhall cur her ſacred way 1 
gh all, and riſe to everlaſting day. c 

ir. What Spirit's this more. fierce than boldeſt Men, 
with ſuch hautineſs does lite diſdain? ws 9 

0 death! thou ever dry-blood thirſty Slave, 

Hell- hound, all art thou reſolv'd ro have? 

alt my heart, tis Royal, rich and good. 

drops more worth than Tuns of Vulgar blood. » 
ot th* exhauſted ſhore for once ſuffice, . _ 8 


make it up with Rivers from their eyes; 

$ will not make him drunk the Slave replies. | 

Cn this be true, Cæſario, doſt thou droop?, © ! 

thou at laſt beneath death's burden ſtooßp?ꝰ 

the Hero, this the God · like man 

e rage the ſtout Iberians over · ran? | 

me redeem d this day from rav nous pow'r, 

tom the pounces of the Vulture tore? 

wn; , ) Gloriana! with Confuſion I 

{tis now a dreadful thing to dye 

latal purpoſe does to pieces ter 

courage which all dangers elſe can dare. 

, 16tire and thoſe bleſt Beauties hide, 

om the reach of Ce/ar's cruel pride, \ | 

| ſhall eaſily death's yoke put on,. "== 

Um as thole that fall aſleep lye down.) 
r Rs 9 


ou 


r 


8 
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us 6LORIAN A; or, 
Glo. Cæſario, No, unjuſt is thy requeſt, { puts up by 
Why ach [ wake * thou des to 12 > Nw [ 
\AndfinceI love thee, which I now may own, 2 ſer 
The faſteſt ſecrets are by death undone ? 
What will life fignifie when thou art zone? & 
Grant that I ſcape the Tyrant's rage, and fly 
To ſome ſtrange Land, and leave you here to dye, 
Shall I ſurvive to blot thee from my mind ? 
Forget thee? Or to one leſs brave be kind? 
B this thy wiſh? or would'| thou I ſhou'd live, 
And thy eternal loſs for ever grieve ; 
Cæſ. Live, dye, be free, or yield your ſelf again 
Iwill no more of you, but Heav'n complain; 
 Heav'n that can ſee ſuch Vertue in diſtreſs, + 
And with exceeding power a Tyrant bleſs, 
Heav'n that cou'd ſmile when nobleſt Romans fell, 
As if enormous cruelties were well; 
Heav'n that allows this paracide a name 
As great and good as the firſt Sons of Fame. 
Rar. Love ſparkles through her ſhade - 
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His eyes to her, and hers to him are mov'd, 
She loves, ſhe loves and is again belov'd 
She ſighs and weeps, and rouls her ſubtle eyes, 
And all the charms of knowing Beau Y ys: 


She looks as if her very eyes wou'd ſpeak, 

As if (ah wou'd it might) her heart wou'd break. 

But (r comes, ſome other time Ile take 

To tell my wrongs, his life is now at ſtake: 

Enter Avguſtus, Captain. Agrippa, Mecznas, Gu 

Capt. Hitherl follow'd em with cautious view. 
Aug. Mecenas, let him have the Talents due. 

Lo where the Raviſher undaunted-ſtands, | 

As if encompaſod with a thouſand Bands; 

Bold as Briarezs warring in Heavn's Field 

Wheh fitty flaming Swords his arms did weild, 

And fifty Shields expos'd ro Thunder held. © 

O my Agrippa ! ſhow'd I view him long, 

T ihou'd forget, forgive the mighty wrong 

In that Majeſtick glance and fiery ayr, 

Methinks vur awful Father does appear. 
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. Something leſs fierce his viſage does renew. 
beams from beauteous Cleopatra flew, — 0 | 
1 ſighing Kings to Egypt's Court ſhe drew,  : | 4 
„ Yes, my renawn'd extraction I declare, | 

by birth what you adopted are. | 5 | 
King of Kings, and the World's lawful Heir, 
g. Such you were nam'd by Anthony indeed, 
e great Ceſar otherwiſe decreed. | 
What he intended who but Heav'n can tell? 
ſeated from th Imperial Throne he fell - 
ood on Atlas ſhoulders unaffraid 
minutes, and the trampled Globe ſuvey d; 
lyith vaſt buſineſs, and with thoughts profound. 
ad no leiſure for a proſpe& round, 3 
i to Egypt's Queen he could be juſt, | 
kad which Stars encompaſs'd, kiſs d the duſt. _. 
g. Yet to make void whatever you can ſay, _ 
laſh yaur boldeſt hopes that fly at ſway, 

ff Will, which. was to Romans ſhewn, 
ordain'd to mount and fill his Throne, 
ourge the World, and awe mankind alone. 
Ino Imperial Herald am, to find 


| 
| 
{ 

| 


| 
q 
| 
f 
vl 


5 burce of pow*r, nor how its rivlets wind; | 
is I know, your latter boaſt was vain, Ry | 
tad nere adopted you to reign, ; 3 | 

ak. Wh: known me, who from the'womb was paſt, _ 1 
Iſt "= light when 75 PR . 1 | i | 
. When conqu'ring Cæſar, Pompey did purſue, i 

„ Gu his cauſe the Memphian Tyrant flew, C 

IeW, ; 


wht your Mothers love with Egypt's Crown, 


44 


| 
ye. th her at a Kingdoms price lay down. | | 
ing ſurfeiced with Beauties ys, „ ö 
auty much poſſeſsd exrreamly cloys, „ 
Leith his ſhame he wak' J to Wars Alarms, 4 | 

d. ber pregnant, and he ruſh-d to Arms. 9 
Moc like, and he imitated Joe, ” Carat | 
"1h exceſſive thundring tir d above. | 
down for eaſe, enjoys a Nymph and then, | 


dreadful, and to thundring goes again. 
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17 ECORTANA Hr, 

Ceſ. Falkſt thou of her baſely that gave me bitt. 

The moſt illuſtrious Empreſs 5 the Earth. * 

Whoſe {miles Kings did with adorations crave? 

By Heav'n ſhe wou'd have ſcorn'd thee for her Sly 

Name not thy humbler blood, nor let it be 

- Compar'd to mine, nor more than to thee ; 

Who am to thee, nor will I me commend, 

A God all o're, and thou all ore a Fiend; _ 

Aug. You ſpeak, Cæſario, with as little dread, 
As if you were ar ſome vaſt Armies head; | 

Were ir not that I revrence C2/ar*sblood, 

Thus long you had not diſtepſectful ſtood. 
Cef. O counterfeir! O Crocodile of Pow'! 

Not woman e're diſſembled thus before. 

Thou reverence Czfar's blood ,_ 
hou who didſt never ought that's generous do, 
ho never didſt forgive 4 noble Foe, | 

e wouldſt thou make believe thou canſt be kind? 
know th' hy potriſie, thy dev'liſh mind, x 
Which holds thy Angel- colours high to ſhew, 
But art all ruine, blood and Hell below. 
Aug. Who e're was thus provok d and cou id forts 
witneſs all, himſelf he will not ſpare: | 
Ce/. No, Tyrant, no, I will in publick dye, 
And once at laſt expoſe thy cruelty ; 
he murders which thou hicherto haft done 
ere acted cloſe, their Authors rarely known, 
But I will periſh in the view of all, 
And to my laſt gaſp Tyrant, Tyrant call. 
Aug. Pardon me, Father, and Juſt rage forgive, 
I offer life which he cannot receive, 
He's ſo Heroick that he will not live. 
*Tis his defire, and for this one laft hour 
I have decreed he ſhall be Emperonr 
His Majeſty? refolv'd, you heard him ſay, 
Guards go and his Imperial Will obey, 
Cæſ. Let em come on, tis ſport that I have try'd 
In hundred Battles, thouſand deaths defy'd, | 
And now in all their horrours can deride. 


( de the Guards prepare to fall on, Marcellus cr, 


The Court of Auguſtus Cefar res 
r. Reſtrain your fury, barb'rous men! take heed. |. 
zſar he that goes not back ſhall bleed. 125 
g. What now? Marcellus! Darſt thou Traytor d 
Sword againſt thy Father? where's the awe, 
Majeſty this face was wont to bear? „ 
„ Twere Cowardice in ſuch a cauſe to fear: 7 
(ſar, either grant my Friend his life, 2 
2 me periſh in the noble ſtrife. 1 
g. Do, periſh, dye; is't poſſible that toon 
lat call him Friend, who is thy Father's Foe? 
sho thy only Rival is in power. - 
thounot know he wou'd thy life devour? =, 
 Serpent-like does to thy boſom ſpring,  _ £ 


* 
raw 
#3% 24 


vit warm foldings does about thee cling, 
ting his Time when he my ſhew his ting, 
This ſuch a baſeneſs is, fo black a guilt, +- 
ll the Seas of blood which thou haſt fpilt;, 
all thy clouds of Luſts can't parallel, 
doſt in falſhood now thy ſelf excel: 
houd Marcellus harbour ſuch a thought, 
to ſomething worſe than ruine brought. ; 
r, Tax not my loyalty, you are too juſt ers 
Imneſs of my Friendſhip to miſtruſt; 7 134 
ll yours, and you ſtand here as fair es 
alt as e re you ſtood in ſhining War; wy 
ave ſeen you in bright Steel ſuſtain gn 
ock of Troops that made aſſaults in vain.  - 
. Ungrateful wretch ! unworthy of a Throne 15 K 
- LOL ri other r 
, ou thy right to Kingdoms give away. 
We, Wile and him who 1 = betray?... 
t what ſweating pains, . what bloody. toils 
ve, adorn'd our Arms with Nations ſpoils; 
th our utmoſt reach ſcarce graſp d a Crown, 
wan Empire is much eafier won; | N 
es like Heav'n, which who wou'd. bravely win. 
Giant-like with high aſſault beginn 
Hills on Mountains, Project add to Plot, 
uge foundation for the work be wrought: 
Sheclimbs, at Stars that croſs him frown, 
dir em faſt as petty Princes down. Thus 
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My ſelf in * own cauſe Revenge will take. 


wp, EO RIAN 4: of, 
Thus through all oppoſition mult he pass 
Orte Walls of Chryſtal, batilements of Braſs 
75 Majeſty cries out, This, This alone 


uch ble 
fllt diſc 


Ke who Heav'n becomes, and firs a Throne. gan old 
Ce/. Thou talkſt of cruelty, of blood and toil, ch whe! 
Vet having hunted me into the toil, Royal! 


calls his 
Athers 1 
calls e 
uks fron 
10, Agi 
jult that 
10 but | 


My Lion rage with words far off you brave, 
But come not nigh for fear you find a Grave. 
Aug. Diſarm Marcellus, and Ceſario lay ; 
Kill him, haſt, kill him without more delay. 
(Julia and Narciſſa inter paſe and xnell) 
Fal, Hold Fathers -: 
Nar . Hold, N | 


* 


Fol. Let me your wrath atone. lavd m 
Nar. O hear the Siſter of your once lov'd Son. uſe (% 
1.2 Your daughter hear. . [They come ſen dom! 

ar. As you are great be good. on their b to avi 


Jul. And hear the voice of your crying blood. „viel. 


Aug. Treaſon! Conſpiracy! they have combind Ah cr 
With knit diſloyalty to break my mind, phicher 
To waſt my Spirits, and to bow will; oft for 
Yet like an old tough Oak Tle hold our ſtill? ure you 


Spight of che ſighs that blow, and ſhow'rs that wel with 


y foul to death ſhall her vow'd purpoſe keep. me you 
Speak, break yodr hearts, the Guſts of grief Te tire, I cou'c 
Like hammer'd Anvile Vle more blow re uire, en Bul 


not ſee 
that do 
TVexatii 


That at each. ſtroke my Eyes may ſcatter fire. 
Nar. By all the God - Ike honours you have wor. 
Jul. By all the Nations that you have undone. 


Nar. Srophere, the rempeſt of your fury lay, all tor 
Do not the Earth with laſting ſtorms diſmay. - | I take 
Jul. Or to your rouling Thunder give a check, Wil her 


y all 
ſours 1 
ud exal 


Or let the Cloud upon your daughter break. 
Aug. Yes, Vipers! yes, by Jupiter it ſhall! 
Ile lighten, thunder and confume ye all. 


Kill em, Guards, kill my Neece, my Daughter, Set elſe | 
Tis 5 death they ſee, haſt, puſh em on. Fall yo 
Ha! Villains Tray tors, dare ye thus give back? By He: 


be is! 
agtippa and Mecænas hold hin. 10 


The Court of Auguſtus Cæſar. 1 
weh blood's below an Emperour to ſpill, + 
falt diſarm 'em, and then you ſhall kill. 
| [Strives to get from Agrippl. '/ 

«$110 old Lion ſtruggles with his prey, wee? | 
ch when all torn his flaming Eyes ſurvey, 
Royal Savage ſcorns the eaſie prize, 
calls his young ones forth with dreadful cries 
hers round him all the cruel brood, 
calls em on, and fleſhes em in blood. (en 

ks from their Arms, Gloriana unveils and meets bim. 
b, Anguſtus, hold, and Cz/ar's Son retire, 
uſt that I for all ſhou'd once expire; 
o but for me you ne're had known, 
rd my life by hazarding his own. 
ue (eſario has my honour freed, 

doom has ſentenc'd him and theſe to bleeds 

to avoid, and ſet all right again, | 
„yield to wear my former Chain. 4 

Ah cruel Princeſs! what, what have you done? 
wither wou'd you from Cæſario run? 
loſt for which I thought life worth regard; 
ure your {elf transferr'd that dear reward 

1 with thouſand dangers wou'd have bought, 
ure your ſelf my ſharpeſt torments wrought. 
| cou'd meet in Its moſt hideous forms, 
en Bulls, in racks,” wheels, fires, and ſtorms, 
not ſee you his Here Tyrant, take .. | renders hzs 
that does its own diſquiets make. Sword) 
[Vexation, terrour tis to thee, | 
all torments tis the worſt to me. 
„ Itake thy Sword, and when I think it fit, 

ul her melancholly houſe ſhall quit. 

y all Heroick proofs of your high fame, 
fours I ceaſe to be 1 nothing am: 
d exalted projects fill my mind, 
r, Set elſe ro Cæſar rhus relign'd 
all yours. | 

By Heav'n you are all his] 
he is haſtning wm blits. 


nd 
3 
5 
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16 6 O RIAN 4; or, 


How to your ſelf unkind, to me unjuſt, 

That wou d to one ſo known a Tyrant truſt > 
I ſee his eyes red with Triumphant luſt. 

I ſee him from your ſacred body tear 

The ſcatter'd Robes in your deſhrivPd hair; 

1 fee his bloody hand, I hear his Tongue 

Cry yield, and now I fee you thrown along; 
Hands tir d, ſpeech loſt, no Rhet'rick now appears, 
But ſpeaking ſighs, and more perſwading tears : 
Now graſping thee my fancy ſhews him nigher, 
Pale as thy cheeks, and ſhaking with deſire, 

I ſee him on thy vanquiſh'd Honour tread, 

I ſee the Rape and with the fight am dead. 


Aug. Death !—Tle endure no more, haſt lead her he 


And Guards, upon your lives ſecure the Prince. 
How darft thou gaze thus now thy doom is paſt? 
Cæſ. Ple look my foul our. 
Aug. Do, this look's thy laſt, 
To rack thee more, thon ſhalr look once again, 
And paſs by Heay'n to Hell; tis witty pain, 
And worthy of a King's Revengeful brain. 
As obſcene Birds ſnateh the remains of light, 
Riſe late in Sumfmer-Eves, and ſet in Night; 
So like a Bat thou ſhalr her Eyes ſurvey, 
Then in death's deepeſt darkneſs dive away. 


(He goes out, follow'd by Marcellus, Julia, Narcill 


who ſeem to intreat him; Guards ſtay.) 
Ce/. O Gloriana! 
Glo. O Ceſario! Cæſ. Ceaſę; 
Let's ſeal our lips with everlaſting peace. 
Grieſs ſo unutterable who can ſpeak ? 
Glo. Have we Hearts ſtill? 
Ceſ, Grant Heav'n that mine may break 
Glo. Cæſurio, we mult part. 
(Ce. Gods! ſhe'sin haſt 
The time the Tyrant gaveſhe wiſhes paſt. 
Glo. Cæſars commands will inſtantly be 
Tis better to divide than to be rent. 
How much I love 


ſent, 


- — — 
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The Court of Auguſtus Cæſar. 165 
J That l wou'd dying hear. 1 
170 the ſhades the ſweet expreſſion bear. 155 
b. Why ſhou'd you wiſh what cannot be expreſt. 
gueſs my Flame by that which warms your Breaſt ? 
es magnitude is harder to declare, i 
m cis to tell the bigneſs of a Star. 
; [can ſay, if that can Paſſion ſhnew, 
tyou | had rather to a Cottage go, 

with AAgaftus live and wear a Crown; 
death to part and yet I muſt be gone. 
hough I know, I cannot but look back, 
gh Adieus, and thouſand Farewels take: 
ger after you, and with your fight, 

Birds that languiſh for the morning light 5 
Babes unkindly wean'd, that take no re 
hth'd in Tears lye pining for the Breaſt; 

your heart, and when I find it gone, 
p and as I wou d break my -C nm. 
j. 'Tis Love, tis Love the great dear extaſie, 
| with Raptures find you equal me. 
uch Loves ſhou-d have fo quick a doom 

lives of Lillies, blaſted in their bloom: 
ell appear In this laſt minute ſtrong, = 
uk as if our Joys ſhou'd flouriſh long. 


L Del 


arc like proteſting Swains, will plight our faith, f 
7 fiſh that when we break our perjur d breath 8 
; lraight be ſtopt by the cold hand of Death. 5 


If not to death my paſſion I preſerve, 

ll the Love which you can give deſerve, 

eh from their Seats the Rival Gods came down, 
ach ſnou d wooe me with a Starry Crown; 

2d the fine Sun, or finer God of Love, 

( ſwear they priz'd me more than Joys above; 

to them in all the Beams they wear, 

dot thee in humble weeds prefer. 

ions bolting from the neareſt Wood, 

A their hot thirſt in Gloriane's blood. 

If thou more fair than the red mornings dawn, 
er than Pearly dews that ſcent the lawn; 
"WY Than 


at, 


Than blew- ey d Violets, or the damask Roſe, 


May Mountains big with curſes on me roul. 


Affright with forms of ghaltly miſeries - 


| A vagabond thou ſhouldſt diſdain to own, 


1 
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16% GLORIANA; or, 


When in her hotteſt fragrancy ſhe glows, 
And the cool Weſt her wafted adouts blows , 
If thou art, not the darling of my ſoul, 


Glor. On me may Lightnings fall, and Mildews ny 
And may I dye at laſt of Mother's pain. 

Cæſ. May Jove ſhowr all his Thunders on my hex 
And may 1 be deſpis d when I am dead; 
Then as I lye all pale upon the ground, 
May ev'ry Virgin give my breaſt a wound; 
May no eye pity me, nor heart deplore 
That faithleſs wretch who his firſt Love "ring 

| Ex 


o 
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ACT. v. SCENE, The Imperial Chank 
Auguſtus, Nartiſſa. 


Aug. Hat! ſhall I never reſt till I am deal? 
Nar. III wake you in your everlaſting 
Ple baniſh filence from your ears, your eyes 


Yet hear me. LE, | 
Aug. Thou ſhalt be a Monarch's wife, 
Ask me no more to ſpare Cæſarios life, 
I ſwear Ile match thee to a Prince; be gone. 
Nar. A Prince] what Prince, what King, what Gt 
Equal to him, to my Divinity © _ (ran! 
He is a Prince, a King, a God to me; 
My hearr's firſt, laſt, chief, only joy; . 
Can you hear this, yet purpoſe to deſtroy ? 
O Iron heart? 3 
Aug. Yet you can make it run? 
Soft tool, be gone? by Heav'n ſhe melts me dom 


The Court of Auguſtus Cæſar. 11 
r. My milkie infancy why did you grace; 5. 
latter ſo while you did ms embrace? 8 
rrear this was the prittieſt charming face; 
reno {weernels left, nor grace to move? 
[grown old? have quite loſt your love? 
ind remains? all promiſes forgot? 5 | 
. They are, they are, and I will pay thee nonght. 
all) ro high affairs and muſt not ſtay, "EK 
0 your Garden-huſwifry, away... _. .. _ 
7. Tis well indeed you can remember that; 
times as I on beds of Violets ſat, - Ee rue, 
on my knees plac'd your Majeſtick head. 
le on your Crown my Infant. fingers plaid, & 
al your Silver hairs in order laid): 
then you ſmil'd and promis'd, nay you ſwore. 
erer | cou'd ask of bounteous pow'r,.. 5 
ou be granted : This you needs muſt know, _ ] 
Heav'n that heard you ſure will angry grow, 5 
will e if you deny me now. e 
. Auguſtus cannot with Cæſario ſtanld. „ + 
g his life, thou doſt my death demand. 3-0) _ 
har the rent World will nere obey, == 
a4) Nell two Rival Suns might drive the da, nn 
inge a partner brook in heav'nly ſway. .. Pp 
ur. Poor Prince, you wrong him; he anEmperourt _ | 
he never meant to ſhare your pow; ce = 
but his life, and he with me ſhall dwell, 1 
woves which all your Palaces excel 
re Heav'n and Earth their choiceſt wealth beſtow, 
ne no fuch weedsas Pride and Envy grow. -— 
I! mock the arts of Courts, and harms of State, 7 7 
1t Me thoſe are higheſt that wade deep in fate, "l 
ran! Giants very cruel, very great. Is: 
4, Well, leave me, Lle confider what to do, 
rio lives, and owes his life to you. 353 
7. Live! ſhall he live ! O Heav'ns ! pronounce it plain; 
k, Let him live, diſtinAly once again, 
[ may dye upon the raviſh'd ſound, _ _. 
on WM wich my laſt breath eccho,. Live around. 
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166 LO RIAN, or 
But you perhaps your myſtick mind unfold 
In Naädlng — like Oracles of old; 


- Tyield, I grant whatever you require. 


And 1 e ry may take 
Your purpoſe wr ng, and ſome groſs errour make 
Dear dreadtul Sir, let me this grace receive, ( 


Shall he without equivocation live? 


Enter Gloriana. 
Aug. Riſe, dear Nareiſſa, riſe, haſt and retire 


Nar. This is my hated Rival, e'reI go 
Fle watch and what ſhe acts with Cæſar know. 


Aug. Ambition's poyſon which the Spirits barn, 


And all the bloud to liquid Sulphur turn; 

The toil of War when action makes us ſweat, 

Scorch'd with our ſultry arms redoubled heat, 

Plagues, Surfeits, Feavers, the great harms of Per 

ContraQted by exceſſive idleneſs, | 

Are Dew-drops to the brands, the glowing fire 

You kindle here, and with your breath inſpire. | 

lor. My tears ſhall quench the flame. 

Aug. You may as well 

Pur out the Sun, or quench the fires of Hell. 

I though you fer for ever, but you riſe 

ore glorious, more tormenting to my eyes. 

Glor. Of furious paſſion why thou'd you comp 

To me? am I the author of your pain? 

Or can 1 help what you ordain ſhall be? 

You raife the ſtorms, and caſt em upon me. 

The works of Beauty, like it ſelf, are fait; 

1 beg for Pease, tis you that thunder War: 

Like March Tytannick rage black Tempeſts pours, 

But I like April am all Sun and ſnho wirs. 
Aug. Tis true, continu d ſtorms my peace mol 

And like old Ocean I can neyer reſt; Lat 

About my bead many State-Tempeſts ſing, 

And rapid troubles the rais'd billows wing: 

Yet Beautie's influence, like: the Moon's below, 

Is cauſe of paſſions conftant ebb and flow. 
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The Court of Auguſtus Cæſar. 
t'ris at length by me reſolyd, I wiill 
che Worlds quiet, and my own, be ſtill ! 

u like the Queen of Love, walted in caltys, 
filling cordial ſweets and healing balms, 

ill lull my ſtormy cares, and rock my head. 

he ſoft pillows of thy boſom lac. 
Gor, Shall then , — 
Se. He TEST TI. 

« indiſputable, . be thou but juſts . © x 
Wit kindneſs my unwearied love regatd, v5 
give my ſervices their due reward.  - _* 
Cl. Let him but live, and that reward may come, 
4ug. Live! he ſhall live beyond the day of doom, 
ent, yield, bow thy beauties to my will: — (fpill ; 
wldit thou have bloud : Thou ſhalt whole Nations 


ze, 


In, 


if oblige the World you'd breath beſtowv, 
io's lite will be too little; no, . ] 
& immortality can ne re ſuffice, _ POO, 
ak but the word, the dead, the dead Thall riſse: 
bes that dy'd a thouſand years age. 

il burſt death's Adamantine Gates below, 

owgh Pluto (hou'd himſelf the Porter ftand 

ruſh amaz d to light at thy command.  __ 

(or, *Tis fit that none beneath an Emp'rour fhou'd 

rele with Pompey's high extracted bloud; _ 
know Ce/ario's young, and charming fierce, 

t 'tis Auguſtus rules the Univerſe: © 

lnce Ceſario durſt attempt ſo well, | 

by ler him live, but in ſtrange Countries dwell, 

not preſume to ſhew his fallies here, 

dies if he again in Rome appear. i | 
K. My paſſion drinks your eyes refreſhing ſireams; 
ches your breath, and hovers o're the ſteams; | 

el, my joy's ſo ſprightly fierce refin'd, _ 

„ Madam, Love's the drunkeneſs 0*th* minfl- - - 

en taisd with Wine equal with Monarchs move, | 
Kings are Gods when extaſid by Love. 9 
Glr, With equal paſſion I your raptures greet, 

td as fierce fires your hotteſt burnings meet; 


\ 


© "CLORIJNA; on 


Fierce as Thaleſtris, Alexander fought, © 


ou like 

Bur with ſuch Arms as no deſtruction wrought: it dear 

Tle ruſh upon you with a Heav'n of Charms, 9 in its 

And make you buckle when you te out of Arms. [| will 

Aug. O thou att all the ſweetneſs of the earth, oſe bor! 

Thou mak ſt me young, nay giv'ſt me a new birth, off it 

And doſt ſuch virgin · thoughts to me reſtore, trip 
As if I nere had known delights before. 19. 

| Narciſſa meets em going out. either 


|  Nar. Stay, Ceſar, ſtay, thou man of mighty ill, 


ar, 


Hear me, and all the ſtings of Horrour feel; Ih wit 
If you perſiſt, go on in this dark way, Mid vit 
May you arrive at Hell; may never day, may ye 
Nor Glory which did once your breaſt enflame, Once the 
Gild your atchievements, nor adorn your name; ght by 
May you be hurl'd from the high Helm of State, Ing Lov 
And ſeem more vile than ever you were great. culous 
775 This ſeed of fire, leſt it ſhouwd ſpread abo thy G 

I will diſcreetly in its growth put out: | FE 
She ſhall a pris'ner be, take her away. lor, C 

- Naz. Bind me in dungeons, yet I will not ſtay: ad rem 
To publiſh thy diſgrace Ple ſhoot through pores, Wi ſtron 

: Ple pierce, Vie fly, Fle burſt the priſon doors; [the re 
This ſeed of fire ſhall get ten thouſand fears, g. Ne 
And ſet the World on blaze about your ears, lovely 
Aug. No, to the Veſtals you ſhall go, and there, der in 
Since you're ſo hot, the Sacred fires repair; tneſt o 
While you have any breath there reek your ſpight, Uke ! 
This frantick zeal will make em burn more bright. Lever t 
Glor. Though highly born, yet educated low, Tr, Wh: 
Diſtance, degrees, and forms ſhe cannot know ;  dampe 
She like a Shepherdeſs by Princes lov'd, bring 
Is dazl'd with the height to whichthe's moy'd. Ns to 1 
Though bold to madneſs, pardon her for me, breath 
Excuſe her ignorance, and leave her fre. Fours a 
Nar. At thy requeſt! diſdainful as you are, 6. Of 
Offending, falſe, and moſt defiruQve Fair, mylter; 
Rather than with thy pray'rs Vie freedom buy, an tk 
Dark as thy ſoul I will in dungeons lye. ne he f 
By philters, witchcraft, and Infernal art, l vaſt : 
is true that thou haſt Baln Ceſario's heatt ; Law 


It 
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qu like a cruel Fairy didſt convex GD LEE 
+ dear belov'd, that darling heart away. ſpin 
in its room A cold dead Figure lay. 
| will be reveng'd, to peices teac * 8 

fe borrow?d eyes, "and that inchanted hate, ; 
| off thy pride, diſtode thy gorgeous pow 7, 
j ſtrip'd of choſe, ſhew thee a Witch all ore. 
lu. Away to ſome dark room let her be had, 
cher you and I, or ſhe is mad, 
Nor, Yes, go devour your. ſelves with eager luſt; - 
il wich the pangs of paſſion, grind to duſt; 

7d with diſhonour infamouſly one, 
may ye to the bluſhing world be ſhewn - 
once the grim laſcivious God of War, 
hr by che jealous Husband's watchful care, 
Ing Love's melting Empreſs, was betray'd, 
culous to all high Rulers made. 
j thy Gold Scepter wither in her hand, 
be a Slave, and ſtill may ſhe command. 
br, Ceſar i is mov'd, in his confid'rate eye ; 
ad remorſe, and warring paſhons ſpy ; 
bh ſtronger charms tis juſt I draw him on, 
the revenging deed be left undone, * 2 
luz. No, le not go to bed, nor taſte the joy,” | 
lovely poiſon whoſe ſad ſweets deſtroyz 
ther in Bed nor Throne Fle'be her Slave, 
tnelt of pleaſures, but my Honours Grave 5 
like Pigmalion's Image will Tftand, 
Jever to be warm'd by any hand. 16150 
u. What ſudden horrour's "this that clouds your eyes 
lamps which from ſome vaulr's foul bottom riſe? 
ring the chear ful lights that ſhone ere while, 
uns to mortal frowns your ev'ry ſmiles | 

breath of any man can warm, or chill, 
yours alone can make alive, or kill. 5 
g. Of late fo coy, and now fo forward grown + - 
myiteries of Love I have not known, | 
can 1 this dark Kiddle's meaning gueſsz © 
ae be in't, let Fare it ſelf #7 +, i 3d 
725 appetite, yet dread to eat 
| {aw that death wear in the meat 
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%%% _ GCLORIANA; o, 
As half-ſtary'd Fiſh that fear the mortal Hook, 
Yet by the lovely Bait drawn in are ftrook; 

Ohe hangs ſo fair, ſo tempting to my Eye, 
Let ruine wait, Ile taſt her though I dye: 
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. How ſeverg is fate to break a heart 
That never went a roving, 
Jo torture it with endleſs ſmart, 
For too much conſtant loving. 
= I bleed, I bleed, I melt away, 
3 I waſh my watry Pillow: 

| T walk the Woods alone all day, 

And wrap me round in Willow. 
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Cæſario ſolus, riſing as from Peep: 


Ceſ. Vie not endure t; Hence from my fancy tul 
Or I to nought your frightful air will cruſh: 
Methought I ſaw her in Aaguſtus bed, 
And after by my fide beheld her dead, 
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Dye Gloriana, better thou ſhouldſt bleed, (0 thou 
Than once conſent in thought to ſuch a Deed. It you ; 
3 O beauteous Virgin, daughter of the Spring, enter Null lzh | 
Who to my Winter doſt refteſhings bring, dle yOu 
Still all in tears? Like the Celeſtial bow. 9.0 
Bending with cares and ſorrows that o'reflow ; lotet! 
Though bright yet ſad thy ſhinings all appear, nk me, 
And on thy ev'ry Glory hangs a Tear. the v3 
'* Nar. Alas I know not what I have to ſay, or, TI 


Yet I methinks could talk to you all daß; 
Tell you the mightineſs of Tyrant Love, | 
And how I cou'd from Courts with you remove; 
Cou'd like rhe humble Lark in my cold Neſt, 
Abroad all Night in froſty Meadows reſt : 

. $0 I my Vows to you my Star might bring, 

And ev'ry morning Songs of ſorrow fling. . 

| Cef. O torment. which the gen rous cannot beat: 


Ceaſe thy lamented Story to declare, 0 


The Court of Auguſtus Cæſar 

Neful and ſweet as waking Nightingales. 
ten they repeat in Groves their Trajick Fal- 
Var. Is it then writ in the dark Books above, 4 
you the poor Narciſſa ne xe ſhall love? 
1t ſhe ſhall languiſh with eternal pain, e a8 4 
1 never, never be belov'd again? R 
ſhy, 1 ſee denial in your Eyes: / 

hen ſome belov'd Relation dyes, - 

to the Perſon whom he loyd moſt dear 

ih caution come, firſt uſher doubt then fear, 

| with ſad preparation teach rhe ear; 

to my trembling heart be cruel kid. 

booth with ſoft delays my wounded mind, 

, 1 will for ever — before thee ſtand, 

lk, fit, or live, or dye at thy command. 

ur. Tis Heav'n to be thus part of one poor ban 
zue and talk; alas, I ask no more. 

| yet methinks: 
ond me the Emperour wou'd ſecure, 917835 
ere you my company muſt needs endure, 181 
lome cloſe Priſon for a year or ſo, - "4 
ind ſuch thouſand ways my love to ſhew, © . 
th thouſand pretty Offices to ſerve, © 1 
t you ſhou'd fay ar laſt he does deſerve; + 

1 igh perhaps and as weary lay 

ore your feet. with teats my labour pay. 

% O arm thy gentle boſom with diſdain, 

| ore thy heart a noble conqueſt gain 

nk me, alas, unworthy to receive, 121 

the vaſt Preſent 10 ſome other give, | 

ar, There is no reaſon why we love, nor how, 

o the yoke we all Submiſſiwe bow: 
equal feet Love treads on Kings and Swains, 1 


: death ore ey'ry heck he caſts his chains, 

wakes in Thorns, and ſleeps in flowrie Plains. 

% Will you forgive me it I prefs to hear 
 Gloriang does her Sorrows bear. 

v. Yes, that's the beauteous Thief that aden right - 
whom your ſoul ignobly does delight; 

the bleſt know, thou ſhe more beauteous be, 

irtue (ie 6x comes ſhort, far * of me. Vile 


172 6GLORTIAN A; or, 
Vile as ſhe is, untrue to all her vows, 
Who now the Tyrant's proffer d luſt allows. 
Cæſ. O do not ſpot thy Virgin-purity _ 

With ſuch untruths, for one ſo loſt as I. 
She vile! ungentle cruel as you are, 
Take heed, take heed, thou moſt injuricus Fair, 
And ſpeak no more, leaſt you be underſtood 
To have a ſpice of Ceſar in your blood. 
+ Nar. If there be truth in what the dying ay, 
Who would ſuſpected with the living Ray; ; 
y Heav'n ſhe is as falſe as I am true, 
nd Cz/ar wholly does her ſoul ſubdue - 
To baniſhment ſhe call'd your ſemenc'd head, 
And ſleeps this Night in the Imperial bed 
Cæſ. Never ſuch thund*ring ſhall my vengeance make 
Though ſhe were-charm'd ſhe ſhou'd no {lumber take, 
Though ſhe were ſleep, - ſleep! were ſhe death yeth 
Le rouze her with the noiſe of all my wrongs (ſhoud y: 
Furies ſhall call;her with eternal tongues, | 
Falſe, falſe, forſworn - — But I unjuſt appear, 
And You more cruel than the Tyrant are ; | 
Cruel to add to ſuch a maſs of grief, 
And I unjuſt to give your words belief. 
' Nar. my think me guilty of a Lye, O Heay! 
Have 'I liv'd thus! —— Yet may you be forgivn; 
J am unfit to live, and you to love “ 
Let me to Death, and you to War remove; 
You cannot be to rude in Armour dreſt, 
Since cruelty is there like fame profeſs'd, 
Like Love in Courts, it raves in ev'ry breaſt. 
Nor ſhall need your Sword to make a wound, 
This laſt unkindneſs weighs me to the Ground. 
O all ye vows of p ſhon that I gave! 25 
eturn and let me hide ye in the Grave. 
Cæſ. Fall firſt ten millions ſuch as I, ere thou 
To any grief my folly murmurd bow : 
Look up, thou eye of oth World, why does the rd 
That now adbrn'd thy cheeks, appear fo dead? 
What fatal Purple's this that ſhakes thy lip? 
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. Pm adding one ſmall grain to death's vaſt heap; 
love, thy love, hard- hearted Ceſar's Son, : 

| n00r accus d Narciſſa has undone. | 

thinks you are not now fo lovely quite, . 
ele 'tis death that darkens thus my ſignt: 
to believe !——'rwas fo unkind a part, 
cz wanted only that to break my heart, pd 
, Believe! I ſwear 1 do, I will believe, | 
but for thee I will hereafter live; | 
tear that cruel Sorcereſs from my breaſt, 
| plant the there of all my heart poſſeſ d.. | 
o not dye and leave me dumb, deaf, blind. 
xd to all the curſes of mankind ; 
de earth will warm it ſelf againſt my head, 


make al the Damn'd torment me when I'm dead. 
take, . Ah ſoft repoſe, how ſweetly nowl reſt 17 
yet your boſom were with Roſes dreſt : 1 

udn you have been thus kind if I had livd? 

| , Witneſs ER 5 


r, . Nay now you ſhall not be believ'd: 
| briana, bleſt above women, how RP 
thou this heart to thy falſe beauty bow? 
tr-heard her with the Emperour, r 
lea hing truth, ſhe loves you leſs than pow. £43 


labove the World, or that high bliſs 8 
which I haſt for my ſoul's laſting peace, 
me thy love z — no more. 

, My ſoul receive, 1 

ch thus infus'd ſhall a new being give, 

th with my breath, and with my being live:. 
1. The mighty cordial does my Senſes cloy, 

e like thoſe that ſurfeir with vaſt Jop: 
you ſuch words ſome minutes ſooner ſpoke, 
jd faſten'd life, but now tis vain to ſpeak, 


hat can hold us when our heart-ſtrings break, dyes; f 
/. Take me along, by Heav'n Ile follow thee, 

the redtow, no Inſtrument of deſtiny ? ; 

D ; 


;, canſt not break like hers ?— how calm ſhe went; 
mine's to big, and muſt with fate be rent, 

from my priſon-houſe : why ſo it ſhall, 
d and leave my brains on yonder wall. Dye 
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194 86 LORTANA; or, 


Dye! tis moſt fit; yet ee the deed be wrought, 
Shall not the blood of Pompey know her fault? 
Yes, Gloriana, yes, thou murd'ring Fair, 

Lie hollow death and vengeance in thy ear; 
Rouz: thee from Glory's grave with potent Crieg 
.. Charmi'd like a naked Ghoſt compell'd to rife. 


Enter Marcellus. 


Aar. U bring thee haſty news, live, live, but fl, 
Cæſ. News for thy news, lock there, and bid med 
Mar. My Sifter dead! 

Ceſ. She parted from life's Tree 
Hard like Green- fruit, and ſhe was pluck d by me. 
Why doſt thou bend her? life thou canſt not mold; 
She is like Alablaſter, fair but cold. wh 
Mar. O barb'rous Friend!—Priend! I the name diſh 


But tis thy blood that muſt her loſs atone ; aults px 
Thy owncurſt tongue which did her murder boaſt, v. I 
Has ſentenc d thee to death; — for ever loſt, My hea 
Dye, Royal wretch, —— pa, Wy, be 
Cæſ. What does thy arm arreſt? my! 
have no Sword, and proffer thee my breaſt : dough 1 
hy doſt thou turn thy melting eyes away? \ G0, 
Lam in haſt for death, and cannot ſtay. ly fron 
. Mar. Thou art not yet ſo black, but my quick bg” Wre 
Through all thy ſhades can ſpy ſome ſtreaks of light 
Though bloody, thou art valiant, and I ſcorn. 0 be hi 
To give baſe death to one ſo Nobly born? dle, 
Thou ſhalt in equal Duel periſh. me, b 
© © : 0 Gl 
Thou wert my Friend, and canſt not be my Foe. n 
"Tis true, thy Siſter dy'd for love of me; 4 ll g 
Can mortals help what Heav'n ſets down ſhall be? "ne 
Aml in fault? To thee I muft be fo; A 
Then right thee here, twill prove a welcome blon. I% 


Enter Julia: 


Jul. Cæſario, live! what means my fatal Lol? 
Et poſſible that you can draw your Sword by 
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lt your Friend, that Friend whoſe life of late? 

ay'rs redeem'd from near approaching fate? 

. Look there, and blame the vengeance Iſhow'd give; 

«1 Friend ? does he deſerve to live? TO | 

vorrid crime which he has done peruſe, 

then the Juſtice of my rage excuſe. - 

Something in this laſt treatment ſhews thee baſe; 

f callſt my Crime, what my Misfortune was: 

ul have us d thee thus, who wert to me 

ſand times more dear than life cou'd be? 

. How ee unfortunate, 'twas a dread deed, _ 

ich a fight my Father's eyes will bleed, 

Oh Marcellus! ſpare Cæſarios life, at 

due to Friendſhip, and your weeping Wife? 

q ſo noble paints his manly look, 

o the heart I am with pitty ſtrock. 

bis life's former acts this once perſwade, _ 

ults perhaps which his ill fortune made. | 

v. Tis in the clouds what ere it be, and why, 

ny heart ſays, by me he cannot dye; | 

fy, be gone to ſome far deſart, where & 1 
1 


may'ſt with ſafety live, thou canſt not here, 
bough we ſpare thee, Cæ ſar will nor ſpare. | 
Go, go, Ceſario, fly thy threatning Fate, | | 
fly from thoſe thou make'ſt unfortunate, © = 
Wretch that Jam, and terrour to the Earth 
de, where is now th advantage of my birth, 

o be highly miſerable? no, 
lus, yet there's ſomething left to do; 

zme, before we part for ever, where 

to Gloriana s guilt appear? 

Vn not ſhe nor Cæſar ſhall be harm d, 

will go with nought but Sorrow armd : 
lremembrance of our Friendſhip paſt, 

ime this one Requeſt for *tis my laſt. 

1. I will do this; go not that way, my eyes 
ck, and Clouds of death before me riſe. 


light 


be? 
ow. 
5 ¶ Exe unt. 


* "BF SCENE, 


.» 


8 CE N E, The Emperours Bed-Chanbe, 


GLORITAN 4: or, 


Orin fold, dreft in white with a Dagger in 
ber band, Tapers, &c. 


G70. He dyes, this Idol of the earth ſhall down, 
That brow that awd the World with every frown, 
This night ſhall bear its terrours to the Grave, 
There Great Auguſtus ſhall his Empire have. 
When he is dead, Marcellus mult alcend, . 

And to high ſafeiy call his noble Friend; 
To ſave my honour, and Cæſario too, 
What more can G/oriana wiſh to do? 
O Love! how maſculine are all my fires? 


With what dread thoughts the God my breaſt inſpires! 


When like a Lion all compos'd to reſt, 

The Tyrant leans upon my Virgin-breaft 

In Golden dreams expecting houndleſs bliſs, 
Vle rock him faſt, for ever faſt with this. 
But hark, he comes, I muſt my arm prepare, 
Fle to the Bed and wait his coming there. 


Cæſario enters, goes to the Bed, draws the Curtat 


and gases on her: ſhe riſes amat d. 


6b. Who's this? am I awake or do I ſee? 
Cæſario here indeed, can this be he? 
If thou be Ce/ar's Son that did adore | 
The blood of Pompey, ſpeak, or love no mote 
Cæſ. Love no more. 


G. Why doſt thou thus with frightful action gait 


Or art thou but the Ghoſt of him that was? 
Cæſ. The Ghoſt of him that was. 


Glo. Such by thy ſtedfaſt eyes thou wou'dſt appal 


Thy dread replies unuſual horcour bear, 

Yet ſute that form my ſoul can never fear. 

Who was thy murd'rer, if thou murder'd be? 

By Cæſar ſlain, or wert thou Kkill'd by the 
Cæſ. Kill d by thee. 
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alt thou gain from wretched&/me felt? 95 
came to ſeek fob painted Viewetivte, |» 1-17 92 
ie exceeding\ falſe; exceeding faigy © 1110 hh 
ne whoſe breaſt ſhone like Alber Cloud. * 

d a heart compos d of Thunder rod; AE 
ic more weeping than the face of Ni >! VP 
e liquid Cryſtal hides the Croce !!i'! mt 

e who like a God from-Heavn-did pt ££ 1 
Wain, but luſt was in the goldendhowr!, / 0 

e nho like Pandora beauteous flewWw 3-4» 
long train of curſas with her dre? 10H 
de who like a Rock of Diamonds ad, 
:mmd with death; and univerſal flood; 136931 
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But ds not fit I tell what's lodg d within, 


It all things deadly and preverſe does will; 


And deprav'd Spirits lurk in ſacred ſhrines, 


-GLORIAN 4; or, 


How full thy boſom is of fouleſt ſin. ul [eve 


77 ond the 
Glo. Speak, for I am prepar'd the worſt to ben | 
Cæj. fuck a heart thou haſt that lodges there, Wm 
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So in bright Palaces black Tyrants kill - 
So mortal damps are hid in golden Mines, 


Glo. Have you done yet? 

Cæſ. The ils that thou haſt done, | 
Will like the Steeds of Night for ever run, 
Furies ſtill laſhing on; — for thee, ingrate, 
1 was the cauſe of dead Narciſſas fate. 

Glo. O Heavn's! | 5 

 Ce/. *Twas love of thee that urg'd her doom; 
Thou thoughtſt thy perjury ſhou'd never come 
To theſe deluded ears, but *twas from her 

I learnt how-excellently falſe you were ! 
But I fond fool wou d not believe, till ſhe - - 
By death confirm'd thy matchleis treachery. 

Glo. I ſeem'd indeed with Ce/ar to conſent, 


But 'twas to give him fatal puniſhment ;.. - then, | 
To end his Tyrannies with one great blow, - Wit x 
Which all your rage in vaineliay'd to do. Hold 


For this 1 leant on the Imperial ed, 
Deeply reſolvd with this to ſtrike him dead; 
For this I urg d you to retire at firſt, 
*Tis true, or may I be for ever curs c. 
Czſ. I know, I kn. you cannot want exciſe, We not! 
The fair are ſtill moſt witty in abuſem 
But Lam arm'd, with demonſtration arnvd, 
And will 22 78 er. be tat 
Did not the dying ſpeak it ? proof; 
I heard, I've ſeen, by Hear'n there is enongn: dye 
I will be deaf as winds when Sea. men pray, '_ 
And ſweep as furious and as ſwift as they 
Glor, Yer cruel turn. © 43% VOY 287 
 Cef. By all the Gods Te not, 14572 Of 


I am reſolv'd, and will no more be caught: 
Thus turning from thee, thus I loſe the fight up 14; 
& * 7 SO 


aw” 
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il [ever lov'd ; Vie take my flint 

nd the Scythian hills, where horrid care 

h ber cold ſighs chills all the Neighb'ring air; 
sliſers heat, and binds the ſpringing blood. 
e Mirth and Joy are words not undeeſtood;  - > * 
x thouſand ſorrows {hoot along the glades 
m:lancholy firs in mighty ſhades; ss 

ter le fly, and darken all the place, 2 
with new clouds the ſolemn mourners grace; 
floods of tears Ple waſh the ſtains of Love.. 
niſe all Cæſar to the Thrones above. enn 
Be gone, to death, to death Ceſario fi, 
j0u fear, Ile teach you how to dye? 
our guide in your dark courſe, and ſhew 

my to Heaven, which ſure yoo do not . 

np your pennons, when they flag with guilt; 

elt you 5 ums clouds embroiderd quilt: 

our ſuſpicions as you weeping lit, 

don all the faults you did commit; - 

nil believe me true when I am dead, 

leath will free me from the Tyrant's bed : - 

den, behold the offering which I make, 

Rot Pompey dying for thy ale. 
Hold, Gloriana, deſperate murd'ring Fair! 

bit thus thou wou' dſt thy honour cleat ? oy 
tp that falls will to an Ocean ſwell, I : 


low me; (who can the horrour tell!) 

Im ſunk beneath the depths of Hell. 

e not ſpeak to thee , my breath's ſo foul. 
y poiſonous word will blaſt my Soul. 
Ah cruel kind! 1 can but loſe thee now; 
ath's leſs dreadful than thy angry brow ; 
eadful Scene was fo ſevetely wrought; 
[dyd, 1 muſt be guilty thought:  _- 
e no more the crime of Fate upbraid;, , 
y bath d eyes, and raiſe thy drooping liead, 

de were not for each other made. 

Night! everlaſting Night! —— Oh! 
Do nor grieve. g—=—— #5 
a laſt breath pardon and love receive: 

Nt Me; == M 2 


| ö | 
#0 | | 
| 
| 
* 
/ | 
» 


>= o = 5 N 
26 aw p 1 8 i; - O00 me | Ak. a = \ 
6 = = N 4 — =4 W 
. r 


„% GO RIAN AI of," 


Cæſ. Firmer than old Atlas ſtands, 


And prop a Richer Heav'n with Mortal hands. 
Glor. Take me ſ{ccur'd from paſt and future harm 


Bow'd to thy neck, and ſinking in thy arms: 
I go the long daxk way 
Cæſ. Net y8h ĩ˙ noo nt 0 
Glor. Farewell. | 
Her heart in Heav'n thou canſt not ſweeter dwell, 
Move the ſtill pulſe, and thaw sach frozen vein, 


Return, I ſay, Ile force thee back again; 


Catch the bare ſoul juſt plunging into bliſs, 
And give it back with this faſt deathleſs kiſs. 


Enter Auguſtus in bis Ni, hr gown, 
3388 Cain meh + £464 if 3 


Aug. Thus hen the Royal Eagle ſtoops to pair, 
With a delib'rare wing he beats the air; 
Views all the Queens of his Heroick Race, 
To judge whoſe eyes deſerve Imperial grace: 
But having choſe aloft his Empreſs, beats 
To kiſs Fov?s feet, and know her kindred Stars: 
So ſhall my Miſtreſs fit enthron'd above, 
Firſt ſhare my Glory, and then taſte my Love, 
Ha! who art thou? my Rival arm'd! who waits? 
Cefar's betray d. mT en Sat 


Cæſ. Call the oppoſing fites, - 
With all the Forces of thefighring Earth, 
For I wou'd periſh as beeotnes my birth. 

Aug. How cam'ſt thou here? 

Cæſ. I will not tell thee how, ' e 
Should the Gods ask, I have not lei ſure now : 
P. more to blow thy hate, and on diſdain 
Pie burning Rage, behold thy Miſtreſs flain. 
Now give me death.: 

Aug. Death ! thou haſt nothing nam'd, | 
Thou ſhalt be tack'd an Age, and then be damn 
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Cæſ. Back, thou departing life; back to the ce 
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The Court off Auguſfus Cefar. 151 
hriana, bright unha Hi ud d, net aids? 

hall revenge be 1 deſpair 7: Rel ids di 
ain, he dies rhoughCo/an hould-Tome down,. 
fr his life with acredſfighs atton e. 
0 Uchank thee, mighty” Rival! cult! „ ; 
cre my Gholt puts on her *Airey Shreud. 
id 1 kneel, who ne'fe to chan yet WF” ab 
keg that when the fatal ffres - eonye) 7 | thy N 


a n e 88d muſt de e e g 
: of my duſt, as a more gerffrous doom, 00) © 103 
* be inclos d in Gloriana r Tomb. , n 


. Thou cravit thoſe Honsüns that: my envy more 

le be juſt to Glory as io Love; 

halt not vainly” kneel, will comply 

our defires, Ceſario riſe and dye. 

V This ac of virtue, though: ſo lately: at | 
in Oblivion all your 'vices drown + : © 

| Guards your mighty Maſter's will ob © est 7 
dat my heart your pointed Us: pra lay 

all yoyr Spears my body thus en 

et me ſet in Glory as 1 roſe. 

. The fate he claims my Jultice tas decreed, 
ough I rurn me from che bidden deed, 2 
Ann Lahe he mult bleed. 7 + fy 


| Thus fell my Father chus encompaſ'd rout, 
bore beneath him Glory: to the ground; 

the remains of life Ile drag me on, enn 
athy knees for ever” lay me down. ee 
ppineſs! Ou pleaſure ! in deaths HO 1 
wering ſoul oe thy tod ſweetnefs hang: 
lp her all, and Neem laſt be mine; as 
me br his, C rf che world is thine.” ; 
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What none but I durſt offer to your ear, 


Th 

Terrible death which I ſo often brav d. 1p. Sma 
With this laſt vizard has the Victor ſcar d. all the N 
Agr, Yer by the fall of Love Empire's acquird, N ere Ma 
Since with your Miſtreſs Cy/ar's So expir d. their ven 
Mec. Thus when th immortals take, they greatly of: fe ſh: 
And bribe your. big affronted heart to live. for worſ 
Aug. But all Earth's Kingdoms cannot equal u ezwn abt 
With the vaſt ſums Love in the Scale did lay: WIACKS n 


Thus the great Governours return me Braſs 
For Gold; and for my Diamonds, barter Glaſs, 
By this time I had been in bed in Heav'n, 
And o're their heads with tow'ring pleaſures driyn 


Tr Entcr Tiberius. 
Tib, Yet fortifie your mind, dread Sir, and hey 


IL 


Fate by Narciſſas Ioſs more ſpite has ſhewn, 


Tib. Marcellus ſtay'd by Julia from the ground, 
Sunk in her arms, and dy'd without a wound: Our Ser 
| Ang ai limbs the Princeſs lies all pale, Since J. 
And ſoon will periſh except you prevail. old me. 
; Agr. We muſt ſubmit to the Divine Commands WW! mes po; 
Aug. No, I'le not take a blow more at their han or the 
Raiſe. me a Fun'ral Pile, and round me 'mourn,' I in 
For 'tis reſolv'd, like Hercules Ele burn. ut the 
Grief mortal as his poiſon'd ſhirt ſticks 1 faith Fn 
And now I wiſh that my laſt hour were paſt; well you 
That my immortal honours were begun. inter 
le dye, Ile ſet this Ev ning with the Sun. Wh one 
Summon the Earth, wiong d Livia Son proclain 4 can 
My £4/er, and-t9 Feav'a velound his bam. ' "fire fr 
1b. For me twere vanity to make reply, Brande 
Let in Axguſt us quanel I dare dye; from yo 
And almolt wiſh. the World might once rebel, then oz 
That I might reap the fame your Foes to quell: . fr 
Bur you already awe the Nations round, | Coughd, 


And at your nod bow'd Scepzers touch the ground: Wh, had b. 
2 17 1 F | FOE to 
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The Court of Auguſtus Cæſar. 183 


4. Small are the thanks I owe the Pow'is above * 
all the Nations that beneath me mõwvw-ẽ ? 
gere Maſters ply their early charge 
th:ir vex d ſpirits at ſet times enlasg e, 
few hort airy Joys in Fields to nde. 
for worſe hardſhip bait the wearied mind; 
2v'n abroad with Conqueſt crowns my Wars,, 
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wacks my ſpirits with domeſtick Jars. a 2 
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Auguſtus Ceſar. 
Spoken by Mr. Haynes. gp 


* — * 


0ur Servante, Gentlemen: "tis a long tine Wi 
Since I bad rh honour to conver ſe with you in Rhimz, 8 
told me at r other 'Houſe y had left us quite, \ ©, . | "Wy 
lues going to hanę my ſelf out-right, © © 5 | 
for the bopes of pleuſing you to Night.: 

wat's 1nſipid life to them or me, © * ij 
wt the favour of your Cmp :?: '- *- - 
ſaith Tm very glad to ſee you here, | N 
well you can at a Ntw Play appear : 

Winter you forſaking all the Old, 

up one while of a damn'd Pockie Cold; 

4 came bere, but who the Lord can tell, 
Were ſhrunk up like Sndils within their ſhell , 
Brandenburgh had ſo diſeuis'd each one, 

from your Coachman you could ſcarce be known, 


then you droopt as if balf-drown'd you came 

( from North-Holland or from Amſterdam z 

Coughd, Head ſave you! with as grave a motion 

dad been at 9 
M4 


und. 
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where tit Devotion. 5 
The 
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Felefting comp Grag, 1 
loathe cam: withLace to fac, 
The Towre upon he ore bead all turm d bach, 
And ftuck wm ue lite tb Mun itb Almanack. . 
The Miſſes, th een of bimaone kind; KF! N „ 
No longer i in dear. — 9 00 , 10 
But each to chamber. praclice Aid retires _ 
With Ale and Appletyiandaa ban cool fire : + 
Now this misfortune we by yours bave Wn 
Tour cold full ticks by us, though you are _— 
5, that makes it now: fo. bd 
To get you here but juſt at + New Play + e 


4.4, aa 


Me ve Play d: ge you all that's in our pow'rs, | fi Joan 
155 T 0 E our ſclaes een out of door i} 


Toure grown ſo thts; 112 ind tbe Devils in ye. 

bf hold, there's one way yet to get your praiſe, 

[1 treating you your a "i may raiſe, 
Libels and Lac 4 2 als wire, 
Criticks like Lovers py ac 27 their delight, 
Always eſtemm gbaſe kiſſes bet thut bite. 

Weld dev! with: ya, Crallants im yaur own wy 

nd tre at you like thafe Punhr that Lobe for 701 

rewright and Tidrefs'd Mn tmothund'ring What 

ith Rods will tau behind the Playbouſe: _— | 

And firk ye up each day to pleaſures A, KS 

As Jenuy Cromwell, — or Betty Buly. \ v0 

od 2 ns), a hugs i481 Vu | 
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Dramatis Perſonæ 


* * . 1 = | | 
Alexander the Great. Mr. Hart. 
Clytus, Maſter of the Horſe. Mr. Mobuz, 


Lyſtmachus, Prince of the Blood. Mr. Griff, 
Hepbeſtion, Alexanders Favourite. Mr. Clark. 

 Cafſander;-Son-of Antipaſer. Mt. xenaſtor) 0 
© Polyperchon,Comander of the Phalanx. Mr. Goad mas ſyir 
Philip, Brother to Caſſander. Mr. Powel. (tos 


Theſſalus the Median. Mr. MWiltſpire 
erdiccas, Mr. Lydat. 
Eumenes, > Great Commanders. Mr. Watſon. 
Melzer,, mien. 
riſtander, a Southſayer. Mr. Coyſh. 

WOMEN BY 


” 


//igambis, Mother of the Royal Family; Mrs. Gy. 
Aae Dooghter of Dake lar — 2 
Alexander. a f 


Roxene, Daughter of Cohortanus, firſt (xis. Map 


Wife of he pre TESTS * 
Pari als, ert u. in Love „ np. | 
1 | lith Lyſimachus.. ; Tur Baker 


Attendants, e 
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icht Honourable, 
4 of His 7715 Bed · Chamber, and Kais 


cl che moſt Noble @R D ER of the GAR TEX 
N Lord, | | . 5 N Sb. et \v.\ TON 
HE N I bear by many perſons, not indi 


Judges, how Poets are cenſur d moſt, even 
where they moſt intend to pleaſe, and ſome- 
rt by thoſe to whom they addreſs, condemn d ſor Flatter- 
Hcophante, little fawning Wretches, Teonfeſs of all 
wertakings there is none more dreadſul1o me, than aDe- 
ation. So nicely cruel are our Judges, that after a Play 
been generally applauded on the Stage, the NY 
lice of ſome after-Obſervers ſhall damn it for an Epiſiie 
a Pretace. For ibis Reaſon, ny Lord, Alexander way 
re to ſerſ for a Patron in my troubled thoughts, than for 
e Temple of Jupiter Ammon in the ſpreading Wilds, and 
ling Sends, *Tis certain too, he muſt have been loft; 
dnot Fortune, whom I muſt once, at leaſt, acknowlege kind 
n Li preſented me to your Lordſhip : Tou were pleafd 

d, to read it over Att by dd; and by particula? 
wſer, proceeding from the ſweetneſs, rather then the 
ice of your temper, lifted me up jrom my natural Mes 
choly and Diffidence, io a hold belief, that what fo great 


)- WR Underſtanding toarranted, could not fail of | Succeft. 
1, bcre I were meſt ungrateſul, if 1 ſhould not fatisfis 


1 rd, for calling a Surprize, mhen Twas firft honours 
waiting upon your Lordſhip : So much unexpeted, an 
cd, unuſual affability from Perſons of your Birth, an 
uny; ſo true an eaſineſs, ſuch Frankneſs without affels | 
tl never ſato. Tour conſtant, but ſew Friends, ſhew the 
wreſs of your Mind, which never varies, ſo God- yy 
ue, that 4 Prince puis off bis Majefly when he part 
b Reſolution. In all the happy times, that Fattended you, 
'{r buſineſs; un accident,” interpor'd, I bave obſer# q 
r company to be the the ſume. You have Travel d we 
ebert, Sui d'through' gil bunourt of the Courts un 
fant Sea," your have gain d the gallant Prizes which yo! 
ht, von ſelefted invaluable Friends : And I am per- 
0 per ſwaded, if you rraffick but ſeldom abroad, tis for 
of /Plitting upon Knaves o Fools. Ner it it 1 


jud, ing World of the Surprize I was in. Pardon re 


7364, I" 31% The Epiſtle Dedicatory. 
ut raber a Delicacy of your Soul, that mattes you ſbuni 
= JO of the I the Lers and Dreps of it, whils; 
RM bc nobleſt Retirement you enjoy the finer Spirits, and in 
that juſt Greatneſs to be above the baſer. [Now commend 
5 ore is ſuch Reſervation ! How: admirable ſuch 
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nee of R 
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ir Verſe. 
hnation : 


* ade! ¶ you are ſingular in tbir, ue ougÞt to blame tl 5 
__ unhiiking, diſolute des, an Age whoſe buſineſs is ſenſi 2785 
= Rr, Neroman Gambols, and ridiculous. Debauchery, i 5 55 
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et bat aan produce few Perſons beſideg your Lordſhyal 
7 175 e. All our hot. bowrs, burnt. in Night-Rew 
on Ne Lad pg; af we wake, tis a pain, 
Peeling Honour jogs us to the Field, where, If we live, ord 
ears ast concern d; fon, the Soul mas laid out beſott 
ext abroad, and our Bodies were after alted by meer Any 
95 Vils, withoyt Reaſon. When I more nagf oh contenyl 
7 Perſon, metbinks 1 ſee in your Lorddhyp twoof tie 


= 


3 ILS; 


WMMEN! 


p muſt be 


4. Pa 1 th dead, con 

i 5 1 th CIT 

A „5 Tin 

deſervel „ Uzi 
ſhe met 
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The Epiſtle Dedicatory. 
irinting Friends in « Country Village, to 72 
1 Kome; Or if ſometimes they were fnatch d from 
'r cooler pleaſures to an Imperial Banquet, we may ſee by 
'r Verſes in praiſe of a Country Life, was againſt their 
ination; witneſs Horace in bis Epud. Beatus ille qui 
cul, He. part of hir fixt h Satyr, bis Epiſtiero Fuſe Ariſt. 
ge Georgie, O Fortunatos nimium hona fl, Oc. All 
red by Mr. Cowley, ſo Copioufly and Naturally, as no 
cone before, or coming after. ſhall equal, tboagh all Heads 
in together to out do him. T ſpeaknor of His exalineſs th a 
e but of the whole, This then maybe ſaid, as to the condi· 
nof Poets in all times, few ever armo d to a middle Fors 
r moſt have livꝰd ar the loweſt, none ever mounted to ibe 
beſt; neitber by birth, for none was ever. burn a Princes, 
Prince, to my Remembrance, was ever borna Poet: nor 
ty, becauſe they were always too much tranſported 
teirown thoughts, from minding tbe grave buſineſsaf is 
1d, not of their Humour. Whereas evenSlaves, the Ra 
of the Earth have, by 1 Fortune, gain d & 
wer, and with their vile Heads, ſully d the Glories of 4 
a7. Praiſe is the greateſt encourage nent we Cameltons 
pretend to, or rather the Manna that keeps Soul and H 
wether ; we devour it as if it were Angels Food, and vain- 
Nut we grow immortal. For my own part, I acknowledge 
errecerv'd a beiter ſatisſaftionfrom the Applauſe of at 
ence, than T have from your fingle Fudgment. Ion gaze. 
beauties, and wink at blemiſhes ; anddoboth;ſogracefully} 
th- jſt diſcovers the acuteneſs of your Fudgment, the 
the excellency of your Nature. And Ican afferm tau 
(hip, there is nothing tranſports a Poet, next to Loueg 


02 commending in the right plate, Therefore, my Lord, this 
/ be your' ; and Alexander whom I have rig df 
2 yh dead, comes to you with an aſſurance anſiberuble to hit 


aller, and your Vertue. Du cannot expett:biminbisdMas 


of two thouſand year ago, I bave only put has Ittaſtt iiur 


5 1 
ed in an L 1 9. . : 

pu rne,which are notar d with all Obſervance, 
* of Lordſhip, by My Lerd nn * 
Tour Lordfhips moſt humble, e 007 2160115) 
. obliged, and devouted Servant. 
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ch Prai 


8 T 0 
Mr. Lee, on bis Alexander. 


HE Blaſt of common Cenſure cou'd 1 fear, 


1 Before your Play my Name ſhou'd not appen 


For twill be thought and with ſome colour too, 
I pay the Bribe I firſt receiv'd from you : 
That mural Vouchers for our Fame we ſtand, 


To play the Game into each other's Hand; 


And as cheap Pen orths to our ſelves afford 

As Beſſus and the Brothers of the Sword. 

Such Libels Private men may well endure, 

When States and Kings themſelves are not ſecure: 
For ill Men, conſcious ot their inward Guilt, 


Think the beſt Actions on by- Ends are built. 
And yet my ſilence had not ſcap'd their ſpight, 


Then envy had not ſuffer'd me to write: 
For, fince Icou'd not Ignorance pretend, 

Such worth I muſt envy or commend. 

So many Candidates there ſtand for Wit, 

A Place in court is ſearce fo hard to get; 

In vain they croud each other at the Door; 
For ev'n Reverſions are all beg'd before: 
Deſert how known ſo ere, is long delay'd; 
And then to Fve/s and Knaves are better pay'd. 
Yet; as ſome Actions bear fo great a Name, 


That Courts themſelves are juſt, for fear of ſhame * 


So as the mighty Merit of your Play 
Extorted Praiſe, and forc'd it ſelf a way. 
*Tis herez as tis at Sea; who fartheſt goes; 


Or dares the moſt, makes all the reſt his Foes; 


Yet when ſome Virtue much out · grows the reft; 
It ſhoots too faſt, and high to be expreſt; 
As his Heroick. worth ſtruck envy dumb 


Why took the Dutchman, and who cut the Bm: 
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þ Praiſe is yours, while you the Paſſions tnobe, ©{ 49 
at tis no longer feign'd ; tis real Love: - 3 1 
dere Nature Triumphs over wretched Art; '4 WS 


-only warm the Head, but you the Heart. 
lays you warm! and J 
in hot Regions, bring the Sun tos near, 

g bur to make your fragrant Spices blow, 
hich in our colder Climates will not grow 

bey only think you animate your Them 
ih too much Fire, who are themſelves all Phe me; 
dies wou'd be for Lags of loweſt pace, © © 1 
ſere Cripples made the Judges of the Race. 1 
ſpiſe thoſe Drones, who praiſe while they accuſe 1 
he ioo much Vigour of your Yourhful Muſe: ö 

hat humble Stile which they their Virtue mae 
in your pow'rz you need but ſtoop and take. 

ur beauteous Images muſt be allow d * | 

all, but ſome vile Poets of the Crowd; 

thow ſhou'd any Sign · poſt dawber know 

e worth of Titian or of Angelo? 

n Features every Bungler can command; 

dw true Beauty, ſhews a Maſter's Hand. 
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bf PROLOGUE to'Aleximin Wl | 
FH 5 ee nere en I AY _—_ 
| Written by Sir. Char. Scroop, Barone, . 
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He W bard the Fate is f the Scribling Drugge, 
| Who writes to ol}; wben yet ſo Few can Judge 
Wit, like Religion, once Divine was rhoughr 13 

And the dull Crowd heliev d as they were tanghbe; 
Now each Fanatic Fool preſumes: elan ede 
The Text," an dars the fate Mit prophanee 
For, while you Wis each unhers Hall purſue; 1 
The Fops uſurp the Power belongs. to you. 1 Js 
Du thenk N gre thalleng'd ineach New Play-Bill;; 
ͥOVV 

E 


There Fencer Wike jou un? another bure, 


| While with your Wounds you mals the Rabble ſport: 
Others there ate rhat bins the BTA, Wl! 
To murder 4 poor Play but want ity l. 


They love to fight, uu ſeldam huue abe wit F e 
To ſy the 1 M ih may r ie 
And therefore, like Fans B 5. the Town, 
Ne're ſtand to draw but knock the Paet down. 
With theſe, like Hogs in Gardens it ſucceeds, © 

. They root up ll, 4 knob dor Flowers from Weelhe, © 

- As for you, Sparks, that hither come cach day, 

To att your own and not to mind our Play; 

| Rehearſe your uſual Follies to the Pit, 

And * bf Nonſenſe * the Stages ay * 
of. 04 OT es tel; 
p mo DIE ee ll; Y \ 
Gloat on the filly She, who for your ſake 
Can Vanity and Noiſe for Love miſtake ; 
Till ebe Cocquet ſung in the Next Lampoon, 
Is by ber jealous Friends ſent out of Town. 
For, in this Duelling, Intrieguing Age; 
The Love you make is like the War you wage; 
Y are ftill prevented ere you come t ingage - | 
Rue tit mot to ſuch trifling Foes nryon, - oo 
The mighty Alexander daigns to ſue ; 
Tee Perſians of the Pit he does deſpiſe, 
But to the Men of Senſe, for Aid he flies; 
On their experienc'd Arms he now depends, 
Nor fears he odds, if they but prove his Friend! 5 
For as be once a little handful choſe. - 
The Numerous Armies of the World H oppoſe, 
So back d by you, who underſt and the Rules, 


He boar N, FP of For 


— 


XY 


(HJ CE 7:4 x 


T 1 E 1 1. t5'% %e kb? 


Kival Quaid 


on, 


LEXANDER the Great. 
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erf SCENE L 05 
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wer Hepheſtion, ae febring, Crs 7 


F Hat, are you Mad men! ha=-Pur'v uf 9 17 i 

Then, miſchiefs in the boſom of ye bott 

Lyſ. I have his Sword. A 
But muſt not have his Life. N 
, Muſt not, Old Chur? 1 1 
J. Mad Lyſimachas, you moſt not; nn IF 

b. Coward 4 5 O feeble At. 
| ied with my Point, and when 1 thruſt, £4 
ownd and ſmil foil'd me like à Fencer. 
ered Cytur Bras of the War; 
hmous Guard of Alexander's Life, £14: 3.04 
pity on my Youths and lend a Sword: Ws 
us is brave; and will ſcorn me; 0 
te, or let = e fight with him again. 

Lhereſta e thy Sword; and fince chou art refoly'd 
Heath, thou haſt the nobleſt from my hand. 
a9 thee, Lyſimachus; Hepheſtion, hold; 
you both, my body Intetpos d. 
lt me ſee which of you, dares to ſtrike ; * 
ve ye ve ſtirrd the Old Man, that raſh Atm 
art advar ces, moves againſt the Gods, 

It the wrath of Cyrus and the Will 
it rear King, moy Deputy 1 ſtand; ' 
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ear Ae RIVAI QUEENS, Oy, 
* 


4. 
t ſo he | 
| joyn'd 

om fror 
hurl'd rc 
coud t 
ich witl 
as not t 
id had n 


wn "a take another 1 time. 
5. And 1. — | 
ch. *Tis falſe lf 175 
8 er ime. what tinte 155 d bh ur? 
time ſhall ſee a brave Man do amis. 
And what's the noble Cauſithat makes this madneß 
2 big Ambition blows' =; dangerous Fire, 


ant Xl ined aus Breath? © I 1 


By at of Youth, © Wives 
? When Towns were Backed and Beauties oY Court; 
* 5 tood boy ld, and Nature == me gh ere is ib 
cCh tut ne re bowid his body to ſuch ſhame - b. In 
=_ . The brave will ſcorn the Cobweb Arts. The Sou). Wel 
Of all that whining, ſmiling, coz ning Sex, we his 
C ' Weigh not one thought of any Man of War. | was 
* Ly/. I confeſs our Vengeanoe was ill. tim, ling 4 J 
ut Cy. Death! I had rather this right Arm m vets os make 3 
6 To which L owerhy Glory, than cur King N 
li Should/knowyour "fault har, on this Sos 
4 Heph. 1 was to blame... 
Fl Ch. This memorable dre wr. Did 
_ When our hot Maſter, that add tire ihe Woll did, hi 
1 ' Outride the lab ring Sun, dy. the Stars, tears ho 
When he inclin-d 10 Ref, com erte en in 
1 Liſtening to Songs : even Beg his K mpets ſleep, temblin 
And plays with Monarchs whom he 980 to dme; erer be 
na Shall we begin Diſorders, makes new Broys* Wh. Forb: 
= We that have Temper teafnr, "hall we awake rot a 8 
1 Huſh't Mart, the Lion, that had left to ton MO the! 
__ Ly/. Tis true, Old Clyrus'is an Oracle, © '' re re 
4:8 Drs up, Hepheſtion. did got Paſßon blind No 
My Reaſon, Ion ſuch oecaliohy too 5 dy (h 
= Could thus have urg d. , For f 
mM Heph. Why is it n eber an ock © 
— Ch. Becauſe unman'd.—— . Whom | 
| Why is not Alexander grown Example? a, as a 
b O that a Face ſhou'd thus'bewitch a Soul, - ey dit 
= And ruin all that's right and reaſonable! ; thoup 
_ * be my bane, yer 27 Old Nan _ talk : ag 
a 2 


0 4 'Y, 
=_ 


* Fa 


HL EX ANDER te wn \ 

fo he loved when he at Tus fought + 

| joyn'd in mighty Duel great Dariut, . 
om from his Chariot Haming all ie 
hucld ro Earth, and cruſrd th' Imp e weng 
coud the Gods defend their un; 901 £95 0 
ich with the gaudy Coach lay operdür! AN 
15 not the Shaft of Love that did me ke, 5 off. 
i had nothing there to do; burnow” i! 2521 224.077 
b Wives he takes, te Rival Queens Aiſturb e 
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ch 


Court; and While each Hand do's Beauty old be 
eis there room for n mo 

pb. In his Heart. Ie T. Res 
ou). Well fad. 430d] Eng % wet. 

we his Favourite, ind that Fort ug H os 


 [ was talking too. See Syficambis condy ws id 
ling a Letter to * Princeſs; go.. 
make .yout claim, while] attend the Kings | [Ex 


Enter Syfigainbis, Talks, N r 


"2 Dia: not you love my Fither ? "Yip Thee 217 
did, his very Name but mention'd bling * ba K 
tears how ere unwilling to your Eyes. 25 
'd him too, he would not thus have are 
nembling heart, which your commands may 
never bend. 1 | 
Forbear thy loſt « aints, Au 1 ri 2 
not a Suit which can never grant. 4171! Ta bag 
Id the Royal Signet of the King, © © | 
tte reſolve to be Hepheſtion's Wife. 
No fince Lyſimachis has won my heart, 24 ug 


eh 


Je; 


a 
— 
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W ſhall be Aſhes, 'ereanothers/"=" 7-1! 1 1 
For ſixty rowling years who ever 1554 i 
lock of State fo unconcerb'd as 1D; vel 7 

"tom I thought to goveth'being young : 200 

w 4s a Plague to Power, has render'&itrong ory : 
Emy diſtreſſes, and my Temper ood See 


v though unfortunate. 1 00 ſtill de wiſe. 
To let you know that Miſery do's ſw ay Ln nee. 
umbler Fate than yours, ſee at your Feet 


N 2 Thi 


e TeRIVAL QUEENS;0, M 
The loſt Lyſimachut: O mighty | 
I have but _— — 2 12 


= And fince Hepheſtion ſerves by your permiſſion, un 
I Diſdain not me who ask your Royal leave 5 IV 
. To caſt a throbbing heart before her feet. , 
8 | 1 A Bleſſing like poſſeſſion of the Princeſs 

1 No ſervices, not Crowns, nor all the blood 
2 That circles in our Bodies can deſerve, if. The 
= Therefore I take all helps, much more the King's; the dr; 
OH And what your Majeſty vouchſaf'd to give, s heav 
1 Your word is paſt, where all my hopes muſt bag +: of 
1 I.. There periſh too all words want ſenſe in it fear 
3 But Love and | bring ſuch a gon Paſſion, that of 
a : i 7 So nobly pure, tis worthy of her Eyes, 3 Lords a. 
nf Which without bluſhing ſhe may juſtly prize. ther wa 
=. Heph. Such arrogance, ſhould Al-xander wook, in long 
= Won d loſe him all the Conqueſt he has won, ſeem to 
* Ly/. Let not a Conqueſt once be nam'd by you, Wi: Cg. 
= Who this Diſpute muſt to mercy-own. b when 
= Sy/. Riſe brave Ly/imachus, 8 rife; d ſtart 
| "Tis true Hepheſtion firſt declar'd his Love; d Colde 
And *tis true, I promisd him. my aid! _ o my 
Your glorious King turn'd mighty Advocate, ellowir 
How noble theretore were the r d Wel 
If we could vanquiſh this diſordered I ove ? 4 Ca 

Heph. *Twill never be, | 

Ly/. No, I will yet love on, Ente, 

And hear from Alexanders mouth, in what 
Hepheſt ion merits more than I. . My 
Sy/. I grievre, -. ta! 
And. fear the boldneſs which your Love inſpires; , Your 
But leaſt her ſight ſhould haſt your Enterprize. - weic 


- Tis juſt I take the Object from your Eyes. [Exrunt 
Ly/. She's gone, and ſee the day, as if her look 
Had kindled it, is loſt, now ſhe is vaniſhed. 
Heph, A ſudden gloomineſs and horror comes 
__ About me. oft. Heh. 1 
—_ Lyf. Let's away to meet the King, 
|| You know my ſuit. " 
1 Hepb. Yonder Caſſander comes, 


ULEXARDER the Gre, 9 


No I wou'd avoid him; 


The Morning riſes black, the lowring Sun, 
he dreadful buſineſs he foreknew, ; 

5 heavily his ſable Chariot on: 8 
ficeof Day now bluſhes Scarlet 1 . 
fit feared the ſtroak which I intend, | 

that of Jupiter — Lightning and thunder : 
Lords above are angry, and talk * 

ther walk the mighty Cirque like Mourners 


ſem 10 grown for Alexander's Fall ; 
vs Coſſander's Soul could wiſh it were, 
t whenſoe're it flies at lofty miſchief WS: 
{a ſtartle Fate, and make all Heav'n concern d. 
| (aldæan in the dead of Night 
o my Bed Side with a flaming Torch; 
lowing ore me like a Spirit damn d, 
d Well had it been for Babylon, 
d Coſſander never had been born. 


Enter Theſſalus, Philip, with Letter f. | 


„Ha! who's there? 
|. Your Friends. 

Welcome dear Theſſalat and Brother . 
—-with what Content? 
From Macedon, | | 
Y Slave arriv d great Antipater Wes 
that your Mother labour with you long, Ft. 
ith was flow, and flow is all your Life. 
lle write diſpatch the King—CGaterus OCT 
my room muſt Govern Macedon ; 
n not live a day he dies to night 5 


— 


es enn in that buſie Face of his. : 
r ſhocks my Nature. | 
. Where and what you pleaſe. [Excunt? 
Enter Caſſander. | 


in long Clouds, the Robes of thickeſt Night, 


£ 
5 ; Wy - *** 


i, My Lord Caſſander. : | 755 


. 
9 


N 3 And 


Ee I could blaſt the growth of this Coloſſus. 
- © "They. The haughry Polypherchon comes his my, 


And thus my Father but foreſtals my purpoſe Wi *, 
Why, am I ſlow then? if T rode on Thunder 
I muſt a moment have to fall from Heayen, 


A Male-content, on whom I lately wrought, 
That for a light affront, at S/ giv'n, | 
Bears Alexander moſt pernicious hare, | 
Caſſ. So when I mock'd the:Per/zans that adord i 
He ſtruck me in the Face, and by the Hair 
He ſwung me to his Guards to be chaſtisd; 
For which and for my Father's weighty Cauſe, 
When I abandon what I have reſolv d, 6 
May I again he beating like a Slave. 
But lo, where Polyperchor comes, now fire him, 


1 f Enter Poly perchon. 6 


With ſuch complaints, that he may ſhoot to ruine. WW think 
Pol. Sure I Have found thoſe Friends dare ſecond Mr; | 
1 here freſi murmurs as T paſs along. 1 
Yet rather than put up TIL do't alone. b pitil 
Did not Paz/anas, a Youth, aStripling Mat, 
A beardleſs Boy ſwelld with inglorious wrong, Iaight 
For a leſs Cauſe his Father Philip kill? Warlil 


Peace then full Heart! move like a Cloud about, 


ever 
And when time ripens thee to brzak, O ſhed dl No 
The ſtock of all thy Foys' on his head. fe pror 
Cafſ, All Nations bow their heads with homaged d be 
And kiſs the feet of this exalted man! Oh 
The Name, the Shout, the Blaſt from every Mag ot 50 
Is Alexander: Alexander burſts * *,  "We5ou 
Your Cheeks, and with a, Crack ſo loud' ©”  Mnithou 
It drowns the Voice of Heaven; like Dogs ye fall torme: 
The Earth's Commanders fawn, and follow him; Md zou 
Mankind ſtarts up to hear his Biaſphemy, e hin 
And if his Ht r of this Batbarous World Veins u 
But wind Himſelf a God, you echo hit. ' *  Fince 
SALES 2073 THAT je diſe 
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py], J ecchoe him: F152 v. 

wn, or fall like a fat Eaſtern n 1 

| 5 his feet? Boys hoot, me from "heb A EE 

bunt ſome Cloiſter with, my ſenſeleſs walk, el 

-n thus the noble Soul, ok Polypercho2tnn ., 
go the Al of all his Actions, Hon onqur. oh _— 

0 The Ring ſhall flay me, 77 me up alive? 01 

me with Fire and Scourges, rack me wWorfe 

n once he did Philotat, e're I bow. * 

iſ. Curſe on thy Tongue for mentioning Philotarh | 

rather thou hadſt Ariarder been: by in 

tomy Soul's Confuſion rais'd up Hell 102 

b all 1 Furies brooding upon horrors, 4 47 

1 brought Philotas's. Murder to remembrance. _  - 

. Ilaw him rack d, a fight ſo diſmal ſad 1 

Fyesdid nere behold. I 

iſ. So diſmal ! peace, PE PLS Ft 

 unutrerable ; ler me Rand _ ks 18 

think upon the Tragedy you aW 

Mers it comes, ay now the Rack's bet . 

dy Caterus his invererate 5 

bpitileſs Hepheſtion ſtand ing by - 

as, like an Angel ſeiz d by Friends, 

hight diſrob'd, a Napkin ties his — | 

Walike Arms with 1 Cords are bound, | 

every Slave can now the valiant wound. | 

u. Now by the Soul of Royal Philip fled 

te peonopep young Alexander, who - * 

d be a God, is cruel as a Devil. 

I. Oh, Polyperchon, Philip, Theſſalus, 

dot your Eyes rain Blood! your = wa burſt, 

your noble Fellow-Souldier burn, (nr 16 4 

vithout trembling, or a tear, endure 

torments of the damn d? O Barbariant, | 

d you ſtand by, and yet refuſe to ſuffer? Tod 

aw him bruis'd, torn, to the bones made han; ; k 

eins wide lanc'd,. and the poor quivering fleſh 

b Pincers from his manly Boſom tipt. 

Je ak the . heart lye GE: 
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ny, 


y 


a l 


ws TwRIVAL QUEENS; o, 
1 Pol. Why kilPd we not the King, to ſave Ph; Pol. V 
—_—_ | Caf]. Aſſes! Fools! but Aſſes will bray, and Fooliſh: your 
= | Why ſtood ye then like Statues? there's the caſe, (Ib.! 
The horrour of the fight had turn d ye Marble. yr 
So the pale Trojant from their weeping Walls. 
Saw the dear body of the God like Hector, 
_ Bloody and foil'd, dragg d on the famous ground, Wiſer upt 
— Yet ſenſeleſs ſtood, nor with drawn weapons ran 
'/J To fave the great Remains of that prodigious man; Ml Lifiru 
8 Phil. Wretched Philotas! bloody Alexander! 
Ml Theſſ. Soon after him the great Permenio fell, 
1 ' Stabb'd in his Orchard by the Tyrants doom; 
But wheres the need to mention publick loſs, 
When each receiyęs particular diſgrace? 
1 Pol. Late 1 remember to a Banquet call d, 
1 After A/cides Goblet ſwift had gone, 
The giddy round, and Wine had made me bold, 
Stirring the Spirits woe talk with Kings, | 
I ſaw Craterus with Hepheſtian enter liev'd,— 
In Per/ion Robes, to Alexander's health at art 
They largely drank ; then turning Eaſtward fell our Kit 
Flat on the pavement, and ador d the Sun. 
Straight to the King they ſacred Reverence gave | 
With ſolemn words, O Son of Thundring Jove. 
Wo Young Ammon live for ever; then kiſs t the ground WW". T 
I laughd aloud, and ſcoffing ask d em why 1 
—_ - They kiſs'd no harder; bur the King leapt up, , Wh: 


Ci, T. 
th prot 
| who? 


1358 And ſpurn'd me to the Earth with this reply. all tl 
3 Do thou, — whil'ſt with his foot he preft my NU Lexa 
1 Till from my 1443 my Noſe, and Mouth, the bop the 
_  CGulh'd forth, and I lay foaming on the Earth, A my 
1 For which I wiſh this er in his heart. As ] 
15848 Caſſ. There ſpoke the Spirit of Califthenes. rav 
1 LMùMemember he's a man, his fleſh as ſoft ung hir 
1 And penetrable as a girls - we have ſeen him wou dier, 
1 A ſtone has ſtruck him, yet no Thunderbolt? fon 


1 A Pebble felFd this Jupiter along: 
1 A ſword has cut him, a Javelin d him, 
= Water will drown him, Fire bum him, 
A ſurfer, nay, a fir of common Sicknefs Paw 

Rtings this immortal to * Gate of Death. 


1 


2 


ALEXANDER grin," 


pu. Why ſhou'd we more delay the grow but 5 
our hearts firm? 5 

p i. Hell cannot be more bent e oft ” 1 

any ruin, than I to the Kings. wk fy Y 

Th. And 1. 3 

pa. Behold my hand and if you doubt my wat 

ar up my Breaſt, and lay my Heart upon it. 

(. Joyn then, O worthy, hearty, noble STO: 

 [nftruments for ſuch Majeftjck Souls; 

ember Hermolaus, and be hufi d. 

Þo Still, as the boſom of the deſart Night, | 

fral Planers, or deep 2 Friends. 

0, Today be comes from Babylon to Suſa 

ih proud Roxana. | 

| who's that, 


look here. | 

Enter the Ghoſt of Kin? Philip, ſhaking a Wn 
Trunchion at em, watks over the Stage. 

I. Now by the Gods, or Furies which I nete 
liev'd, There's one of them arriv'd to ſhake us. 
at art thou? glaring thing, ſpeak : What the put g. 
our King Philip, or of Poliphemus ? | 
J burl thy Trunchion, ſecond ir with Thunder; 

will abide, — Tbeſſalas, {aw you nothing? 

Def. Yes, and am more amaz?4 than you can'be.. 
Ml. 'Tis Lad that many prodigies were ſeen _ 
$ Morn, but none fo horrible as this 
al. What can you fear? tho the Earth yawwd ſo wide 
t all the Labours of the Deep were ſeen. 
Alexander ſtood on the other fide. 
ap the burning Ditch to give him Death, : 
Ink x ſelf for evet: Pray, to the buſineſs, 
iſ. As I was ſaying, this Roxane, whom, 
wperavate my hate to him, I loy 
ting him as he came Triumphant from 
Indies, kept him revelling at Suſe; 
8 I found, a 2 deep repentance 
k — Affections to the Queen Statira, 
he ſwore 4 1 he cou d — het) 
1 d never bed Roxana more. 

*. How dd the Fear Queen ve the news 
b Revolt? * NA 7 


Theft With grief incredible! _ :- 
Great V ambis wept, but the young Queen 
Fell dead among her Maids, +. 

Nor cou'd their care [6% ogy 
With richeſt Cordials, for an hour or more, 
nar Le Gi be terns 6 
Ca. Knowing how much ſhe Iov'd, 
I hop'd:to turn her all into Medea; 
For when the Firſt guſt of her grief was paſt 
I enter'd, and with breath prepar d did blow 
The dying ſparks into a towring flame, 
Deſcribing the new love he bears Roxana, 
Conceiving, not unlikely, that the Line 
Of dead Darius in her Cauſe might riſe. 


o 


Is any Panthers, Lioneſſes rage 


So furious, any Torrents fall ſo ſwift 
As a wrong d Woman's hate? Thus far it helps 


To give him troubles; which perhaps may end him, 


And ſet the Court in univerſal Uproar; 
But ſee, it ripens more than I expected, 


The Scene works up, kill him, or kill thy ſelf, 1 


So their be mi ſchief any way, tis well? 

Now change the Vizor, every one diſperſe. 

And with a face of Friendſhip meet the King. 

Enter Syſigambis, Statixa, | 
Stat. Give me a Knife, a draught of Poy ſon, 

Swell heart, break, break thou ſtubborn thing; 

Now, by the ſacred fire, Ill not be held; 

Why do ye wiſh me Life, yet ſtifle me 

For want of air? pray give me leave: to walk. 

Sy /. Is there no reverence to my Perſon due? 


Darius wou'd have heard me - truſt not rumour. 


Stat, No he hates 1 makes, 
He loaths the Beauties which he has enjoy d? 
O, he is falſe, that great, that gloricus Man 
Is Tyrant midſt of his Triumphant ſpoils, : 
Is bravely falſe, to all the Gods, förſwom? 
Yet who wou'd think it? no, it cannot he. 


It cannot What that dear proteſting Man! 
Ele that has warm'd my Feet with thouſands fighs, 


is, Statixa, Pariſatis, Attendants, 


hat wol 
5 no 
Iſe to & 
nal lov'd 
d took 
id the 
d 0're 1 
d him 
Id like 
Par. If 
$anag: 
Stat. A 
Jus witt 

the ete 
boſe Bo 
yd not 
my dea 
| will 
I the ð 
r Violet 
halt ſo 


AEX ANNE Rebe Grace * 


en cool em with his Tears, dy'd on my K 

wept the Morning with his {oO Eyes, 8 ee! 
nd groan d and ſwore. the wander 5 tars away N 2 
Neo, 'cis impoſſible, believe y LN _ 
it knows him well. 


e: Hi &-> 4 
Stat. Away, and let me be SEO oy . 137 art "kJ 
i my fondneſs, and my eaſie natufe : 055 
n would Excuſe him; but I Know he's NY * 


's now the common talk, the News of the. 

ſe to Statira, falſe to her that lov'd him. "I 
loyd him, cruel Victor as he was, 3 
wok him, bath'd all O re in Per blood: 5 8 
ba the dear cruel Won. and waſh'd em o re pa 
d 0're in Tears then bound em with my 

d him all Night upon m panting Boſom, ve” 

ld lixe a Child, and huſh'd him with my Sow. 

Par, If this be true, ah, who will ever truſt. | 

Nan again? „ F 
Sur. A Man! a Man! my Parifatis, 8 

us with thy hand held up, thus let me Greg dee. 
the eternal Body of the Sn, 

boſe Body, O forgive the Blaſphemy, | 

Wd not half ſo. well as the lealt parc 


34 


Um, 


| will tell thee, and to warn thee of him, 
the Spring's Mouth, nox Breath of Ns | 
* Violers Infanx-Sweets, nor opening Buds 
half ſo ſweet as Alexander's Breaſt; 5 
m every Pore of hima Perfume —_ 
Kiſſes, ſofter than a Southern Wind, | 
tl like a Vine, and touches like a God. 
V. When will thy Spirits reſt, theſe tranſports dead 
ar. Will you not give me leave to warn my Siſter. 
| was faying— bur I told his Sweetneſs, 
n he will talk, good Gods how he will talk 3. 
when the Joy he ſigh'd for his poſleſt, 

(peaks the kind eſt 2 and looks ſuch things, 
Na ſo much paſſion, ſears uh ſo much ae, 
tis a kind of 2 on be deluded. by hi hin. 2 
v. Bur what was it that you would — 
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We have receiv'd fince Alexanders Conqueſt 
Can touch my hardn'd Soul, her Sorrow reigns 


She graſps him all, ſhe, the curſt happy ſhe. 
By 25 


What deſperate Love enforces yon to ſwear. 
And here I bid adieu to all Mankind. 


Comes on to Babylon. 


And when I break i 


Sat. Alas, I had fotgot, let me walk by 
And weep a while, and I ſhall ſoon remember. 
Of ve patience, Child, and give her Liberty, 
Faſfions, like Seas, will have their Ebbs and Flons. 
Yet while I ſee her thus, not all the Loſſes ; 


Too fully there. 

Par. But what if ſhe ſhou'd kill her ſelf > 
Stat. Roxana then enjoys my perjurd Love: 

| an claſps my Monarch in her Arms; 

Doats'on my Conquerour, my dear Lord, my King 


Devouts my Lips, eats him with hungry Kiſſes: 
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aven I cannot beat it, tis to too much; 

III dys, or rid me of the burning Torture. 
Iwill have remedy, I will, I will, 
Orgo diſtracted; Madneſs may throw off 
The mighty Load, and drown the flaming paſhoh, 
Madam, draw near with all that are in preſence, 
And liſten to the Vow which here | make. 

Sy/.: Take heed, my dear Szatira, and confider, 


Stat. Pardon me, for I have conſidered well; 


Farewel ye Coz ners of the Eaſie Sex, 
And thou the gteateſt, falſeſt Alexander; 
Fare w¾el thou moſt below d, thou faĩithleſs Dear; 
If but mention him the Tears will fal? 
Sure there is not a Letter in his Name. 
But is a Charm to melt a Woman's Eyes. 
Sy/. Clear up thy Griefs, thy King, thy Alexa rene d 
Stat. Why let him come, | 
Joy of all eyes but the forlorn Starire's. 
S/ Wilt thou not ſee him: : 
tat. By Heaven I never will, 8 
This is my Vow, my ſacred Reſolution; LK 


, An do not rnine all. b 


ſudden death and horrid, come inſt = d 15 5 0 0 
"ac 1 wiſtt d, and take me unprepar d. 


„ Still kneel, and with the ſame breath call 25210 


? > woful Imprecation thou haſt made. 
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at. No, I will publiſh it through all the he Coun, 5 
nin the "Bowers of great Semwamis 4 
ever lock my woes from human view. 8 
„ Yet be N 1 4 8 ET 
l. Never urge me mote. _ 4 
driven to rage I ſhou'd my Life abkor,/ e 


in your preſence put an end to all WT 
faſt o_— that roms mw. — 1 „ 

47. O 4 eaven ! what have the ns 

where all wretched Pariſatis run? gul | = 
„ Captives in War, our Bodies we re 

ww made free, Love does our Spirits . 
j. When to my purpos d Loneneſs I retire, 
ght [ N the Grates ſhall oft deſire, 
after Leander s Health enquire. 

if this paſſion cannot be remoy'd, + _. 
tow my Reſolution he approv'd, 1 
much he loves, how much he is beloyd 5 
when I hear that all things pleaſe him 1 


de good en and hide me in my N Uh; 


2 


m 
— 


Lern enn 
Noiſe of Trumpets ſounding fur . | 


Tg Ih 
bene draws, and diſcovers a Batttle of Crowe: or + 
bent in the Air; an Eagle and a Dragon, meet and . 
t ; the Eagle drops down with all the reft of the wha 

| the Dragon flies away. Souldiers 1 of ſh 
ir Heads, The Conſpirators come for 


"E E comes, the fatal Glory of the Wola 
The headlong Alexander, with a Guard _ 


2nging Crowns comes on to Babylon, 7 


ALEXANDER ie dra 181 
it. May J again be flatter d and ne LY 
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es The RIVAL QUEENS: Or, 
Though warn d in ſpight of all the Pow'rs above. 
Who by theſe Prodigtes foretell his Rufn. 
Pol. Why all this noiſe, becauſe a King muſt die! 
Or does Heav'n fear hecauſe he ſway'd the Earth, 
His Ghoſt will war with the high Thunderer? 
Curſe on the babling Fares that cannot ſee 
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Silver Bowl, N full of Blood: a 
t having ſpy'd me, Ike a Cocatrice, 
He glar d a while; then with a ſhriek fo ſhrill 
As all the Winds had whiftted from his Mouth; 


Hedafh'd me with the Gore he held, and-vanifhed. s varie 
Pol. That which befel me, though tas horrid, oi Of 
When J conſider, it appears ridiculous; ; * = 
| 0 


For as I paſs d thioughe by vacant 8 * 
I met two Women very old and ugly, : 

That wrung their hands, and bowl d, and beat their ba 
And cry'd out Poy ſon: When 1 ask't the Cauſe, 


They took me by the Ears, and with ſtrange force 0b, Th 
Held me th the Farth, then laugh'd and difappe u "8h as 
. O how' love deſſruction with a Method / Wel 
Which\none diſcern, but thoſe that weave the Fla, How 
Like Silk*Worms we are hid in our own Wefr, . Not 

But we ſhall burſt at laſt through all the Strings; 15 th 
And when time calls, come forth in a new form; : Ws] 
Not infekts to be trod, but Dragons wing d. O e Pat 

| Tbeſſ. The Face of all rhe Court is ſtrangely alt i a 
Thetes not a Perſian I can meet but ſtares alte 


7 


ALEXA Ns: R Hh Glier 


il he were diſtracted. Oyxartes, 
un openly declam d 
inſt the Petjury of Alexander. 
, Others, more fes earful, are remov'd to Sy. 


ding Roxana” s Rage, who comes ich?! Rear 0 5 


1 8 üg y rifing gel eee 1388883 
t we fall ſee him rack t before he dich" l . 4 
om he loves Statira"more than fe, mice: 1 
on 3 Croud of Kings in Triumph born.” Js 
es big with expectation, to enjoy her. 21 94 
* he hears the Oaths which ſhe has tal be, 29 Þ 
laſt Adieu made publick to the World 1 
row'd divorce, how will remorſe ws 190 him p 4 
„ like the Bird of Hell „upon his Liver? 
. To bawk his longing and delude his Luft, ,, 
ore ow Death, tis ae for - — P | 
Then comes "Roxana, who muſt he ur 
on her jealous, bloody, and 4mbirious © 8 n 
"was the Hkeneſs of her heart to mine 6 
Ympathy' of Natures cats d ne love N 37 17 
fut, I muſt enjoy her, and'ng way 10 A 
oper as to make het ne 1 
„ To lee two Rival Quechs of digen amen 
1 variety of Torment to vex Him. [Emer LI e 
I. Ot that anon; but ſee Ly/amachas © TG 
the young Favourite; fort, Tori your. ele hag + 
like ro other mercenary Souls 7 
e this mortal God, that foon, muſt bleed. 
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Here I will wait the Kings approach, * Hand 7 
» molt anger, if he do me wrong. as. 
orce * That cannot be, trom Power fo abſdlut 
pe 11 . S his 18. Nn p | = = ER 9 5 5 3 | 
ve] ell, you and I bare doe fo Re : | 
e Plot. How the Court thickens !- ee ſank HE 
, Nothing to e 'will— Does N come, 1 
ing; Nara thoufand rhoufand Einbaſſies, Fills | 14 
1 ch from all Parts to Babylon are bs, . 1 
the Parliament of the Worla Ea 1 
ly alte met; and he came ona God, to give; 45 #1 


nfiaite Aſſembly See Audiencs. 0 ner 


pos Tie RIVAL QUEENS; Or; 
Enter Cly tus, Ariſtander in bis Robee, with a wa 


Ariſt. Haſte Reverend (tus, haſte and ſtop the 
” He is already entred: Then the Preſs, 

Of Princes that attend ſo thick about him | 

Keep all that wou d approach at certain diſtance. 
Ar. Thou he were hem'd with Deities I'd ſpeak tui 
And turn him back from this high way to dea. 
Cy. Here place your felf within this Trumpets {og 
Lo, the Caldean Prieſts appear, behold 
The ſacred Fire, Nearchus and Eumenes 
With their white Wands, and dreſt in Eaſtern Robg, 
To ſooth the King, who loves the Perfian mode: 
But fee the Maſter of the World appears. 


"Enter Alexander, all kneel but Clytus, 


* "Heph. O Son of Ls pro live for ever. 2 
Alex. Riſe all, and thou my ſecond ſelf; my Low 
O my Hepheſt ion, raiſe the from the earth i 
Up to my Breaſt, and hide thee in my Heart. 
Art thou grown cold > Why hang thine arms at dill 
Hug me, or by Heaven thou lov ſt me not. 2 
Heph. Not love, my Lord! break not the Heat) 
And moulded up to ſuch an Excellence (tran 
Then ſtamp'd on it your own Immortal Image. 
Not love the King ſuch is not Woman's Love, 
So fond a Friendſhip, ſuch a ſacred flame, 
As I muſt doubt to find in Breaſts above. 
Alex. Thou doſt, thou lowſt me, Crown of all tu f 
Thou dearer to me than my Groves of Lawrel, 
I know thou lov'ſt thy A/exander mors 
Than Cyytas does the King: no Tears Hepheſſiot; | 
I read thy paſſion in thy manly Eyes; _— 
And glory in thoſe Planets of my Life, 
Above the Rival Lights that ſhine in Heaven. 
L/. I ſee that Death muſt wait me, Yer [le 0 
Alex. Tl tell thee, Friend, and mark it; all yornnyy 
Though never mortal man atriv d to ſucli A 
A height as I, yet 1 wou'd forfeit all; 
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ALEX ANDE R the Great: 


09 
all my Purples, and my conquerd Growns, _.. 
die to fave this Darling of my Soul.. 

re me thy Hand, ſhare all my Scepters while 
ve; and when my hour of Fate is cone, 
re thee, what thou meriteſt mote than I, the World. 
/ Dread Sir, I caſt me at your Royal Feet. 
ler. What, my Ly/irtacbus, wloſe Veins are rich 
u our IIluſtrious Blood? My Kinſman, riſe, 
qt that C tut? 5 25-48 ; 
hr. Your old faithful Souldler r. 
lex. Come ro miy hands thus double Arm the King: 
oo methinks I ſtand like the Dread God., 
Wo while his Prieſts and I quaffd ſacred Blood, 
Wrowledge me his Son. My Lightning thou; 
eu my Mighty Thunder: | have ſeen 
Wh elicering Sword our-fly Caleſtial Fire: 
WT when cry'd, be gone, and execute, 

ſeen him run ſwifter than ſtarting Hinds. 
bent the tender Graſs beneath His Feet: 
than ſhadows fleeting ore the Fields, 
even the Winds, with all their Stock of Wings, 
pufÞ1 behind, as wanting Breath to reach him. 
hut if your Majeſty —— 
yr. Who wou'd not lofe | _ 
Wii dear drop of Blood fot ſuch a King? 

: Witneſs my Elder Bfothers of the Skie, 

nuch 1 love a Souldier ——— O my Clyrus; 
Wit not when we pafs'd the Granicus 
datt preſerve me from unequal force? 

when Sp:thridates and Rheſaces, 
u upon me with two dreadful ſtroaks, 

We my tempel Helmet quite in ſunder; 
Remember, then thou didſt me Service : 
Ty Thundet ſplit to the Navel. | 
Lo your great Self you owe that Victory, 
your Arms did never gain a nobler, | 
by Heaven they never did, for well thou knoweſt, 
m prouder to have paſs'd that Stream, 
dat I drove a Million o're the Plain. 
tk 1emember ? - 1 know all imuft, 
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When Glory, Ike the Dazling Eagle, flood 
Perch'd on my Beaver in the Granick Flood; 


When Fortunes ſelf my Standard trembling bore 


And the Pale Fates ſtood frighted on the Shore, 
Wnen the Immortals on the Billows rode. 
And I my ſelf appear d the Leadin 


Are loſt, unleſs you fly from Babylon : 

Haſte with your Chefs, ro Saſa, take your way, 
Fly for your Life, diſtructive is your ſtay. - 
This Morbing having view'd the angry Skie. 
And marked the Prodigies that threatned high, 
an ou bright God 1 did for Succour fly); 

Alex, What Fears thy Reverend Boſom ſhake? 


„If fo, come graſp.me with thy, fhaking Hand, 
Or fall behind, while 1 the danger ſtand. _ 
Ariſt. To.0roſmades Cave 1 did repair, 
Where I attor.'d the dreadful God wich prayer: 
But as pray'd, I heard long Groans within, 
And Shfieks, as of the dama- that how! for Sin: 
I knew the Omen, and I fear d to ſtay, 

But proſtrate on the trembling Pavemenr lay : 
When he bodes Happineſs, he anſwers mild, 
'Twas ſo of old, and the great Image ſmil'd; 

But now in abrupt Thunder he reply d 
Loud as Rent Rocks, or roaring Scas he cry d, 
All Empires Crowns, Glory of Babylon, 
Whoſe head ſtands wrapt in Clouds, muſt tumble 

„Alex. If Babylon muſt fall, what is't to me? 
Or can 1 help immutable Decree? ? 
Down then vaſt Frame with all thy Lofry Towels 

Since tis ſo order'd by Almighty Powers; 
Preſs d by the Fates, unloole your golden Bats, 
Tis great to fall the Envy of the Stars. 

EE "Enter Perdiccas, Meleager, 

/ 7025 
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Perd. Dire Portents!  —. | 
Alex. Out with em then, 25 
What, ate ye Ghoſts, ye empty Thapes of Men? 


Gs Me RIVAL QUEENS: 0 


Ariſt. But all the Honours. which your Youth hai 


Or do ſt thou from ſome Dream of Horrour wake? 
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ALEX ARD ER the Greats 
o, the Myſteries of Hell unfoldd. 
= the Scrowls of Deſtiny unrowlMdy. u /b f 1 of 
the brazen Leaves, and let it come 1 
Vo with a Thunder-bolt your Monarchs nen 1 
perd. As Maleager and my ſelf in Field, ne 
our Perſian Horſe about the Army d 1 0 2014 
e heard a noiſe as of a ruſhing Wind, ET 
nd a thick ſtorm the Eye of day did klini- 3 
croaking Noiſe reſounded through the Air 7 
e look d, and faw big Ravens battling ſhore - 1 
ch Bird of Night appear himſelf a Cod. 
ck blood, 


ey met and fought, and their. Wounds rain 
Mele, All, as for Honour, did their Lives expoſe; 
keir Talons claſid, and Beaks gave mighty AN 1 
hilſt dreadful ſounds did our ſear'd ſenſe: aſſail, 
f ſmall Thunder, or huge Scytbian Hall. 9 
fend. Our Augurs ſhook; when with a horred groan, HB 
e thought that all the Clouds had tumblꝰd _ g 
uldiers and Chiefs, who can the wonder tel! 0 
ock to the ground, promiſcuouſſy fell 1 
ile the dark Birds, each'pond'rous as a Shield, - OY 
r fifty Furlonps hid the fatal Field. | | 
lex. Be witneſs for me, all ye Powers Divine, #1 
Je be angry, tis no fault 'of mine; t 
erefore let Furies face me with a bad 
am Hell, my Virtue ſhall not make a ſtand; 1 
jough all the Cuttains of the Skie be a 1 
uthe ſtars wink, young Amon ſhall go on? N 4 
ile my Stat ira ſhines; ; Pars ſtay, 
ſe lifts his'Torch to light me on my way, 
her bright Eyes create another Day. ; 
Y. Ere you remove, be 3 dread Sir, to hear 
wet Ke ally*d'ro you by Blood. 
ex, Speak quickl 7. 

, For all that I have done for you in 1 War, 
$ the Princeſs Pariſatis: 
lex. Ha ge 
ot my word already paſt ? Hepbeſtion, 
0" he hates thee, but he [ſhall not 5 ws 
heard of this before; —— Ly/i machus 
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En T#RIVAL QUEENS: o, 


I here command you nouriſh no Deſign. 
To prejudice my perſon in the Man 
I love, and will prefer to all the World. 
IJ. I never fail'd io obey your Majeſty, 
WhiPfſt you commanded what was in my power, 
Nor cou d Hepheſtion fly more ſwift to ſerve, - 
When you commanded us to Storm a Town, 
Or fetch'd a Standard from the Enemy; _ 
But when you charge me nor ro love the Princels, 
J muſt confeſs, 1 diſobey you, as 
J wou'd the Gods themſelves, ſhould they command 
Alex. Lou ſhou'd, brave Sir, hear me, and then bedun 
When by my order, curſt Caliſt hence, | 
Was a Traitor doom'd to live in torments, 
Your pity ſped him in deſpite of me. 
Think not J have forgot your Infolence ; 
No, though I'pardon'd it, yet if again 
Thou dar ſt to croſs me with another Crime, 
The Bolts of Fury ſhall be doubled on thee : 
In the mean time think of Parzfaris 
For if thou do'ſt, by Jupiter Ammon | 
By my own Head, and by King Philiges Soul, 
Ple not reſpect that Blood of mine thou ſharlt, 
But uſe thee as the vileſt Macedonian. 
Ly/. Doubted not at firſt but 1 thou'd meet 
Your indignation, yet my Soul's reſolvd, 
And I ſhall never quit ſo brave a prize, 
While I can draw a Bow, or lift a Sword; 
A ex. Againſt my life, Ah? was it ſo? how 10 
is ſaid that J am raſh, of haſty humour; 
But I appeal to the Immortal Gods, + 
If ever petty poor Provinical Lord 
Had Temper like to mine? my Slave whom J 
Cou'd tread to Clay, dares utter bloody threats. 
Cly. Cottain your ſelf, dread Sir, the noble Pi 
I ſee it in his Countenance, would dye, 
To juſtife his truth, but love makes many faults 
. 4 meant his Minion there ſhould feel my! 
Love asks his blood, nor thall he live to laugh 
At my deines. 
Alex. Now be thy own Judge, 
I pardon thee for my old CHs fake 1 
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t if once more thou mention thy raſh Love. | 

L 117 t attempt Hepheſtion's precious Life; 

e pour ſuch ſtorms ot indignation on thee, . . 

lotus rack, Ca/ifbenes's diſgrace, | 

il he delight to what thou ſhalt endure, 

Enter Sy ſigambis, Pariſatis. 

Heph. My Lord, the Queen comes to eee 

ur fate arrival. | 

ilex. O thou the beſt of Women, Fl | 

ce of my joy, bleſt Parent of m Love. 

J Permit me kneel, and give thoſe adorations 

hich trom the Perſian Family are due: an | 

Wic you not rais d us from our ruins hi gh, 

{when no hand could help, nor any Eye | 

hold us with a Tear, your's pitied me. | 
ke a God, ſaarch 'd us from Sorrow's Gulph, map 

rus in Thrones above our former ſtate. _ 


nd, 


edu 


it be drown d in deeper milery, 


[till there wants to Crown my ar ran 
cot my Emp re, Treaſure of m ou! 

tear Statira! O ihat Heavenly 
m:h of my Brain, and Fire of my Vaait ; 

| (he bur ſhot to ſee me, had ſhe met me, 
this time I had been among the Godss 
Exſtaſie can make a hight, 

ny Rapture hurl us to the Heavens, 


lx. How fares my Love; ha — neither anſwer me! 
ſe my wonder, Darkneſs overwhelm me, 
opal Sy/ſeambis does not weep. 

mbling and Horrour, pierce me cold as Ice. 

le not well; what none, none anſwer me? 
bit worſe ? Keep down ye riſing Sighs, 
murmer in the hollow of my Breaſt - 

to my Heart, and gather more ſad wind; 
twhen the voice of Fate (hall call you forth, 
lay, at one ruſh, from the ſear of Life, 

' the Blood out, and burſt like a Bladder, 


ALEXANDER the Gm . 


x. Which, when a Soul forge r's, advanc'd ſo ah, 


er. To mect me thus, was generouſly dove; 


4 Now, who ſhall dare to tell him the Queen's Vow > 
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24 be RIVAL QUEENS: o,, 
Heph I would relate ir, but my courape fails me, 
Alex. If (he be dead-— That it's impoſſible ; 


And let none here affirm it for his Soul: 1s th 
For he that dares but think fo dama'd a Lye x. I. 
Ile have his body ſtraight empal'd before me V A 
And glut my Eyes upon his bleeding Entrails. foul! 
Ciff, How will this Engine of unruly Paſſion 44 


Roar, when we have ram'd him to the mouth with Poyſq 
Alex. Why ſtand you all, as you were rooted here 
Like the ſenſeleſs Trees, while to the ſtupid Grove 
I, like a wonnded Lion, groan my griefs, 
And none will anſwer — what, not my Hepbeſtion? 
If thou haſt any love for Alexander, 
If ever I oblig'd- thee by my-care, 85 
When my quick fight has watch 'd thee in the Fight; 
Or if to ſee thee bleed I ſent for crys, | 
And like a Mother, waſh'd thee with my tears. 
If this be true, if 1 deſerve thy Love | 
Eaſe me and tell the cauſe of my diſaſter. 
Hepb. Your mourning Queen, (which had I told bet 
Had you been calm,) has no Diſeaſe but Sorrow. 
Which was occaſion d firſt by jealous pangs; 
She heard, (for what can ſcape a watchful Lover?) 
That you ar Saſa, breaking all yours Vows, 
Relaps'd, and conquer'd by Rexand's Charms, 
Gave up your felf devoted to her Arms. 
Alex. I know that ſubtile Creature in my Riot, 
My Reaſon gone, ſeduc'd me to her bed; 
But when I wak'd Ifhook the Circe off, 
Though that Enchantreſs held me by the arm 
And wept, and gaz d with all the force of Love; x. l 
Nor griev'd I leſs for that which I had done, . ts boy 
Than when at Thais ſuit, enragd with Wine, * Ya / 
I fer the fam d Pzr/epolis on Fire, 85 merh 
Hepb. Your on Statira took it ſo to heart; x. Wh 
That, in the Agony” of Love, ſhe ſwore thou 
Never to ſee your Majeſty 17 A | 
With dreadful Imprecations the confirnd 
Her Oath, and I much fear that ſhe will keep it. 
Ale Ha! did the ſwear ? did that ſweet Creature 
Tlendt belie de it, no, ſhe is all ſoftneſs, 
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Iting, mild, and calm as a rock d 27 
- 7 wake her into crys ; By Hea on, 5 DD 7 
« che Child of Love, and ſhe was by It ils , 
7. 1, and my weeping Mother, hearch Her. f wn? 
* And with ſuch frerceneſs ſhe did agg i bak 
 foulneſs of your fault, that I cou'd wi 
ir Majeſty wou'd blot her from your breaſt. 
x Blot her? forget her, hurl her from n * 
ger loſe the Star that gilds 1 my Life, 


ſhe ſhall ſtay with me in ſpight of V Vows, 
ſoul, and body both are twiſted with her. 
God of Love Phe his golden cn EE 
ts every Crain of her into my heart; 8 
; all mine, by Heaven I feel her here 3 
ng, and warm, the deareſt; O Satira! . 
Hive patience, Son, and truſt to Heaven and Me, 
y authority, or the remembrance e ge er — 
ed Darius, or her Mothers Soul. 
work upon her, ſhe again is yours. OE OO 
z. O, Mother help me, your worhiflat $0n, Ee we 
more the Soul of my offended Dear; 


8 
hob 5 


* 


Gy © — 
54 * ab * 


not a thought i in Reply —— Be gone, 
0 wou'd have me live —and Par gſatit, 3 
thou about her Knees, waſh em with tears 
late, the breath of ods; and Eloquence ih. 
ngels go along with you—O my heart! 
Exeunt Syſ. and Pat. 
Now let your Majeſty, who feel the e 
lurpeſt Pangs of Love, encourage mine. 2 


24 15 
x 5 


4 


Les, for I ſee he cannot be unjuſt to me, 
nen worle befal himſelf. 7 | 
x. Why doſt thou tempt᷑ me thus, to thy qo, 
 thoy ſhould'ſt_ have, were it not courred ſo: 
ow to my confulion, that 1 word. 
leltiny, admi:s. not a reve t 
lore, in Chains thok alt behold' the wit 4 
Hep etion- take him ft tiſoner, 4 
04 Lyf. 


7 


I F. 
=. 


de of my Days, and Goddeſs 01 my Ni. whe BY * 


Ir, haſte, e're the ſad Proceſhon's made. e 


f, Are you a Madman? is this a time. R x | 
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Ly/. I fhall not eafily reſign my Swor 
A111 have dy d it in my Rivals blood. G 
Alex. I charge you kill him nor, rake him alive, 
The dignity of Kings is now concern d, 7 
And I will find a way to tame this Beaſt. 
Clyr. Kneel, for I ſee Lightning in his Eyes, 
Ly/.. I neither hope nor ask a pardon of him; 
But if he ſhou'd reſtore my Sword, I woud, 
With a new violence, run againſt my Riyal. 
Alex. Sure we, at laſt ſhall conquer this fierce Lig 
Hence from my fight, and bear him to a Dungeon; 
Perdiccas give this Lion to a Lion; 
None ſpeak for him, fly, ſtop his mouth, away. 
Clyt. The King's extreamly moy'd, 
Eum. I dare not ſpeak, 
yt. This comes of Loye and Women, tis all main 
Yet were I heated now with Wine, I hou'd 
Be preaching to the King for this raſh Fool, 
Alex. Come hither C/ytvs, and my dear Hepheſiu 
Lend me your arms, help, for I'm fick o'th* ſudden, 
J fear betwixt Statira's cruel Love, 
And fond Roxand's Arts, your King will fall. 
{ Clyr. Better the Perſian Race were all undone. 
H. h. Look up my Lord, and bend not ON 
As if you wou'd Leave the Empire of this Woild, 
Which you with Toil have Won. 
Alex. Woy'd I had nor, | 
There's no true Joy in ſuch unweildy Fortune. 
Eternal gazets laſting troubles mae, 
All find my ſpots, bur few my brightneſs take. 
Stand off, and give me air. 
Why was I born a Prince,  proclaim?d a God? 
Yet have no Liberty to look abroad 
Thus Palaces in proſpeC bar the Eye, 
Which pleas'd and tree, wow'd o're the Cottage f 
O're-fow'ry Lands to the gay diſtant Kk. 
Farewel then Empire, and the Racks of Love, 
By all the Gods, I will ro Wilds remove, 
; Strerch'd like a Sy/van God on Graſs lye down. 
And quite forget that ere I wore a Crown, |. 
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Enter Eumenes. Philip, Theſfalus, Perdiccas, 4 1 
Lyſimachus, Guards. 3ST - 5 


ez 


- 
7 


A F Arewel, brave Spirit, when you come above, 


Commend us to Phi/oras and the teſtt 
eli our great Friends. 88 9 
n: , Perdiccas, you are grown e hoc. 


uit, be thankful for your noble Office. 

perd. As noble as you ſentence me, Id give 

5 Arm that Iheſſalus were ſo Employ d. 

/ Ceaſe theſe untimely Jars, farewel to all, 

it for the K ing as I have done, and then 3 

u may be worthy of a Death like mine Lead. on. 
Enter Pariſatis. e 

ur, Ah my Lyſamachus, where are you going? 

ther? to he devoured. O barbarous Prince! 

d you expoſe your Life to the King's Rage, 

et remember mine was ty'd to yours? 3 

y- The Gods preſerve you ever from the ils 


E. | 4 2 * - 
our Ht threaten me; live Madam to injoy 4 
old, Meble Fortune, and forget this Wretch : 12 


te had worth, nor is it poſſible 

it all the blood which Iſhall loſe this day, 

d merit this rich ſorrow from your Eyes. 

V. The King I know is bent to thy deſtruction; 


by command they forc'd me irom his Knees : + | 
take this ſatisfaction in thy death, | 
Bk Power, Command, my Mother's Siſter's Tears, 


ll cauſe me to ſurvive thy crue} Loſs. 
V Live, Princeſs, live, how e'ce the King diſdains te 


tage aps unarm'd, and fighting for your ſake, 
perform what ſhall amaze the World, 
fe, | force him yet to gi 


| ive you to my Arms. 
ay Perdiceas,=———=Dear Eumenes, take 4 
Princes to your Charge. [Excunt Perd, Lyſ. Guards. 
wn, O cruelty! 7/7 gs 

, a. 


2 


8 
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Par. Lead me Eumenet, lead me from the Light, 5 

/ 1 may wait till I his ruin hear, ' WL. 70 
/ Then free my Sul to meet him in the Air. [Eu u h 
Phil. See where the jealous proud Roxana comes, Pint 
A haughty vengeance gathers up her brow. _ Envy 1 


. Theſſ. Peace, they have rais'd to their Ends; ob#.nfi* 
| Fes, 


nter Roxana, Caſſander, Polipercon. 


Rox. O you have ruin'd me, I ſhall be mad j ere 18 
Said you ſo paſſionately; is't poſſible? pmes fi 
So kind to her, and ſo unkind to me? , In my 
' Caf. More than your utmoſt Fancy can invent. pltmy 


He ſounded thrice at hearing of her Vow, | em fr 
And when our care as oft had brought back Life, ing le 
He drew his Sword, and offer'd at his breaſt. al the 
Pol. Then rail d on you with ſuch unheard of Cu" [ 
Nox. Away, begon, and give a Whirlwind Room, bealts ! 
Or Iwill blow you up like Pu ; avaunt: Her l 
Madneſs but meanly repreſents my toyl, But v 
Roxana and Statira, they are Names * ah 
That muſt for ever jar, eternal Diſcord, 3 | th 
Fury, Revenge, Diſdain, and Indignation a 
Tear my {woll'n breaſt, make way for Fire and Tem 1 f 
My brain is burſt,” debate and reaſon quench'd, Fo 1 U 
The ſtorm is up, and my hot bleeding heart bir 
Splits with the Rack, while Paſſions like the Winds 1 ip 
Riſe up to Heaven, and put out all the Stars. rr 
What ſaving hand, what Almighty Arm * 
Can raiſe me finking? ? | 1 
Caſſ. Let youf own Arm ſave you, ys 
Tis in your power, your beauty is Almighty - | rg 
Let all the Stars go out, your Eyes can light 'em: erde, 
Wake then bright Planet that thou'd Rule che World Bi dor 
Wake like the Moon, from your to long Eclipſe, 3 
Aud we with all the foſtruments of War, 
Trumpets and Drums will help your glorious Labol 
Pol. Put us to act, and with a Violence, 
That fits the Spirit of a moſt wrong d Woman: 
Let not Medea s dreadful Vengeance ſtand 
Fattern more, but draw your own ſo ferce, 
It may for ever be originllll. 


— a 
a 
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Touch not, but daſh with ſtrokes fo bravely bold, 
ou have form'd a face of ſo much horror, 
-aping Furies may run frighted back; A 
oy may devour her felt for Madneſs, 
4 Meduſa's head be turn d to ſtone. © © © © 
Ves, we will have Revenge, my Inſtruments; ' 
ere is nothing you have ſaid of n. 
"mes far hort, wanting of what Jam. 

in my nonage I at Zogdia, livd, 
gt my ſhe companions I wou'd reign; 
Im from idleneſs, and little arts 
ring looks, and laying ſnares for Lovers, 

al their Glaſſes, and their Tires tore, © 
'em like Amazons to ride and chace - 
Beaſts in Deſarts, and to maſter Men. 
; Her looks, her words, her ev'ry motion fires me, 
But when I heard of Alexander's Conqueſt, | 
ith a handful he had Millions flain, 

[all the Eaſt, their Queens his Captives made, 
hat Chaſtity, and God-like temper ne. 
[their Beauties, and with pitty bow'd; 
wht I hung upon my Father's lips, 
d him tell the wondrous tale again: 

my ſports, the Woman now return d, 
bs uncall'd wou'd from my boſom fly; 

the night, as my Adraſte told me, 
bers groan d and murmurd, Alexander, 

Curſe on the name but I will ſoon remov 
of my Ambition and my Love. EMS 

At laſt to Zogdia this Triumpher came, 
nerd o're with Laurels forc'd our City: 
it! by my Father's order ſtood, 2 ex f 
ty Virgins waiting at a Banquet. i OMe, s 
tow glad was I to hear his Court, | | 
the preflure of his glowing hand, 32 
le the dear, the falſe proteſting lips. Cem. 
Wormwood and Hemlock henceforth grow about 
Gods! that a Man ſhould be fo great and baſe! © 
ad he not when in the Bridal Bed, _. 
pl my yielding Body in his Arms ; 
5 E r 


ſen 


Curl 
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When 
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When with his fiery Lips devouring mine, no 
And moulding _ his hand my throbbing Breaſt, hon, 
He ſwore the Globe of Heaven and Earth were vile ſobbing 
To thoſe rich Worlds; and talk d, and kiſs d, and Cr 
And made me ſhame the Morning with my bluſhes, her not 
Caſſ. Yet after this prove falſe! 2 deſe he 
Pol. Horrid Perjury ! No, 
Caſſ. Not to be match C. my Dar 
Pol. O you muſt find revenge. OE dare te 
Caſſ. A Perſon of your Spirit be thus lighted! 3 
For whoſe deſire all Earth ſhould be too little. © Ce 

. Rox. And ſhall the Daughter of Dar ius hold him! No 
That puny Girl, that Ape of my Ambition? 11 
That cry'd for Milk when I was nurs d in blood! Ib em 
Shall ſhe, made up of watry Element, iet our | 
A Cloud, ſhall embrace my proper God? bill con 
While 1 am caſt like Lightning from his hand; hurry n 
No, I muſt ſcorn toprey on commen things; now 
Though hurl'd to Earth by this diſdainful Jou, my pale 
I witl rebound to my own Orb of Fire, d perf 
And with the wrack of all the Heav'ns expire x. dhe 
., Cuff. Now you appear your iclt UI ſhot 
* *Tis noble anger. Dye 
Rox. May the Illuſtrious blood that fills my v oft bel 
And ripens to be perfect Godhead born, de thy 
Come forth a fury, may Bar{ina's Baſtard thy M. 
Tread it to Hell, and rule as Sovereign Lord, cious C 
When I permit Srarra iq enjoy , and ſ 
Roxand's riglit, and ſtrivè not to deſtroy. ves of 
Enter Sy ſigambis, Statira, in mour nint. While th, 

Caf. Behold her going to fulfil her Vom; bay will 

Old Sy/zzambris whom the King eres , dels anc 
Refiſts and awes her with Authority. „ bn at. 
Rox. Twas raſhly vow indeed; and I ſhou's eyer thi 
Sy. O my Statira, how has paſſjon chang d , Made 
J hkbink if thou drive the King to ſuch extreams, Bt weep 
What in his fury may be not denounce * '''* | noble is 
Againſt the poor remains of loſt Darius? it the. 1 
Stat. I know, I know he will be kind to y02 Wh your n 

And to my mourning Siſter for my ſake; field the 


And tell him, how with my departing breath, WſWrcienge 


im! 


ſobbing ſent at laſt Forgiveneſs to him. 


x. Grant Heav'n, ſome eaſe to this diſtracted werb 


der not linger out a life in torments, 

teſe her laſt words, and at once diſpatch her. | 
No, by the everlaſting fire I ſwear, _ 
Darius Soul, I never moi e 

hure to look on Alexander's face, 

u refuſe ro ſe him. 

x. Curſe on that cunning tongue, 1 fear her x now, 
if, No ſhe's reſolv d. 

i, | caſt me at your feet, 

tb em with my tears; or, if you pleaſe, 

et our life, and wath * em with my blood, 

ſill conjure you not to rack my Soul, 

bury my wild thoughts to perfect madneſs. 
"now Darius awful Ghoſt appear, 

ny pale Mother ſtand beſeeching by, 

d perfiſt ro death; and keep my Vow, / 

x. She ſhews a certain bravery of Soul, 

<1 ſhou'd praiſe in any but my Rival. 


Gt belov'd. nor durſt thou ſhare my blood. 

de thy baleneſs in thy lovely Grot, * 

thy Mother, and thy Royal Houſe, 

tous Creature! ſhed the innocent 

, and Cacrifice to the King's wrath 

ves of all thy People; fly, be gone, - 

tide thee where bright Vertue never ſnane:: 

lay will ſhun thee, nay the Stars that view,  / 

bieſs and Murders, deedsto thee not new. 

tart at this — Go, go, thy crimes deplore, 2 
eyer think of Sy/jgambzs more. 2 
Madam 1 hope you will a Queen forgive 771 

[« weeps ro ſee Statira grieve: | of 


ut the world for Alexander's lake ?. 


field the King to one ſo mean as AT - 
ferenge will make the Victor ach, 
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74 not, but ſpoke kindly of his perſon 
wept to think of our divided Loves, | 


Dye then, rebellious wretch, thou art not now | 


noble is the brave reſolve you make, ene nt 


—— — 


I your mind, you dare thus great! 0 Se 17/3 
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And much I feat your death will break his hear, - 


: Roz2na, who though not a Princeſs born, 
5 ps etting-pow'rwhen Wine had made him warn, 


Where like the Turtle, you the 10K will moan 


Thou ſhalr not ſtay to fill me with my Fate: 


Thou ſhalt not think, nor thy Loves loſs bemoad, 
That were to make thee bleſt as I can be 


—_ 


We ſhriek at Thunder, dread the ruſtling Wind, 


Rival take heed, and tempt me not too far; 
My blood may boyl and bluſhes ſhew a War. 


hou ! 
ut ſti 
Wantol 
hy r0 
Ut wh 
ball fe 
low w' 
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Stat. you counterfeit I fear, and know too well 
How much your Eyes all Beauties elfe excel: 


In Chains could make the mighty Victor mourn, | 


ſenſleſs, yet even then you knew to charm: 
Preſerve him by thoſe Arts that cannot fail, 
While I the loſs of what I lov'd bewail. 
Rox. I hope your Majeſty will give me leave 
To wait you to the Grove, where you wou d prien 


Of that dear Mate and murmer all alone. 
Stat. No proud Triumpher o're my falling flats 


Go to the Conqueſt which your wiles may boaſt, 


And tell the World you left Svat ira loſt. help 
Go ſeize my faithtefs Alexanders hand. {whe 
Both hand and heart were once at my Command: 41: 
Graſp his loval neck, dye on his fragrant brealt, Ill con 
Love him like nie which eannot be expreft; U mil, 
He muſt be happy, and your more then bleſt, . 


While I in darkneſs hide me from the day, 

That wich my mind I may his form ſutvey, 

And think ſo long, till I think life away. 
Rox, No ſickly Vertue, no, 


Nor ſhall paſt pleaſures through thy fancy run; 


But thy No thought I muſt, I will decree; 

As thusFle torture thee till thou art mad; 

And then no thought to purpoſe can be had, 
Stat. How frail, how cowardly is Womans mil 


And glitt ring Swords the brighteſt eyes will blind 
Yer when ſtrong Jealouſie enflames the Soul, 
The weak will roar, and Calms to Tempeſts roll 


Rox · When you retire to your Romantick Cell. 
De make thy ſolitary Manſion Hell, 


Math: * 4 1 E Ribe det. . 


hou ſhalt not reſt by Day, nor ſleep by e 1 2 
bur till Rox ſhall thy Spirit frighht? 15 
Vanton in Dreams if thou dar'ſt 13 of bliſs,” 1 15 
y roving Gholt may think to ſteal a kiſsʒ WM 
ut when to his ſought Bed, thy wandring al alt, | 
all for the bappinefſs ir withd —_—_— 1 . mM 
low will it groan to find thy Rival there? 1 
on ghaſtly wilt thou look, when thou ſhalt ſee, PT 
4 the drawn Curtains, that great Man and . 
aricd with laughing, Joys. ſhot to the Soul, 

tile thou ſhalt grinning ffand, and gnaſh thy teeth, and 
dia. O barb'rous rage! my tears I cannot keep, (howl, 
my tull Eyes in ſpight of me will wee. 
Rox, The King and I in various Pictures drawn, 
lſping each ether, ſhaded o're with Lawn. 
ll be the daily Preſents l will ſend, Fr = Gul 11 
pbelp thy ſorrow to her Journeys end. SE 1 5 
(when we hear at laſt thy hour draws nigh, 

5 Alexander, my dear Love and i, 

ll come and haften on thy ling'ring Fates, 4 

u ſmile and kiſs thy Soul out through the 8 8 
St, Tis well 1 thank thee; thou haſt wak d a rage, 
hoſe boyling now no temper can aſtwage + i 
cet thy tides of Jealouſie with more, 3 

e thee to Duel, and daſh thee o re wy. 0 re.” 

vx. What wou'd you dare? 5 
tt. Whatever you dare do, 
warring thoughts the Hloodiclt Trac > mk 4 
hy Love a Fury made, like you: © K 
lor be kill'd, thus ated by deſpair. , * | TY 
bs. Sure the difdain d Sthira oes not "_ "IT 
at, Yes, tow'ring proud Roxana, but 1 Au. 

ux. I tow're indeed o'rèe thee; 

2a fair Wood, the ſhade of Kings 1 ſtand, 

ils thou fick Weed doſt but infect the 1 


17 * . 
Aw, 


11, at, No, like an Ivy I will curl thee round, 
is roll. ſipleſs Trunk of all its Pride contound, 

r; ndiy and wither'd, bend thee t6 the Gn," 
ar, 1 895 ganbis threats, objected feats, 

n Cell, I Siters fi ghs, and Alexander”s tears, 


Coud 


224 De RIVAL QUEENS; o/, 
Coud not effed, thy Rival rage has. done; _ 
My Soul, whoſe ſtars at bredch of Oaths begun, 
Shall to thy ruine violated run. 
le ſee the King in ſpiglit of all I ſwore; _ 
Though curſt, that thou may'ſt never ſee him more 
Enter Perdiccas, Alexander, Syfigambis, Atrendamsf 
Per. Madam, your Royal Mother, and the King, 
Alex. O my Statira! O my angry, Dear! 
Turn thine Eyes on me, I wou'd talk to them: 
What ſhall I ſay to work upon tliy Soul? 
Where ſhall I throw me? whithier ſhall I fall! 
Stat. For me you ſhall not fall. 
Alex. For thee Iwill; 
Before thy feet I'le have a Grave dug up, 
And periſh quick, be buried ſtraight alive: 
Give but, as the Earth grows heavy on me, 
A tender look, and a relenting word, 
Say but twas pity ſo great a man, 3 
Who had ten thouſand Deaths in battles ſcap'd, 
For one poor fault ſo early ſhou'd remove, 
And fall a Martyr to the God of Love. 
Rox. Is then Roxana's Love and Lite fo poor, 
That for another you can chuſe to dye, 
Rather then live for her? what have Idone ? 
How am! alter d fince at S/ laſt 
You ſwore and ſeal'd it with a thouſand kiſſes, 
Rather than loſe Roxana's ſmalleſt Charm, 
You wou'd forgo the Conqueſt of the World? 
Ales. Madam you beſt can tell what Majick a 
Me to your Charms, bur let it not be told 
For yoùr own ſake; take that Conquerd World, 
Diſpoſe of Crowns and Scepters as you pleaſe, 
Let me but have the Freedom for an hour, 
To make account with this wrong'd Innocence. 
Stat. You know, my Lord, you did commit a Fall 
Lask but this, repeat your Crime no more. 
Alex. O never, never, 
Ro. Am I rejected then? | | 
Alxe. Exhauſt my Treaſures, „ 
ake all the Spoils of the fair conquer d Indiet; 


ALEXANDER the Great. 


for the eaſe of my afflicted Soul, 9 
where I may never behold thee more. 
br. Yes I will go, ungrateful as thou art! 
WE: to my Life! thou Torment of my days 
u murderer of the World! for as thy Sword 
deut the Lives of thouſand thouſand Men, 
will thy tongue undo all Woman kind. 
le be gone; this laſt diſdain hath cur'd me, 
lam now grown ſo indifferent, | 
aul bchold you Kiſs with out a Pang, 2 
uke 2 Torch and light you to your Bed: 
(0 not truſt me, no, for if you do, 
the Fruits and the Flames of Love, 
Love, which is the hotteſt burning Hell, 1 
ſet you both on fire to blaze for eve. [Exit 
„O Alexander, is it poſſible; Good Gods, | 
Wl guilt can {hew ſo lovely yet I pardon, 
ee thee all, by thy dear life I do. 72 
x. Ha; Pardon! ſaidſt thou, Pardon meꝛ?⁰ 66 
Now all my Mother's Bleſſing fall upon thee, 
my moſt beloy'd, my own Statira. | 
x, Is it then true that thou h don d me? 
zit given to me thus to touch thy Hand, ö 
All me in thy body in longing arms? 
upon thy Eyes, my happier Sta 
le thy lip, and thy dear balmy breath, | 
ery figh comes forth ſo fraught with ſwezts, 
Icenſe to be offerd to 2 God. 
„Les, dear Impoſtor, tis moſt true that 1 
pardon'd thee; and *ris as true, that while 
in View of thee, thy eyes will wound, 
eve will make me wanton as thy wiſhes , 
eie! feel thy hand my body glows: 
ede quick, and take your laſt adieu, 
Jour laſt fighs, and theſe your parting tears; 
b farewel, a long and laſt farewel. 
O my Hepbeſtion, bear me or I fink. | 
+ Nay, you may rake—Heav'n how my heart trobs, 
/ you may, if yet you think me worthy, - i 
Wn theſe Trembling Lips a parting kiſs. | 
eel os bled Alex. 


Alex. No, let me ſtarve fit hy, Said. 7 
What is the meaning of all this: 0 Gods 
I know the Cauſe, my working Brain 'divines, 
You'll ſay you pardon'd,” but with this reſerve, 
Never to make me bleft as I have been, 

Io ſlumber by the ſide of that fal ſe man, tex. I 


Nor give a Heaven of beauty to a Devil. lhe 
Think yu not thus? ſpeak, Madam. Souls 

Sy/. She is not worthy, Son, af fo much ſorrop: un thee 
Speak comfort to him, ſpeak, my dear Srat ira, ' my lat 
Lask thee by thoſe tears; Ah canſt thou ere bit kne 


Pretend to Love, yet with dry eyes behold him! ber — 
Alex. Silence more dreadful than ſevereſt ſounds: MW 102 kn 
Wou'd ſhe but a. though Death, eternal Exile WW tim 
Hung at her lips, yet while her tongue pronounces, Mun th: 
There muſt be Muſick even in my undoing. herp 48 
Stat. Still my loyd Lord, I cannot ſee you thus; / Halt: 
Nor can I ever yield to ſhare your Bed, I this p 
O I ſhall find Navrana in your arms, eil! 
And kaſte her kiſſes left upon yours Lips. . Om 
Her curs'd embraces have defil:l your body, | 
Nor fhall Tfindhe wonted ſweerneſs there, 
But artificial ſmells and aking odours. 
Alex. Ves, obſtinate, Iwill? Madam, youll: 
You ſhall; Wight of this reſiſtleſs paſſion, 
Be ſeryd, but you muſt give me leave to think 
You never loy'd O cdu d I ſee you thus ! 
Hell has not half the tortures that you raiſe, 
Cly. Never did paſſions combat thus before. 
Alex. OI shall burſt, fo 
Unleſs 5 — give me leave to rave a While 
65 /. Let ere deſtruction {weep us both away, 
Relent, and break through all to pity him. 
Alex. Yes, I will ſhake this Capid from my am 
If all the rages of the Earth would fright him; 
Drown him in the deep bowl of Hercules, 
_ the World drunk; and then like. olut, 
Vhen he gave paſſage to the ſtruggling winds, 
Fle ſtrike my ſpear into the reeling Globe 
To let it blood, ſet Babylon in 3 SIE 
And drive this God of flames with more conſuming 


ALEXANDER the Ge. 225 
N. My preſence will but foree him to extreams' 25 
des, tis death to me to ſee his pains: 85 
und reſoly d never to yield . 
it me to remove. 5 e 
ex, I charge ye ſtay her; „ 
if (he paſs, by all the Heil ! 8 
Souls, your naked Ghoſts ſhall wait upon her. 
um thee! Turn! thou barb'rous ou, pn tun? 
my laſt words, aun Neg, my ut wal enn 
fiſt kneel with me, all my Souldiers K AH Euer. ; 
ner proſtrate to the Earth — 5 Mothet, 
jou kneel too? Then let the Sun fand ſtill. abe | 
[ himſelf our worſhiped ; nota face | 
tw that is not waſh'd all Ore in t 
ſeep as if you here beheld me Gain: 

Halt thou a heart? or art thou Savage aun? 
{this poſture cannot move your Mercy, YT 1 
er will fpeak more. 
x, O my Statira! 
u, my Queen, I'le not ourlive thy 6 
Soul is till as death But one ching nk? 
n my laſt extremities the tranſports = 
brd wounded Breaft, and all is well. - 
3 and may Heaven forgive you all, like me. 
x, You are to Ach. a keys bear me © 
am laid in El 


bay” * d : 
— 
*»4 * 1 


53 


1 _ 


thy e 580 

O the killing 357 
fe! my heart will burſt my breaſt, 
p into thy boſom; but by Heaven 
lght | will revenge me of thy Beauties, 
aſp I have this day 1 
EY tlighs and tears chat I have en ke 
-_ hy #F 3 FA ve - 


O let me rot in AMacedonias rags, 


: 


The REVAL QUBBNS; 0, 


Pie have ſo many thouſand burning Love 
So ſwell thy Lips, ſo fill me wick thy ſweetneſs, 
Thou ſhalt not! A IT clole thy wandring eyes: 
The ſmiling hours ſhall all be lov d away, 


© » 


Stat. Nor ſhall Roxang——— - 
Ae. Let het not be name —_ 
O Mather! how ſhall-I requite your goodneſs? 
And you, my Fellow Warriours, that cou'd weep 
For your loſt King-—— But I invite you all, 
My Equals in the Throne as in the Grave, | 
Withour diſtinction to the Riot com-, 
To the King's Banquet —— 
ht. I beg your Majefly 
Would leave me our. 5. — 
Ale. None, none ſhall be excus'd | 
All Revel out the day, tis my command, 
Gay as the Perſian God our ſelf with ſtanld, 
With a Crown'd Gobbler in our lifted hand. 
Young Ammon and Statira ſhall go round, 
While antick Meaſures beat th2-burden'd ground, 
And to the vaulted Skies our Clangors ſound. 


We'll ſurfeit all the Night, and languiſh all the day, 


* — tc 
* — — 
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os ACT IV. SCENE LIL 
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Enter Clytus in bis Macedonian Habit Hepheſtin 
Eumenes,Mcleager,'&c. in Petſian Robes. | 
ASP L will not wear theſe Perſan Robs 
Nor ought the King be angry for the reve 


Chu. 


I owe my Country, ſacred are net Cuſtoms, 
Which honeſt Cytus ſhall preſerve to death. 


Rather than ſhine in Faſhions of the Eaſt. 
Then for the Adoxations he requires, | 
Roſt my old Body in eternal flames; 
Or let him Cage me like Caliſtbenes. 
Eum. Dear (Jus be peiſwaded. 
Heph. You know the King 
Is God- like, full of all the richeſt Virtues 


{ 


at revet Royal hart. /poſieſs'd | oppote 2 4 een Bu 


retſe, but to one humour wil Tf? wk 
Ct, Call you ir humour ! * tis a pre 
: L. there's venom in it, — = —Y 
though my life ſhou'd followy Anker than iT 
2% ſuch a hot Ambition in my bowels, Ae 
ip em up to give the poyſon' vent. ts ann 7 
le. Was nor that Jupiter whom lars 8 ... 
an, but for his mote than humane ats 
9 anc to Heaven, and worthi p'd for irs Lord! | 
ph, By all his Thunder 404 his Power, 
vt believe the Earth yet ever felt 


um like Alexander's; not that G0d ood] 
amd, though riding] in a Car of — ba Jt 


* the Nations; and lay waſte thę World. 
. There's not a Man of War among you alt 

Ka the Kingglike me; yet Ple not Hatter 
ſooth his Vanity,” ris blamable, | Win, 
when the Wine works, Cytus, Thoughts will ont. 


5 
4 

lin ſpace mor e ſhort do greater deedds. 
wc 

* 


„ 4 Then go not to the anquet-. 0 . 
„ | was call'd, N ro "4 904 
Ken was 1 not, AS well a8 you ? 2 12. 16) 

2, my Friends, in this old Habit _ E 0 


laugh, and drink the King's Health heartily; 
nbile you bluſhing bow your heads to Earth, 
elta nde em in the dult, Ile ſtand upright, 
. 
| much nearer tu the Gods 
Robe * the King and-all the Court appear. 
reer Alexander, Sy figambis, Statira, Pariſaris, Ec. ; 
. Spare bim, O ſpare Ly mae bus his Life, 
you will, Kings ſhoud delight in Mere. 
x, Suield me Statira, ſhield me from her ſorrow. 
. O ſave him; ſaue him, e ie it be > late: 5 f 
te kind word, before che gaping Lyon 


it one raſhneſs which deſpair did cul, 
owing DEAT my knees, 
RN 996972 70 79997 * 
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lama by fly ing Horſes, wing d with Lightning; | 181 
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125 2 4 the Pillar of my Country, oa oy | / 
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o him up; let hot your Sou Ln; "T 11 54 
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go TeRIV AL'QUEENS, o/, 


>. And. make your way ſo flippery with Tears, 
You ſhall net paſs . Siſter do you conjure; him. 
Alex. O Mother, take her, take her from me, in 


a 
Ireſs y 
cron 


here 1 
Wr never 


Her wary eyes aflault my very Soul. 


They ſhake my beſt reſolva 3 
Stat. Did I not bea 175 8 
Through all for yon? nay, now my Lord you mult. z 
Sy/. Nor wound I make my Son ſo bold a Prayer, WW +. | 
Had I not firſt conſulted for his Honour. unden 
Alex. Honour! what Honour! has not Stat ira faid hough 
Were 1 the King of the bleu Firmament, x58 


And the bold Titans fhow'd again make War, 
Though my reſtleſs Arrows were made ready, 
By all the Gods ſhe ſhou'd arreſt my hand. 
| Ely then, ev'n thou his Rival ſo belov'd. 
Fly with old C/ytus, ſnatch him from the Jaws 
Of the devouring; Beaſt, bring him ad orn d 


(0Xana 


To the King's Banquet, fit for loads of Honour. . 1 , 
e 1 [Exegnt Heph. Eun | have 
f Stat. O my lov'd Lord! let me embrace your ka mark | 
\ Jam not worthy of this mighty. paſſion 0n the 
1 You are too good for Goddeſſes themſelves: dope, 
J No Woman, nor the Sex, is worthy .a Grain iſh fo 
; Of this illuftrious Life of my dear Maſter. | may S. 
1 Why are you 40 divine to cauſe ſuch tondnels? BW jj. , 
| That my Heart leaps, and beats, and fain woud d you th 
[ To make a dance of Joy about your Feet. harm | 
i Alex. Excellem Woman f no, tis impoſſible - WM when 
To ſay how much I love thee — Ha] again! legt y. 
Such Extaſies Hife yy) yu long y ; Nes, D 
The day comes: L ee amm JOY „ Avay; 
2 —— eroeneſs on me, night wilt folly. 4 
A pale crownd head flew lately glaring by me, n, or 
From high, that ſhattet d in a land des. rot a g 
Bur I wilt loſe this bodihg Dieams in Wine; | 


ade t 
: I kn 
ul is-p 
meld 
t it ha 


FPhen warm and btuthivg for md Viren 's Embrad 
Bear me with alb A — thy dov d boſom. 
Stat. Go, my heſt love, and chearryout droapings 
Laugh with your Fxiends, and- talk yaut grief 
While in the Bower of æreat Sch,,́). 


ALEXANDER the Ma 


if your Bed with all the ſweetß of eee 
\ crown it as the Altar of my Love; 
re | will lay me down and ſuſtly m 
erer cloſe my Eyes till y„au — 
ex Is ſhe not mpre'thag-mortal can nil 

ns Soul calt inthe Fleſh.of-Venus ! | 

Jove tis om ĩnous "our parting 183 — 

ice lookt pale too, as ſhe tutnd n . 

| when I wrung ber by the Roſie Fingers, 
;hought the ſtrings of my great, Heart did crack, 
t (houid it mean? Forward, Leomedon. 


Madam gaze you cus ? 
br. For a laſt loc, Cb e Hol 
that the memory of FEAR} \WIOngs | 


1 77 


e 
17 


L * 
- 
Sf - 


loxana meets him, with Call. . knen Tek. 7 


light you lov'd may vaniſii from yaur eyes, (prize 


DA 


AT if 

5 he for ever printed in your mind. 41 1 

1 ox * ee you malt. let TY = | 

0 WI 4 b 
Eun lune ſworn that you ſhall hear me ſpeak, Ing 14 
ur kV mark me well, for Fate is in my bath: 7 ij 
20n the Miſtreſs. you adore to death; py N 19 

hope, but I fruition will deſtioy.: det! ran 9 

; wiſh for pleaſures, you ſhall, nee en * 
| may Stat ira s Image dia w your fight, / 1 
5 thoſe deluding Fires that walk at —— wi 115 1 
ou'd you through tragrant Grots and flowris Groves, 1} 
| harm you through deep Graſs with ſleęp ng Loves z i 
10 when your fancy to its height does riſe, | 
1 


Away ; lead, 
So unconcern'd I Q I cou — my fleſh, 

m, or you, nay all the World to pieces. | 
|. Still keep this Spirit up. preſetve it ſtill, 
not a grain, for ſuch Majeftick Atomes 


e 

bra. 1 know Lam whatever thou eanſt ſay ; 

m. ilis pent, and has not elbom room? 

ping velbd with rhis laſt flight, beyond all bounts- 


MCs © Tp 10 


} | 
nels, Deſpair, and Death, your wandring Soul ies 1 
Meleager to the Banquet, Ex. cum — i 


ade the world, and: muſt pre ſerve its See, 
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2% e RIVAL QUEENS; 0, 
ts infinite deſire, where ] might ſtand 
And hurl the Spheres about like ſportive Balls, 
Call. We are your Slaves, admirers of your fury, 
Command Caſſander to obey your pleaſure, 
And I will on, ſwift as your nimble Eye 
Scales Heav'n when 1 am angry with the fates, 
No Age, nor Sex, nor digaity of blood, 
No ties of Law nor Nature, not the life 
Imperial, though guarded with the Gods, 
Shall bar Caſſander's vengeance, he ſhall dye. 


Rox. Ha ſnall he dye? ſhall I confent to kill hin 


To ſee him-claſp'd in the cold arms of Death, 
Whom I with ſuch an eagerneſs have loy'd ? 
Ds 1 not bear his Image in my womb? 
Which while I meditate, and roul revenge, 
Starts in my body like a fatal pulſe, _ 
And ſtrikes compaſhon throw my bleeding bowels. 


Pol. Theſe ſcruples which your love wou'd raiſe m 
0 


Were not the Empire of the World conſiderd: 
How will the glorious Infant in your womb, 
When time (hall teach his tongue, be bound to curſe) 

If now yoy ſtrike nor for Coronation! 
Caſſ. If Alexander lives, you cannot reign, 
Nor ſhall your Child 4 old Syſgambis's head 
Will not be idle — fore deſtruction waits 
Both you and yours; let not your anger cool, 
But give the word; ſay, Alexander bleeds, 
Draw dry the veins of all the Perſian Race, 
And hurl a ruin o're the Eaſt, tis done. * 
Po. Behold the Inſtruments of this great work. 
 +Fb1l. Behold your forward Slave. | 
Thefj. Vie Execute... 47 47h wt 7 
Rox. And when this ruin isaccompliſh'd, where 
Shall curſt Roxana fly with this dear load ? 
Where ſhalk the find a refuge from the arms 
Ot all che Succeſſors of this great man? 
No harb'rous Nation will receive a guilt 
So much tranſcend ing theirs,” but drive me out: 
The wildeſt beaſts will hunt me from their Dens, 
And Birds of Prey moleſt me in the Grave! 
; mY 


ö 
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ALEXANDB RAA 


0. No, you ſhall live, pardon the kuddenee 112 

Thich this Almighty Love entorces from me, 2 
ry: We ſhall live fafer, nobler On betote,” W pad T 

your Caſſander's Arms. ' wb e * 0 


dar. Diigrac?d Roxana, Git; wilt thou fall!“ 
re was truly wreiched till chis moment; 3 
e's not one mark of former Majeſty, ** 
aue my Slave that offers at my Honour, 
(of. Madam, I hope you't not impute my paſſion 
want of that reſpeRt which"! mult bear you? 
g have [ lov'd 
ox, Peace, "molt zndacions Villain! = 
[nll {tab this paſſion in thy throat. 8 
ar, ſhall 1 leave che boſom of a Deity t « 
claſp a clod, a moving piece of Earth ed 
ich a Mole heaves? ſo far art thou beneath! me. 
. Your Majzſty ſhall bear no more my folly. '© 


hin 


8. 
em 
7 
\ 


rſe yo lite, in ſpight of all his wrongs to me, 12 
ll be for ever ſacred and untouch- I. 11 
if, Iknowv, dread Madam, that Goffender's life | 
jour hands, ſo caſt to'doyou'ſerv ce. 7 
le. You thought, perhaps; becauſe] prattis'd Chats 
gan the Kin 74 that 1 had looſe deſiress 

tis my pris that gives me hight of er ryee i 2 1 
ſee the Manby all the world admird, TE 
to my boſom, and my Captive chere 

my veins ſwell, and my Arms graſp. the poles, 
eaſts grow bigger with the vaſt delight,” 
lepgth of Rapture, and an age of Fury. | 
þ By your on life, the greareft Oach T' Gvear, 
mder's paſſion from this time is dumb. 

x, No, if I were a Wanton, I wou'd make 
es the Victims of wy ra ing fires 

the changing 'd have the 9 
tollowers, — mes Kings by night 


ory 


ans, 
leſt in Dreams chey ſhould Teveal the deed, Seil 


Rex, Nor dare to meet my Eyes, for if thou doſt, 
ha Love- glance, thy plots are all unraverd, | * | 
| your kind thoughts of A7exander told, "TDM | 


d wait my call; fine Slaves to quench my flame, 15 
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234 The RIVAL QUEENS; Or, 
Still as they came, ſucceſſively (ſhou'd bleed. 
Ca,. To make attonement for the higheſt Crime 
I beg your Majeſty will take the life 
Of Queen Statira as a Sacrifice, + + 
Rox. Riſe, thou haſt made me ample expiaticy 
Tes, yes, Statira, Rival thou muſt dye; 
T know this night is deftin'd for my ruine, 
And Alexander from the glorious Revels 
Flys to thy armed. 0 
Phil. The Bowers of Semiramis are made 
The Scene this night of their new kindled Loves, 
Kox. Methinks I ſee her yonder, O the torment! 
Bufie for bliſs, and full of expeCtarion: - - | 
She adorns her head, and her Eyes give new luſtre; 
Languiſhes in her Glaſs; tries all her looks; 
Steps to the Door, and liſtens for his coming; 


Runs to the Bed, andkneels, ànd weeps and wiſhis; 


Then lays the Pillow eaſie for his Head. 
Warms it with fighs, and moulds it with her Kiſſes. 
OI am loſt, worn with Imagination! 
Kill me, Caſſander, kill me inftantly, | - _ 
That I may haunt her with a thouſand Devils. 
Caſſ. Why d'ye ſtop to end her while you may 
No time ſo proper as the preſent no: 
While Alexander feaſts with all his Court; 
Give me your Eunuchs, half your Zegdian Slaves, 
Ve do the deed, nor ſhall a Waiter ſe, 
That ſerves your Rival to relate the'News, * 
Pol. She was committed te Eumenes charge, 
Rox. Eumt nes dies, and all chat are abour her, 
Nor ſhall I need your aid you'l love again; 


Tle head the Slaves my felt, with this drawn dagg 


Toca try death that's worthy of a Queen. 
A common Fate nete ruſhes from my hand, 
*Tis more than Life to dye by my command, 
And when ſhe ſees 3775 
That to my arm her ruin ſhe mult 


owe, 9 
Her thankful head will ſtraight be bended lon 2 


Her Heart ſhall leap hali way to meet the blow. 
Cafſ. Go thy ways, Semelr.-ſhe earns to ſin 
Beneath a God — 2 muſt be ſwift, theruin 
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le intend, wha. knows, ſhe may diſcover. | E 
pal. It muſt be ated ſuddeniy to Night i 
o at the Banquet FH holds his 2 
phil. And dares to execute propoſe his xi 
(/. Obſerve in this ſmall Viel certain death; 
las a Poy fon of ſuch deadly fo ce, "gy 
ud Eſculapius drink it, in we heuss̃ n) 
or then it works) rhe God himſelf were mortal. 
bew it from Nonarris horrid Spring, e 20 
top infusd in Wine will ſeal his death, it; 4 
11550 him howling to the loweſt ſhades. 
phil. Wou'd-it were done. 0% . e 
4 O we ſhall have him ur | AFB 
x yer the Moons half Her E rode) 
I world to Atoms! for it ſcartets pains 
| forts, and through all Netwes, Veins, Aneries, 
wich Extremity of Froſt it burns Nl 
yes the diſtracted Soul about her houſe, - 11 { 
hich runs to all the Pores, the doors of Life, 
il ſhe is foro t for Ait to leave het Dwelling: - 
2 By Pluto's ſalf the work is wondrous bree. 
(, Now {:perate, Phil. and Thefſalus * * N - 
lt: to the Banquet; at his fecond call, 
e him that fatal draught that Crowns the db 
lle Polipercog and my felt retire, © 
%. - [Exeunt omnes prater Callander 3 
| Alexander now thou pay ' ſt me well. 
od for a blow is Intereſt indeed - 
thinks I am grown taller with the 3 
| (landing ſtraight on this Majeſtick Pile, 
tthe Clouds and ſee the World below me 
is the worſt of racks to à brave Spirit 
be born baſe; à Vaſſal, a curſt Slave, We 
by the rojet lab ring! in my dran, 1 
$ nobler fa ar to be King of Hetl, ton 100 1 je. 
bead infernal Legions, Chiefs below, een 
i em looſe for Zarth, to call em in, eh 
bake account of what dark Deeds are dene 
u be 2 Subject God in Hevn unbleft, uy 
nithour þ liſchicf have teme Reſt, | 
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be Scene draws, Alexander 5s ſcen ſtandin, „fer 
Throne, wth all-his piles, wk Ea po ing 
Holding Goblets in their Hands. 4 N 

Ales To our Immortal Healch, and our fair Quer "i! 
All it deep, and while it flyes about, foam 
Mars and Bellona joyn to make us Muſick. ne wit! 
A hundred Bulls be offer d to the Sun, plougt 
White as his Beams Speak the big voice of Wa WW! on 
Beat all our Drums, and blow our Silver Trumper, . 
*Till we provoke the Gods ro act our pleaſure 'W i 7 
In bowls of Ne&ar and replying Thunder. | Ir Alex 
: 2 Sound while they u brav 
Enter Hepheſtion, Clytus, leading in Ly ſimachus e lam 
Bi, Shirt bloody, Perdiccas, Guar/. What 

Ch. Long the King, and Couqneſt crown his Am Ho 
Wich Laurcls ever green; Fortune's his Slave, en Wa 
And kiſſes all that figh: upon his fide. | 8lw 
Alex. Did not I give command you ſhou'd preten* I) 
Lyfimachus? RS f rom t. 
Hepb. You did. ra 2 jon be 
Alex. What then protend thoſe bloody marks? WI" 6c 
Hephb. Your mercy. flew too late; Perdiccas had Ling 5 
According to the dreadtul Charge you gave, | tolls asl 
Already plac'd the Prince in alone Court, „Tha 
Unarm d, all but his Hands, on which he wore y mon 
A pare of Gauntlers; ſuch-was his deſire, ind to. 
To ſhew in death the difference betwik es 
The blood of rhe acides, and common Men. that R 
Cy. At laſt the Door ot an old Lyon) Den x. Hef 
Being drawn up, the horrid Beaſt appear d- pl next 
The flames which from his Eyes ſhot” glooming iel, ce | ! 
Made the Sun ſtart, as the ſpeckatots thought, halt n 
And round em caſt a day of blood and dea. auſt to 
Hepb. When we ai d, juſt as the'valiapt Pn ve be 
Cry d out, O Periſatis take my Life 1915 
Tis for thy ſake I go und aunted thus. eas Fr 
To be devour'd by this malt Ireadfat Creature. do the 
h. Then walking orward, the large d ſery d. en their 
His prey, and with a roar that made us pale, you n 


-» 
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m fiercely, on him; but ihe active Prince, | 
ring aſide, avoided his firſt Shock | 
ih 2 {light hurt, and as the Lyon-turn'd, .  _ 
| Gauntlet, Arm and all into his throat, 

| with Herculian force, tore forth by th* rote 

> foaming bloody tongue; and while the Savage, 

i: with chat loſs, funk to the bluſhing Earth 
plough it with his teeth, your conqu'ring Soldier 
pd on his back, and daſh' his skull to pieces. 


I 3.S 
* " 
= 


55 ex. By all the Laurels twas a God-like Act, 
© "Wis my Glory, as it ſhall be thine, IF) 


it Alexander cou'd not pardon thee. Pp 

y brave Soldier! think nor all the Prayers 

the lamenting Queens cou'd move my Sou 

what thou haſt perform d: grow to my breaſt. Kmbra- 

. However Love did hurry my wild arm, ces him. 

en | was cool my fev'riſh blood did bate, * 
4 [ went to death L bleſt the King. = 

x. Ly/imachus, we both have been tranſported, 

from this hour be certain of my heart: 

yon be the Empreſs of thy Shield, 

that golden Armour we from Porcus won . 

King preſents thee; but retire to Bed, 

wil ask ref... 

{. I have no wounds to hinder 

moment; or if I had, though mortal. 

ind to Alexander's, health, till all 

lens were dry, and fall em up again © 

that Rich Blood which makes the Gods Immortal. 

x. Hepheſtion, thy hand embrace him cloſe; | 

gh next my heart you hang the Jewel rhere, _ 

ce | know whether my Queen be nearer, . / 

halt not rob me of my Glory, Youth, 

mult to Ages flouriſh -- Pari/gtis os Fo 

new be his that ſerves me beſt in War. . 

er reply, but mark the Charge I give, A 

ue as Friends Sound, Sound my Armies Honour; 
to their Bodies, and Eternal Fame yy 

ry d. their Memory, when, thoſe are athes; 

you muſt, tis a, God gives you Lite. 


* 
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t. WI 

[Lyſimachus offers Clytus a Perſian Robey and he reſu 'xtthen 
Cy. O Vanity! _ | want 
Alex. Ha! what lays Ciytus ? Hex. Hl: 
Who am 1? 1. Mi 


Cly. The Son of Good King Philip. 
Alex. No, "is falſe, * 
By all my kindred in rhe Skies 
Jove made my Mother pregnant. 
9 J ha' done. | | 
ere follows an Entertainment of Indian &. ingert 
aud Dancers: The Muſik flouriſhes, 
Alex. Hold, hold, Clytus take the Robe. 
Cy Sir, the Wine, 
The Weather's hot; beſides you know my humour, 
Alex. O tis not well, tr burn rather than be 
So fingular and froward 
4 So woud I, | 
Burn, hang or drown ; but in a better Cauſe, 
Ile drink &r fight for Sacred Majeſty; 
With any here Fill me another Bowl, 
Will you excuſe me 
Alex. You will be excu'd; 
Bur let him have his humour he is old. 
Cly. So was your Father, Sir — This to his med 
Sound all the Trumpets there. 
Alex. They ſhall not found - 
Till the King drinks Mars J cannot take 
A moments. reſt for all my Years of Blood, 
But one or other will o poſe my Ye 7 
Sure I was form'd for 
All, all are Alexander's Catia 4 
- Which 1 cou'd rame yes, the Rebellious woll 


ry man t 
el all, 
lex. 80 
it | cou? 
 kindne 
hands, 
[Com 
t. Id 
MN UNWOI 
x. I! 
bu envie! 


Shou'd feel my wrath But let the ſports go d hte ol 

The Indians Dance. 0 bal 

L/. Nay Ciytu c, you that cou'd ae | . 

Ale. Forbear; 1 Lf 
Let him perſiſt, be poſitive, and proud, . 

Sullen and Kaul d; amongſt the nobler Souls, hug 


Like an Infernal Spitit that had ſtole 
From Hell, and mingled with the laughing Gods. 
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57. When Gods grow hor, -where's the difference 
ut them and Devils — fill me e yet * 
[ want Spirits. 
ils. Ha let me hear a Sog 
ht. Mufick for Boys Cre hes. * the groan. 
dying perſons, and the Horfes neighings 5 

#[ muſt be tortur d with ſhrill voices. 
e me the Cryes of Matrons in ſackd Towns. 
Hp. Ly/imachus, the King looks ſad, let us awake 
th to the Son of Jupiter Ammon; - (him 
ry man take his Goblet in his hand, | W 
el all, and IND 1100 adoration, | 
ex. Sound, found, that all the Univerſe 
It | cou?d ſpeak like Fove, to tell abroad 2 . 
kindneſs of my People Riſe, O tiſe, 
hands, my arms, my heart is ever yours. W 

[ Comes from: bis Throne, all kiſe his band.) 

. I did nor kiſsthe Barth, nor _ your hand, 
n unworthy, Sir. ; PIES VSIA» 
lex. I know thou art, 
ju envieſt my great Honour— Sir, my Er 

, | muſt have room No ler us talk | 
War tor what e fits a co notto Mouth: du, 

peak, f. Le o not love FEE 
d think _ the braveſt Gen oa} 
teverled an Army to the Field: 25 
pb. I think the Sun himſelf nere ſaw a: Chief 
ly great, ſo. fortunately brave, 

Uexander not the famd Alcides, 
herce Achilles, who did twice deſtroy, | 
_their all conqu'ring Arms, the e famous 1 
a _ was not Graus. 

O you flatter me. 

. Ther do indeed, and yet ye love ann for . : 
* old Qytus, for hardy Virtue. 1 1 
* ſhall I fpeak a man more brave than b 
ner General, and more expert Souldier? ' 
ix. I ſhoud be glad to learn, inſtruct me, Sir. 
. Your Father Philip Il have {cen him 
ought beneath his ö where 
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When Greeks joy md Greeks, then was the tug of Wa 
The labour'd Battle ſweat, and Conqueſt bled. 
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The ſtouteſt at the Table wou'd ha* trembl'd. 4 
Nay, frown not, Sir; you cannot look me dead. 


Why ſhould I fear to ſpeak a truth more noble, 
Than ere your Father Zupiter Ammon told you? 
Philip fought men, but Alexander women. 
Alex. Spite! by the Gods proud Spight! and bum 
Is then my glory come io this at laſt, 0 
Jo vanquiſh women? Nay, he faid the ſtouteſt hen 
Wou'd tremble at the dangers he has ſeen. | 
In all the ſicknefs and wounds I bore, 
When from my reins the Javelin head was cut, 
Iyſmachus, Hepheſlion, ipeak, Perdiccas, 
Did 1 tremble? O the curſed Lyar! | 
Did 1 once ſhake or groan? or bear my ſelf 
Beneath my Majeſty, - my dauntleſs courage? 
Heph. Wine has tranſported him. 
Alex. No, *tis plain meer malice - 
I was a Woman too at Oxydrace, _ 
When planting at the walls a Scaling Ladder, 
I mounted ſpite of ſhowers of Stones, Bars, Arrom 
Ard all the lumber which they thunder d down, 
When you beneath cry'd out, and ſpread you arms 
Thar I ſhould leap among you, did I ſo? 
Ly/. Turn the diſcourle, my Lord, the old man n 
Alex, Was I Woman, when like Mercury 
I lefe the walls to fly amongſt my Foes ? 
And like a baited Lyon, dy'd my ſelf _ 
All over with the blood of thoſe bold Huntets: 
Till ſpent with coil, I battled on my knees, 
Pluck'd forth the Darts that made my ſhield a Feel, 
And hurl d em back with moſt unconquer'd fu. 
Cy. Twas all Bravado, for before you leapt, 4 
You ſaw that I had burſt the gates in ſunder. 
Alex. Did I then turn me like a Coward round 


To ſeek for ſuccour? Age cannot be ſo baſe, 


That thou wert young again, I wou'd put off 
My Majeſty to be more terrible, 
That like an Eagle I might ſtrike this Hare 
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ung to Earth : ſhake thee to duſt, and tear 
bear for this bold Lye, thou feeble Botard. aK 
[ht What, do you pelt me like a Boy with Apples, 
ne and bury the diſgrace I feel? Tile toſſes fruit at 
aw the reaſon that you uſe me ſo, I him as they riſei 
We ſav'd your life at Gramm, ' 
WL when your back was tutn'd oppos'd my breaſt 
Wold Rh-/aces Sw rd; you hate me foi'c, 
Wh do, proud Prince. | | 55 
bx. way your breath's too hot. ¶ Hings him from him. 
Lou hate the benefaQtor, though you took 
Gift, your life, from this diſhonour'd Crus, 
Which is che blackeſt, worſt ingratitude. RH 
x. Go, leave the Banquet: thus far I forgive thee, 
Forgive your ſelf for all your Blaſphemies, 


fiots of a moſt debauch'd, and blotted Life, 
ts murder wy,” | | 


ks, Ha! what ſaid the Traytor ? 

Wl. Ezenes, let him force him hence. 

Lou ſhall not tarry - 

um to the door. | | 

No, ler him ſend me, if I muſt be pon, 

up, Artalus, Caliſtbenes, <0 OFT 

at Permenio, and to his ſlaughter'd Sons + 
0, who did many brave exploits 4. 

uw the King the King without him nothing, 


Give me a Javelin. | Takes one from the Guards. 
Hold, Sir. | , 


Off, Sirrah, leſt 3 
| ſtrike it through his heart and thine, 

O ſacred Sir, have but a moments patience: + 
* Preach patience to another Lyon —— what, 
arms? I ſhall be murder'd here, 
Darin, by my own barb'rous Subjects. 
ar, found my Trumpets to the Camp, 

 Souldiers to the Court ; nay hafte 
sa Treaſon plotting gainſt my life, 
all periſh e're they come to reſcue, 


Q Lyf. - 
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Hin, NL all dye, ere wink fo dam dee 
c Alex. Where is the Traytor? © 
= y: Sure there's none about you; 
But here ſtands honeſt Cytus whom the King 
Invited to his Banquet. a 
Mex. Be gone and ſup with Philip, [ Strikes 
Parmenio, Attalus, Califthenes;, © Throy 
And let bold Subjects learn by thy fad Fate, 
To tempt the patience of a man much above 'em. 
Cly. The rage of Wine is drown'4 in guſhing blog 
O Alexander, | have been to blame, 
Hate me not after Death, for 1 repent 
Thar fo I urg'd your nobleſt, ſweeteſt Nature. 


A not ti 
und! 
e Reaſ 
[ had ſe 
had be 
WOu 
' Whe 
x, No 
helſe | 
N, Hell, 
all a 
my heart 
b but Jt 
ſeaking, 


Alex. What's this I hear? ſay on my dying Sou O 1: 

. I ſhou'd ha? kill'd my ſelf, had I bur liv'd x, Forg 

by To be once ſober —— Now I fall with honour, And n 

vx My own hand wou'd ha' brought foul death; O = or 
; | | Jug 

Alex. Then JL am loſt, what has my Vengeance ill ren 

W Who is it thou haſt ſlain? Clytus, what was he? end to 8 

Thy faithful Subject, worthieſt Courſellor, (bis bl 

Who for ſaving thy Life, when ple dea 

Thou fought ſt bare headed at the River Granite, Ming © 

Has now a noble Recompence for ſpeaking rainy; ping! 


For a forgetfulneſs which Wine did work, end, lik 


The poor, the honeſt Cyrus thou haſt flain. b. Whar 
Are theſe the Laws of Hoſpitality? o 
Thy Friends will ſhun thee now, and ſtand at diſtanceſ ing w 
Nor dare to ſpeak their minds, nor eat with thee, BW" Call 4 
Nor drink, leaſt by thy madneſs they dye too. Pager, Ie 


Heph. Guards take the Body hence. 
Alex. None date to touch him. 
For we muſt never part: Cruel Hepheſtion. 
And Ly/imachas, that had the power, 
And wou'd nor hold me, | | 
Lyſ. Dear Sir, we did. 
Alex. I know it; 3 
Ve held me like Beaſt, to let me go ered Sir, 
With greater Violence O you have undone me, 
Excuſe it not, you that cou'd ſtop a Lion 


es wit he 
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4not turn me; you ſhou'd have drawn your Swords, 
umd my rage with their advancing Points 

e Reaſon glitter in my dazl'd Eyes, | 

| hid ſeen what Ruin did attend me: 

had been noble, that had ſhew'd a Friend, 

wou'd ſo have done to ſave your Lives. | 
When men ſhall hear how highly you were urg d. 
x, No, you have let me ſtain my riſing Virtue, 
1elſe had ended brighter than the San 

þ Hell, and Furies! you have ſunk my Glory: 
nall2 blot, which Seas of Tears, #7 OT 

my heart's Blood, can never waſh away; 

b but jult I try. and on the Point, 

raking, hurl my black polluted breaſt: . 

h, O ſacred Sir, that mult not be. 

x. Forgive my pious hands, | 

And mine that dare diſarm my Maſter. | 
x, Yes cruel men, ye now can ſhew your ſtrength, 
nota Slave but dares oppoſe my Juſtice ; 

vill render all endeavours vain : 
tend to Save my Life — here I will lye Falls. 
tb his bleeding fide, thus kiſhng him; f 
pal: dead lips that have ſo oft advis'd me. 

thing o're his Reverend Face in Tears. 

(ping his cold Body in my Arms, 

kath, like him, has made me ſtiff and horrid. 

. What (hall we do? 

[know not, my wounds bleed afreſh{[ Ex. Per.Ly/. 
iving with him, Perdiccas, lend's your Arm. 

Call Ariftander hither, f 

ger, let's force him from the Body. 


es without, Arm, Arm, Treaſon, Treaſon, 
Enter Perdiccas bloody. HA 


taſte, all rake Arms; Hepheſtion where's the King? 
There by old (tas fide, whom he has ſlain. 
Iden miſery on miſery will fall, 

ming billows to advance the ſtorm. 

td Sir, and haſte to aid the Queen, 

Bd with furious Jealouſie, 


Q2 


Me, N 
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Came with a Guard of Zogdian Slaves unmask d 
And broke upon me with ſuch ſudden rage, 
That all are periſh'4 who refiltance made: 

I only with theſe wounds through claſhing Spear 
Have forc'd my way, to give you timely notice. 
Alex. What ſays Perdiccas ? Is the Queen indy 
Per. She dyes unleſs you turn her Fate, and qui 
Your diſtance from the Palace asks more ſpeed, 

And the aſcent to th' flying Grove is high. 
Alex. Thus from the Grave riſe to fave my [yy 
Alldraw your Swords, with wings of Lightning mg 
When I ruſh on, ſure none will dare to ſtay, 
*Tis Beauty calls, and Glory ſhews the way. [£; 


* 
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ACT v. SCENE I. 


Statira is diſcover'd Nleeping in the Bower of Sem 
The Spirits of Qucen Statira ber Mother, and I 
appear ſtanding on each fide of her, with Dy 

—_ threatning her. | 

= | es They Sing. 

1x Dar. IS Innocence ſo void of cares © 

That it can undifturbed ſleep, 

 Amid#t the noiſe of horrid Wars, © 
That make Immortal Spirits weep ? 

Stat. No booding Crows, nor Ravens come, 
To warn her of approaching doom? 

Dar. She walks, as ſhe dreams, in a Garden off 
And ber hands are employ'd in the beautiful Bouer 
She dreams of the man het is far from the Gra, 
And all ber ſoft Fancy ſtill runs on her Love. 

Stat. She nods ore the Brooks that run purling. 

And the Nightingales lull ber more faft with a Sony 

Dar. But ſee the ſad end which tbe Gods have d 
Stat. This Ponyard's thy Fate. 

Dar. My Daughter muſt bleed. 


Ente, 


At leng 
flying 
$10 the 
f. Then 
muſt dy 
thats t. 
x, Shut 

make it 
the K 


Chor. Awaketben, Siatira, awake, for alas you Mi e have 1 
Ere an bour be paſt, you muſt breath out your lf. Stat uk 
Da. And be ſuch another as J. 10 calls, 


Stat. As J. 
Chor. And be ſuch another as I, 


N ALEXANDER the Gree: . 
Statira ſola. Bs qt 


1, Bleſs me ye pow'rs above, and guard my Vine! | 

x, rot was t a Dream, I ſaw and heard 

Royal Parents, there | ſaw em ſtand ; 

2 beheld their Precious Images: #7 

ad their Heavily voices; where, O where 
you ſo faſt, Dear ſhades, from my embraces ? 
Ml me this This hour ſhou'd be my laſt, 

[ muſt bleed Away, *tis all Deluſion ! 

m wait for Alexanders coming? 

but my Loving Lord can enter here; 

will he kill me? — hence Phantaſtick 8 

jt methinks he ſhould not ſtay thus long ! 

do 1 tremble thus? If I bur ſtir, 

motion of my Robes makes my heart leap. 

1 will the dear man come, that all my doubts 

xniſh in his breaſt ! that 1 may hold him 

my fears can make me, hug him cloſe 

tond ſoul can wiſh, give all my breath 

ds and kiſſes; ſwoon, dye away with Rapture ! 

bk | hear him [Noiſe within. 

| would hide my bluſhes, 

lis tread, but dare not go to meet him. 


* 


Enter Roxana with Slaves and a Dagger. 


At length we have conquer d this ſtupendious height, 


flying Groves, whoſe wonderful aſcent 
to the Clouds. 


t. Then all the Viſion's true, D Rettres. 
mult dye, loſe my dear Lord for ever: © 
thats the murderer. - 

x, Shut the Brazen Gate, 

make it faſt with all maſſie Bars : 

" the King will fly to her relief, 

e have time enough here is my Rival ? 

ar Statira, now no more a Queen, 

10 * where is your Majeſty ? 


Q 3 Star. 
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Star. And what is ſhe who. with ſuch Towing p 
Wou'd awe a Prince that is born above her 

Nax. | like the Port Imperial Beauty bears, 
= It ſhews thou haſt a Spirit fit to fall 
A Sacrifice to fierce Roxand s wrongs, . 
he ſudden then, put forth theſe Royal Breaſts, 
Where our falſe Maſter has ſo often languiſh'd, 
That I may change their milky innocence 
Jo Blood, and dye me in a deep revenge. 

Stat, No barb'rous woman! though] durſt meet 

As boldly as our Lord with a reſolve | 

At which thy Coward heart wou'd tremble; 

Yet I diſdain to ſtand the Fate you offer, 

And therefore fearleſs of thy dreadful threats, 

Walk thus regardleſs by thee. | 
Rox. Ha! fo ſtately! 

This ſure will fink you. 
Stat. No, Roxana, No; 

The blow you give will ſtrike me to the Stars, 

But fink my Murdreſs in Eternal ruin. FIN 
Rox. Who told you this? 

A Stat. A thouſand Spirits tell me: 
; There's not a God but whiſpers in my ear, 

This death will crown me with Immortal Glory ; 

To dye ſo fair, fo innocent, ſo young, i. 

Will make the Company of Queens above 
Rox. Preach on. 3 
Stat. While you the burden of the Earth, 

Fall to the Deep ſo heavy with thy Guilt. 

That Hell it ſelf muſt groan ar thy reception; 

While fouleſt Fiends ſhun thy Society, 

And thou ſhalt walk alone, forſaken Fury, 

Nox. Heaven witneſs for me I wou'd ſpare th L 

If any thing but Alexanders Lose 

Were in debate; come give me back his heart, 

And thou ſhalt hve Empreſs of all the World. 

Stat. The World is leſs than Alexander's Loni 
Let cou'd I give ir, 'tis not in my power; 

This I dare promiſe if you ſpare my life, 
Which I diſdain to beg, he ſhall ſpeak kindly. 


i 


RE: 
/ 
tt 


ALEXANDER th Ga, C5 


By. Speak! is that n 
9. Perhaps at my requeſt. = 54, 
j for a gift ſo noble as my Life, | 

Row A Kiſs. | 

m. A Kiſs! no more? 


ut. O Gods! 
at ſhall I fay to work her to my N 


would ſee him Les, a little more | 
Ince you, and for ever be your friend. 
va. O the provoking. word! Your Friend! thou dy'ſt: 
Friend! What, muſt I bring you OE. | 
your Bed, and ſee you ſottly laid? e 
ll my Pangs, and labours of my Love, * Lad-1 Df 
7 thrown off all that was ſwear a0 and ele, 
fetore 3 i 
a, Yet hold thy hand advanc'd'i in air; FE 
£ my death is written in thy Eyes, 756 
rlore wreak all the Luſt of Vengeance on th; * 
hin my Blood, and ſteep. thee in my gore; a 
| like a Vulture, tear my bleeding heart. | 
0 Roxana ! that there may appear 
impſe of Juſtice tor thy Cruelty, 
in of Goodneſs for a mals of Evil, 
me my death in Alexander's preſence. | 
Not for th Rule of Heaven Are you ſo cunning? 
you wou'd have him morn you as you fall? 
your Farewel, and taſte ſuch 1 Kiſſes 
light call back your Soul. No, thou ſhalt fall 
, and when Dach has ſeiz d thy beautious _— 
we thy Body thrown into a Well, 
beneath a * of Stones for ever. | 


Enter 2 Slave. FT 
| Guards, 


0 7 
v. Madam, the King with all his Captains and bis 
Icing ope the Doors, he threatens thouſand deaths 


| that ſtop his Entrance; and I beliere ws $4: 


tunuchs will obey: him. 455 
nenn | * hers [fate be 


ALEXANDER the Great. \ KA 


l. Farewel, my dear, my Life, my moſt loyd Lord, 
(wear by Oroſmades tis more pleaſure, 14 2” 
re farisfaQtion that I thusdye yours, Ln of 
in to have liv'd another's — Grant me one thing. 

ix, All, all, — but ſpeak, that I may execute 

ore 1 follow thee. 

ut, Leave nor the Earth | SE 

oe Heaven calls you: Spare Roxana's Life 

x35 love of you that caus d her give me death. 

. O ſomerimes amidſt your Revels think 

your poor Queen, and e're the chearful Bow! 

ure your Tips, and crown it with one rich tear 


Lam happy, | [Dyer 
lex. Cloſe not thy Eyes; ; | | 


ngs of Import have to ſpeak before | 
ou tak ſt thy Journey: — Tell the Gods I'm coming 
give em an Account of Life and Death z - 
| many other hundred thouſand Policies, ?, 5 
t much concern the Government of Heaven. Ps 
e is gone! the talking Soul is mute 
5 huſh'd, no voice, or Muſick now is heard! 
Bower of Beauty i is more ſtill than Death; 
e Roſes fade, and the melodious Bird 
t wak d their ſweets, has left em now for ever. a 
vx, Tis certain now you never ſhall enjoy her; 
rretore Roxana may have leave to hope 
u will at laſt be kind for all my Se, 
| torments, racks, for this laſt dreadful is: 
ch furious Love of thee did bring upon me. | 
lex. O thou vile Creature! bear thee from my light. 
thank Statira that thou art alive : 
e thou had'ſt periſ'd; yes, I wou ha rent 
th my juſt hands that Rock, that Marble Heart: 
uud have div'd through Seas of Blood to find 1 it, 
tear the cruel Quarry from its Center. | 
x, O take tne to your Arms, and hide my Bluſh, 
be you, ſpighr-of all your Cruelties z - - 
re is ſo much Divinity about you, 
emble to approach; yet here's my hold, 
h nll leave the ſacred None for ſuch 


250 TheRIVAL QUEENS; 0 
Is every thing chat touches that bleſt Body : 


Ple kiſs i he Relique of a God, | d when 
iſs it as the ne of. ee 1 
And Love ſhall graſp it with theſe dyi hands, 4 i Gn 
Alex O that thou wert a man, that I might din Mi 
Thee round the World, and ſcatter thy Contagion, Aer. ( 
As Gods hurl mortal Plagues when they are angry, 3 
Rox. Do, drive me, hew me, into ſmalleſt pigy * 
My duſt ſhall be inſpir d with a new fondneſs, muon 
Still the Love · motes ſhall play before your Eyes, 3 
Where ere you go, however you deſpiſe. . It 
Alex. Away there's not a glance that flies from :Poyſe 
But, like a Bafilisk, comes wing d with death. WW +. 
| _ Rox. O ſpeak not ſuch harſh words, my Royal My ny 
| Look not ſo dreadful on your kneeling Servart; 
But take, dear Sir, O take me into Grace, 
By thedear Babe, the burden of my Womb, 
That Weighs me down, when I wou d follow fals ., 1 
My knees are weary and my force is ſpent : al M. 
O do not frown, but clear that angry brow ! at 9% 
Your Eyes will blaſt me, and your words are bolts Pow 50 
That ſtrike me dead; the little Wretch I bear, BG wa 
Leaps rights at your wrath, and dies within me, WW. , 
Alex. O thou haſt touch'd my Soul ſo tenderly, r dear 
That I will raiſe thee, though thy hands are ruin. your [a 
Riſe-cruel Woman, riſe and havea care, Hex, I 
O do not hurt unbotn Innocence, kappy \ 
For whoſe dear ſake I now forgive thee all. iſt wak 
But haſte, be gone, fly, fly from theſe {ad eyes; 80 
Fly with thy pardon, leaſt I call it back; trete 
Though I forgive thee, I muſt hate thee ever. Twp 
Kox. Igo, I fly forever from thy fight, J Ph; 
My mortal Injuries, have turn'd my mind, lex. Fi 
And I cou'd curſe my {elf for being kind. t for H 
| thee be any Majeſty above, here ly 
hat has revenge in flore tor perjur'd Love, my Vie 
Send Heaven the iwittelt ruin on. his head, "How 
_—_ 5 Jay the ha 2 ; San 4 
Kill the Triumpher and avenge Tong, een ſh⸗ 
In height of Pomp, while he is warm and young. Army 


Bolied with Thunder let him ruſh along, 


dd their 


| when in the laſt pangs of life he lies, 

int I may ſtand to dart him with my eyes: 

u, after death 

ſve his ſpotted Ghoſt, and ſhoot him as he flies Exit 
tex. O ap fair Star 1 ſhall be ſhortly with thee z 
r [already feel the fad effects 

thoſe moſt fatal Imprecarions. 

kat means this deadly dew upon my Forchead 


heart too heaves. 

U It will anon be ſtill 

e Poyſon works. 

pol, Fle ſee the wiſhꝰ effect 

el remove, and gorge me with Revenge. 


Emer Perdiccas and Lyſimachus, 


Fer, I beg you Majeſty will pardon me, 

ial Meſſenger; 

at Syſigambrs, hearing Statira's death, 

now no more, 

r aſt words gave the Princeſs to the brave 

imachys ; but that which moſt will ſtrike you, 

ur dear He pheſtion, having drank too largely \ 

your laſt Feaſt, is of a Surteir dead. 

tex, How dead! Hepheſtion, dead! alas the dear 

uppy Youth ! Bur he ſleeps happy, * 

ut wake for ever: — This Object, this, 

face of fatal Beauty, 

[{tretch my Lids with vaſt, eternal tears. 

had the care of poor Hepheſtion's Life ? 

. Philarda, the Arabian Artiſt. 

ex, Fly, Meleager, hang him on a Croſs: 

t for Hepheſtion, — 

here lyes my Fate; Hepheſtion, tur, | 

my Victories for ever foulded up; 

is dear Body my Banner's loſt, 

Seandard's Triumphs gone! | 

* n N — . * £ 
imy that they break their Shields, Swo Speats, + 
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Is there not cauſe to put the World in mourning ? 


Tear all your Robes: — he dies that is not naked 


Down to the waſte, all like the Sons of Sorrow. 
Burn all the Spires that ſeem to kiſs the Skie, 
Beat down the Battlements of every City: 
And for the Monument of this lov'd Creature, 


Root up thoſe Bowers, and pave em all with Gold: 


Draw dry the Ganges, make the Indies poor; 
To build her Tomb, no Shrines nor Altars ſpare, 
But ſtrip rhe ſhining Gods to make it rare. 


C Ha! whithernow ? follow him, Polyperchon{ExÞ 


I find Caſſander's Plot grews full of Death 
Murder is Playing her great Maſter-piece, 

And the ſad Siſters ſwear, fo faſt I urge em. 

O how I hug my ſelf for this Revenge ! 

My fancy's great in Miſchief; for methinks 
The Night grows darker, and the lab'ring Ghoſts, 
For fear that I ſhould find new torments out, 
Run o're the old with moſt prodigious ſwittneſs, 
I ſee the fatal Fruit betwixt the Teeth, 


The Sieve brimful, and the ſwift ſtone ſtand till. 


Enter Polyperchon, 


What, does it work? 

Pol. Speak ſoftly. 

Caſſ. Well. | 

Pol. Ir does; | 
I follow'd bim, and ſaw him ſwifily walk 
Toward the Palace; oft times looking back, 
With watry Eyes, and calling out, Statira. 
He flumbl'd at the Gate, and fell along; | 
Nor was he rais'd with eaſe by his Attendants, 
But ſeem'd a greater load than ordinary; 


As much more as the Dead out weigh the Living. 


Cafſ. Said he nothing? + 
Pol. When they took him up, 


He figh'd, and Entred with a firange wild look, 


Embrac'd the Princes round, and ſaid he muſt 
Diſpatch the buſineſs of the World in haſt. 
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| Exer Philip and Theſſals. 


Phil. Back, back, all ſcatter >— with adreadful ſhout | 
heard him cry. I am but a dead man. 


The, The Foy ſon tears with that height of ae 


d: at | could pity him. 
pol. Peace: where ſhall we meet? 
(, on Saturn's Field. 

E lthinks I ſee the frighted Deities, 


ming more Bolts in their big belly'd Clouds, 
id firing all the Heavens to drown his noiſe. 
Now we ſhould laugh. — But go, diſperſe your ſelves; 
tile each Soul here, that fills his noble Vellal, | 
elle with he murder, works with ruin _ 

{ from the dreadful deed this Glory . 

ekilld the Greateſt man that ever was. 


* 


r Scene draws, Enter Alexander and all bis Artendanes 


Alex. Search there, nay probe me, ſearch my wounded * 


I, draw it out. | (Reins; 
I/ We have ſearch'd, but find no hurt. 
Alex. O am ſhot, a forked burning Arrow 
cks croſs my ſhoulders, the ſad Venom flies 
e Lightning thro* my Flelh, my Blood, 10 Marrow, 
JJ This muſt be Treaſon, - 
erd. Wou'd i cou'd but gueſs. | 
n. Ha! what a change of torments I endure? 
bolt of Ice runs hizzing through my bowels. 
s ſure the Arm of Death: give me a Chair; 
her me, for I freeze, my Teeth chatter, 
d my knees knock together. , | 
erd. He ven bleſs the King! 
g. x. Ha! who walks of Heaven? 
| 11! Heit, 1 burn, 1 burn again. 
Wi gr -ws wondrous hor, hey for the Dyer; 
„ WW ic £:cerhalus, amongſt the billows - 
isa noble 30. itt { wou'd nor change him 
the belt Hol ſe the Sun has in his Stable: 


5 ——_— 


* # 
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A 
For they are hot, their Mangers full of Coals, J. To 
Their Mains are flakes of Lightning, curls of Fire, > Empit 
And their red Tayls like Meteors whisk abour. ex, I 
I. Help all, Eumenes, Help, I cannot hold hin -d. U 
Alex. Ha, ha, ha, I ſhall dye with laughter. your g. 
Parmenio, Clytus, doſt thou ſee yon Fellow? ch ſucl 
| That ragged Souldier, that poor tatter'd Greek? lex. W 
See how he puts to flight the gaudy Per ſians, r hands 
With nothing buta ruſty Helmer on, throw which duty 0 
The grizly briſtles of his puſhing beard owe 
Drive em like Pikes, — Ha, ha, ha. rat tei 
Ferd. How wild he talks? nt this 
Ly. Yer warring in his wilderneſs, (they com with tl 
Alex. Sound, Sound, keep your Ranks cloſe, ay / E 
O the brave dinn, the noble clank of Arms! ere b. 
Charge, charge apace, and let the Phalanx move, wachus 
Dari us comes, —— ha! let me in, none dare ſwears 
To croſs my fury ;—Phylotas is unhors d ;=Ay, tis Di il not 
l fee, I know him by the ſparkling Plumes, We re 
And his Gold Chariot drawn by ten white Horſes : 
But like a Tempeſt thus I pour upon him 
s He bleeds, with that laſt blow I brought him donn; 
| He tumbles, take him, ſnatch the Imperial Crown. II 
= They fly, they fly, —follow, follow, — Vicroria; Vil 
b; Vittoria O ler me ſleep: 1 HA 
Per. Leis Raiſe him ſoftly, and bear him to his BeH I 
= Alex. Hold, the leaſt motion gives mie ſudden dean iy b-f 
= y vital Spirits are quite parch'd up, ie g 
And all my ſmoaky Entrails turn d to Aſhes. or one 
i | 1150 When you the brighteſt Star that ever ſhone r doe 
* Shall ſer, it muſt be Night with us tor ever. be muſt 
Ax. Let me embrace you all before I dye: Wt cr 
Weep not, my dear Companions, the good Gods a our 
_ Shall ſend you in my ſtead a nobler Prince, 1 
One that ſhall lead you forth with matchleſs Conde 7h 
' Ly/. Break not our hearts with ſuch unkind Expreſſa ch e, 
Ferd. We will not part with you, nor change iot Mob h 
Alex. Perdiccas, take this Ring; eave iþ 
And ſee me laid in the Temple of te tale 


Jupiter Ammon. 1 


ALEX AR DE R the Great. 26 * 
To whom does your dread Majeſty bequeath 

Empire of the World? | 
lex. To him that is moſt worthy. A A. | 
rd. When will you, ſacred Sir, that we ſhould give / . Þ8 
your great Memory thoſe divine Honours,  - 24 

< ſuch exalted Virtve does deſerve? F 
x. When you are all moſt happy, and in Peace, 
rhands——O Father, if I have diſchargd [ Niſen 

duty of a Man to Empire born; * 

r unwearied Toyl I have deſervd 

rſt renown of thy Adopted Son, 

nt this Soul, which thou didft firſt inſpire, * 
with this ſigh, thus gives the back again. [ Dien 
Eunenes, cover the fall'n Majeſty; EN 

ere be Treaſon, let us find ir out: 

uchus ſtands forth to lead you on, 

ſmears by the moſt honour d dear Remains, 

ill not taſte thoſe Joys which Beauty brings, 

ve revenge the Greateſt, Beſt of Kings. 
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EPILOG UE to Alexander the Great. 


HAT ere they mean, yet ought they to be curſt, 
Who this Cenſorious Age did poliſh firſt + 
be beft Play, for one poor Error blame, 
ie againſt our Ladies Arts declain, 
or one Patch, both Soul and Body damn. 
vat does more provoke the Adlors rage, 
we muſt ſhow the grievance of the Stage) 
« our Women which adorn each Pliy, _ 
a our Coft, becomes at length our 450 4 
green and ſower, like Trees we bear 'em all, 
ben they're mellow, ſtreight to you they fall: 
uch em bare and ſquab, and iet em reſt , 
uh the fir ſt young Down; yau ſnatch the Neſt; 
fave iheſe poaching tricks, if you are wiſe, 
ke take out our Leiters of Reprize, K 
of 


Far we have vow'd to fiad a fort of TI 
Known to Black Friers, a Iribe of ebopping Bos: 
If once they come, they l quickly ſpoyl your ſport, 
There's not one Lady will receive your Court; 
But for the Youth in Petticoats run wild, 
With Ob the archeſt agg, the ſweeteſt Child. 
Ihe Panting Breaſt, white Hands, and Lylly Feet 
No more ſhall your pall'd Tboughtt with pleaſure met, 
The Weman in Boys Cloaths, all Boy ſhall be, 
And never raiſe your thoughts above the Knee, 
Well, if our Women Riew how falſe you are, 
They wou d ſtay here, and this new trouble ſpare : 
Poor Souls, they think all Geſpel you relate, 
Charn d with the noiſe of ſeit ling an Eſtate : 
But when at laſt your Appetites are full, 
And the tir d Cupid grows, with ation, dull, 
Tow'll find ſome trick to cut off the Entail, 
And ſend *em back to us all worn and ſtale. 
Perhaps they'll find our Stage, while they have tl 
To ſome vile canting Conventicle, Chang d- 
Where, for the Sparks who once reſorted there 
With there curl'd Wigs that jcented all the Air, 
| They ſee grave blockheads with ſhort greaſie Hair. 
Green-Aporns, ſteeple Hats, and Collar-Bands ; 
Dull ſniv' ling Rogues that ring, not clap their hands, 
Where, for gay Punks that drew the ſhining Crowd, 
And Miſſes that in Vizard, laugh'd aloud, 
They'l here young Sifters ſigh, ſee Matrons old, 
To their chop'd Checks their pickPd Kerchers bold, 
Whoſe Zeal too, might per ſtwade, in ſpight to you, 
Our flying Angels, to augment their Crew: _. 
While Farringdon their Hero ſtruts about em, 
And ne're a damning. Critick dares to flout en. 
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nd; Tuque dum avs, Jo —_ 

a, Now ſemel dicemus : * Io Triumphe, ? 
Civitas omnis, dabimuſque di vis 

"7 Thura Os Horat. 
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HAR 


Earl of Dorſet and Middleſex — q 


rd Chamberlain of His Maj jeſty *; Houſ: . 
hold, and One of His Maj eſty's Moſt 
Honourable Privy- Council SC. | 


May it pleaſe Jour Lordſhip, | 


HIS Play, when it was Ae, in fle 
0 haratter of the Princeſs Jainville, 
all had a reſemblance of Marguerite in the 
2 Bel | Maſſacre of Paris, Siſter to Charles the 
= Ninth, and Wife to Henry the Fourth 
r of Navarre :; "That fatal Marriage which coſt the 
d of ſo many Thouſand Men, and the Lives of the 
Commanders, What was borrowed in the Action 
jt out in the Print, and quite obliterated in the 
of Men. But the Dute f Guiſe, who" was 
ius for a bolder Fault, has wreſted two whole 
from the Original, which after the Vatation he 
be forc'd to Pay. 4 4 was, I confeſs, through Indig- 
mn, forc d to limb my own Child, which Time, the 
Cure for all Maladies, and Injuſtice has ſet to- 
gain. The Play coſt me much pains, the 


« true, and I * the 1 * will diſplay — 


R _ k 
- — S 


oh The Epiſtle Dedicatory. 
j ite ems Colours. But this Farce, Comedy, Tray 
or meer Play, was 4 Revenge for the Refuſal 
the other-: 5 when they expected the moſt pu 
Hero in Nemours, I gave em a Ruffian reeking ff 
Whetſtone's-Park. The Fourth and Fifth Ads if 
Chances, where Don John # pulling down ; Marti 
KAlamode, where they are bare to the Waſte, 
7 rtine, and Epſom- Wells, are but Copies of 

Hany. He lays about him like the Gladiator in 
Park 5 the may. walk by, and take no notice, | 
' gout Lordſbip to excule this Account, for indeel 
all to, introdure the Maſſacre of Paris 0 your 
vour, and approve it to be play'd in its firſt Figure, 
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Tour Lordſhip's 
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Humble and Obedient Servant, 


P ROLO G UE. 


Ruſt mas t he C of the | % _— Wh 
| ny Truth and Love with! Fr 2 engage; 


en Man to Man cou d walk with Arms entwin d, 


eſs their Minds, and ſpeak their Thoughts xs al 


Eiern Mornings of ning to the year. 0 
n, fnce that Lam and Treachem came A 8 


l wait for Men, as Dogs for Foxes' prey, . | N _P g 


by Ruaves was never underſt o:: 1. >, 
Car" 


Wants the Hag that rides ers dl the Nights, 


5 | d 
little Mob, the City Waſtcaateery | \ . \9.6 
il pinch the Back to make the Battock bare, 


| R 
d drain the laſt poor Guinea from her Dear. 

; Times are turn d upon à private end. 1 
) : | | 


NY 
es ſcarce a Man thats genera to. his Friend. — 


* 
a 


* 
* 
* 


> 
* 


LE 


Ra 1 41 1 
theres a Monarch on a Throne, ſublimſ, 
t makes Truth Law, and gives the Poets Raume; 


17 * 
of 


his the bus neſs of our little Fates, 
nean Contentions, and their high Debates. 
dea and Land our moſt Imperial Lord, 

th all the Praiſes Bleſt that Hearts afford, 

th Lawrels Crown'd, unconquer d by the Sword : 
lam the Soveraign of our whole Affairs, 

T Guide in Peace, and Council in the Wars. 
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EPILOGUE. 


| 7 is this Mit which Cowley coud not Nan? 

5 The rare Inducement to a perfect Name, 

The Art of Nature curious in a Frame: 

E it a Whig, a Trimmer, or 4 Tory, 

Or an Old Vp forgotten in the Story? 

"Tis Honour veild in Honeſty's Diſguiſe, 

Or Ceſar like 'a Fencer in a Prize; © 

"Tis Pindar's Ramble, Nature in Miſrule, 

A Politician acted hy a Fool. 

"Tis all variety that” Arts can give, 

The Daniad's filling of a leaky Sieve: - 

The Vally's Sweets, and the 7 ifteling Spring, 

The brimming Bacchus that 155 Mo 2 * M 

To drink the Health of England's Glorious King 

A Stateſman thoughtful for a Clown pale 
Peſtle and a Mortar for a Child. | 

2 is a true 10 Sigh but hardly ſhown, 

An Artificial Sigh, a Virgin's Groan, 

When 1 fir ff Night her Lover lays her on. 

Ii like a Laſs that Gads to gather May, 

"Tis like the Comedy you have to Day, 

A * Galant : in 4 wanton n Play. 
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Enter Nemours, Bellamore. - adus no, F St 
— Old. there vo Monſieur Dewol ; 
a prithee leave off playing fine in 
Conſort, and ſtick to Lime and 
1 Tune 80. now the Song, call 
in the Eunuch; come my pretty 
34 pony HOW ns begin. © 


A LL ea Bleſſ ings are oh Toys 


To his that in bu enjoy, + 
Who in his Fancy can 14% 466 5 
The objet of his Hana: : 

The Pleaſure's purer, for be ſpares 

The _ * and ””m Cares, 


II. 


Thus when Adonis got the Stone, | 
To Love the Boy ſtill made bis moan ; 
Venus the . 2 2 Fancy came, 
Aud as be ft ye e cool ord bi flame; 
The Fancy charm'd him as be lay, 
| * — brough the Stone away. 13. £4640 
2 Y 3 Neem. 


— 


#3 1 py os 4 


* 


with —— My Love to the Princeſs of Cleve ; Treat 


y nA. — — 


. 
— ; . 
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Vem. Sir rah ſtick to clean Pleaſures, deep Sleep, m 
derate Mine, ſincere Whores, and thoy art happy; Ni 
by this damask- Cheek I love thee; keep but this gracin 
Form of thine in Health; and T'll put thee in the u. 
of Living like a Man ———— What I have truſted u eontra 


it as thy Life, nor let the Videm of Chartres know it; f 
however Þ ſeem to cheriſh him; becauſe” he has the hat 
of telling a Story maliciouſly, and is a great pretend 
to Nature, I caſt him off here Tis too much for hig 
Beſides he is her Uncle, and has a ſort of affected Hon 
that would make him grin to ſte me leap her f 
Jaques — When Madam Tournon comes, bring her i. V 
and, hark you, Sir, whoever comes to ſpeak with me vn var; 
ſhe is with te —— I oe 
| Faq. What if the Dauphin comes? 
 Nem. What if his Father comes, Bog — Slave — Fo. 
What if Paris were a fire, the Preſident and Council n A. 
ſixteen at the Door] Tm ſick, Pm not within Tn 
Hundred Mile off My bofom Dear 80 young, and] 
T truſt thee too — But away to the Princeſs of Cl 
thou art acquainted with her Woman, watch her Motio 
my ſ{weet-fac'd Pimp, and bring me word of her riſing 
Bell. She is a prize, my Lord, and oh what a night" read - 
of Pleaſure has Cleve had with her — the firſt too! Y to inf 
Nem. Any thing but what makes ſuch a Pleaſure, wal 
T give for ſuch another — But be gone, and no mote 
this provoking diſcourſe, leſt Raviſhing ſhou'd follow ti 
at the heels, and ſpoil my ſober deſign. © ¶ Exeunt ſever 
Em er Tournon, ka March. ſie by 
Juq. Madam, my Lord was juſt now asking for you. trean 
Tour. Go tell him I'm coming - ls he dreſs'd? 
K*. Ves — But your Ladyſhip knows that's all t St. 
to him 
Tour. Honeſt Jaques, tis pity ſuch Honeſty ſhould 
be encourag d. A eon l 
Jaq. This comes of Pimping, which ſhe _— 
ö 1 | A 118 39. *. 
Tour. Thus thou may*{t ſee the method of the Que Mad 
We are the lucky Sieves, where fond Men truſt 6 
Hearts, and ſo ſhe lifts em through us ——— 


Duke 
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1 MH. What of Nemours, whom you thus early viſe I 

th The Queen deſigns to rob him of a Miſtreſs; 

ite the Princeſs of Janville, whom he keeps from 

{nowledge of the Court; and if the Queen be Jotge, 

contracted to her | 

Dauphin loves her too, whereon the Queen, _ 

jo works the Court quite round by Womankind, 

d thinks this way to mould his ſapple Soul, 

les, if poſſible, to gain her for him. | 

L M. But how is't poſſible to work the Pringety fem 

Duke Nemours, who loyes him as the Queen affects 

pbition ? | 

ſw, Why thus; the knows Nemours his Soul | is begs 

01 variety; therefore to gain her ends 

has made me Sacrifice my Honour, nay, 

| become his Bawd, and ply him every Day 

in ſome new face, to wean his Heart 

n Marguerite's Form; nor muſt you longer be 

bout your Part, 

M. Employ me; for you | know the Queen com- 

id me. 

h. There was a Litter dropt in the Tennis- Court 

| of Nemours his Pocket, as I'm Fe 

I read laſt Night in the Preſence 

{to inſinuate with Marguerite. © 

Note which came from ſome wbandortd Miſtreſs, 

Ritainly the Duke's, 

M. Then Jealouſy's the ground on which you build. 

ur. Right, we muſt make em jealous- of each other; 

nie breeds diſdain in haughty Minds, and ſo from 

atreams of violent Love, proceeds to fierceſt hate. 

E the Gay, the Brisk, the Topping 

kat St. Andre here, Couſin to Poltror, | Enter Sd 

 grived from England with a pretty 

laſt Week, and Lodges in the Palace of this his re- 

N Fool — Se. Andre' has a Wife too of my acquaint- 

oth for the Duke, my Dear; but haſte Tm call'd 
[Exit. La M. 

4, Madam — Tour. Igo. [Exit, Tournon. 


— Tis your Task 


Y 4 St, 
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S. A. Monſieur Jaques, your moſt Obliged, Faiths 
Humble Servant. What, his Grace continues the 
Trade, I fee, by the Flux of Bawds and Whores 1 
choak up his Avenues; and I muſt confeſs, exceyy 
my ſelf, there's no Man fo built for Whoring as his Gn 
Black, Sanguine, Brawny—a Roman Noſe — long ki 
and a ftiff— calf of a Leg. 
Jag. Your Lordſhip has all theſe in Perfection. 
Sr. A. Sir, your moſt Faithful, Obliged, Humble 


Ie, hem RO 
Boy. My Lord 6 ' 5 
St. A; How many Bottles laſt Night? 
Boy, Fjve, my Lord. TS 
Ft. A. Boy. | | 
Boy. My Lord. 
St. A. How many Whores? 
Boy. Six my Lord. e 
S/. A. Boy —— _ © 
Boy. My Lord. FR 
Sr. A. What Quarrels, how many did I Kill? 
Boy. Not one my Lord — But the Night before 
Hamſtrung a Beadle, and run a Linkman in the Back 
St. A. What, and no Blood nor Blows laſt Night! 
Boy. O] yes, my Lord, now I remember me, Jou 
upon a Gentleman that knock'd you down with a bo 
St. A. Not ſo loud, you Urchin, leſt I twiſt your 
round — Monſieur Jaques, is his Grace ſtirring ! 
| Faq. My Lord, he's at Council 
St. A. Od, I beg his pardon ; pray give my Dutj toi 
and tell him, if he pleaſed to hear a languiſhing Al 
two, I am at the Princeſs of Cleve's with a Seren 
Go, Raskal, go to Monſieur Poltrot — tell him he'll bs 
late — Black airy ſhape — but then Madam Cleve l 
tuous, Chaſte, Cold— Gad Ill write to hei, 
then ſhe's mine directly; for 'tis but reaſon of 0 
that he that has been yoak'd to ſo many Dutchelſles, 
at laſt back a Princeſs: Sir, your moſt Oblig'd, Fab 
and very Humble Servant, Sir. 


3 1 
— way” 


Sch 


SCENE II. 


Enter Nemours, Tournon. 


ur. Undone, undone! will your ſinful Grace never 
e over, will you never leave Ruining of Bodies and 
umoing of Souls—— could you imagine that I came for 
+? What have you done? | pn 
Nm. No harm, pretty Rogue, no harm; nay, prithee 
ave blubbering. | 
ſur. 'Tis blubbering now, plain blubbering; but before 
u bad your Will, twas another Tone: Why, Madam, do 
u waſte thoſe precious Tears? each falling drop ſhines 
e an Orient Pearl, and ſets a Gaity on a Face of 
row. TOY 

Nm. Thou art certainly the pleaſanteſt of Womenkind, 
{I the happieſt of Men; dear-delightful Rogue, lets 
re another Main; like a winning Gameſter, I long to 
ke it tother hundred Pound. | ; 
Tow, Inconſiderate horrid Peer, will you damn your 
| deeper and deeper? Can you be thus inſenſible of 
ur Crime ? a | F 
Mm. Why there's it: I was as a Man may be, very 

„ and thou kind Soul, gav'ſt me a good Draught of 
ok; now tis ſtrange to me, if a Man muſt be damn d 
quenching his Thirſt. A 2 
Tor, Ha, Ha — Well, Tl ſwear you are ſuch another 
In—who would have thought you cou'd delude a Wo- 
thus, and a Woman of Honour too, that reſolv'd 
much againſt it; Ah, my Lord! your Grace has a cun- 


ble 


4 


ne ll dee Tongue. 5 — 8 

eve 18 Nn. No cunning, Tournon, my way is downright, 
her, Wing Body, State and Spirit, all for a pretty Woman; 
of cole when gray Hairs, Gout and Impotence: come, no 


re but this, drink away Pain, and be gathered to my 

ers, 3 8 oy” NE | 
uw, Oh thou; Diſſembler, give me your Hand, this 
b this faithleſs violating Hand; Heaven knows what 
Hand has to anſwer for. | 5 
| Nem, 


now Gad's Bleſſing ont, that's all I ſay— But comets 


Tour. Certainly, never Woman lov'd like me; who x 
not ſatisfied with ſacrificing my own Honour, unleſs I x; 


fome new Intrigue, and it labours for a Vent. 


Pour. But do you believe if Marguerite ſhou'd know? 


and yet methinks it goes againſt my Conſcience. 


| 
| 


Nem. And for this Hand, with theſe long, white ron 
pretty Bobbins, t has the kindeſt Gripe, and I ſo love 


me, what! no new Game? for thou knoweſt I ie direcl 
without Variety. | 


my Delights by undoing others —— . 
Nem. Come, come, out with it, I ſee thou art big wit 


Tour. What think you of St. Andres Lady? 
Nem. That I'm in Bed with her; becauſe thou dare 
befrien@t e. 8 

Four. Nay, there's more Monſieur Poltrot lodges 
his Houſe, with a young Engliſb Wife of the true Bre 
and the prettier of the Two. 

' 'Nem. Excellent Creature; but command me ſomethi 
extravagant, as thy Kindneſs, State, Life and Honour 
Pour. Yet all this will be loſt when you are mari 
to Marguerite. *. ; A | 
. Nem, Never, by Heaven I'm thine, with all the heat a 
vigorous Iuſpiration of an unfleſh'd Lover, and fo will 
while young Limbs and Leachery hold together; and ti 
a Bond methinks ſnou d laſt till Doomſday: 


 Nem, The Queſtion's too grave — When and whe 
ſhall I ſee the Gems thou haſt in ſtore? | | | 
Tour. By Noon, or thereabouts; take a turn in Luxe 
h Garden, and one, if not both, ſhall-meet you. 
Wem. And thou'lt appear in Perſon? - | 
Tour. With Colours flying, a Handkerchief held d 


' Nem. Away, that ſerious Look has made thee old: 
Conſcience and Conſideration in a young Woman too! 
It makes a Baud of thee before thy time. 
Nay, now thou put'ſt mein Poetick Rapture, 
And L mult quote Ronſard to puniſh thee: 
Call all your Wives to Council, and prepare 0 
To Tempt, Diſſemble, Flatter, Lye and Swear; 
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\nake her mine, uſe all your utmoſt Skill, 41 
we! An ill; bred croſſueſs in the Will; 14 8 
our, a Notion; Piety, a Cheat; 
nue but ſucceſsful Bauds, and you are great. 
me, thou wilt meet me. 
4 'Tis reſolv'd, I will; a which rime, thou ae. 
New, Thou pretty Woman. 14! e e 01 og 5 
wr, Thou very dear Men. | 
m. Thou very pretty Woman, e one e Kiſs, 
Hur. Hey Hom— N 
m. Now all the Gods g0 with es aki" 
. A word from my Lord; you are acquainted mich 
| Fops ; ſet *em in the modiſh way of abuſing their 
es, they are turning already, and that will certainly 
po em about, 
nethi . Bellamore ſhall do't with leſs Suſpicion: Farewel— 1 
1 gm L Exit Tour. 9 1 
2 jo my grave Lord of chern welcome as Health, 
Vine, and taking Whores and tell me now the Bu- = 
neat a of the Court. 
[4, Hold it, Nemours, for ever at defiance ; 
vof ill Humour, damps of. Melancholy, 
| Maids of Fifty, choak'd with eternal Vapours, 
now it with fulſome Honour — dozing Vertue, 
| everlaſting Dullneſs husk it round, 
be that was the Life, the Soul o Pleaſure, 
n Luxiint Koſidore, is dead. : 
n. Then we may ſay 
t was, and Satyr is a Carcaſs now 
eld offnght his laſt Debauch wou'd be bis Death | 
Kit certain? 
r the * K tine A nothing, made, Ty 
ded with Worms, and ſwept to that cold Den, 
ere Kings lie crumbl'd juſt like other Men. 
m. Nay then let's Rave and Elegize Wee, 5 
te Roſidore is now but common Clay, N 


4 *, 
LS ” 


FAY 


Im every wiſer Emmet bears away, 
lays him up an a Winter's Day. 
He 


348 Mie Princeſs of Cleve. 
He was the Spirit of Wit — and had ſuch an Art in ea 
ing his Failures, that it was hard not to love his Fault 
He never ſpoke a witty thing twice, tho? to different py 
ſons; his ImperfeQions were catching, and his Genin 
ſo Luxuriant, that he was forc'd to tame it with a H 
tation in his Speech to keep it in view——- But, oh 
awkard, how inſipid, how poor and wretchedly dull is 
Imitation of thoſe that have all the Affectation of his Ver 
and none of his Wit. 


Enter jaques. 5 m 
Jag. My Lord, Monſieur Poltrot deſires 4 kiſs rr fv 
Grace' $ Hand. (Dro 


Nen. Let's have him to drive away our Melancholy 
Vid. 1 wonder what Pleaſure you can take in ſuch 
Dogs, Aſſes; and Fools. 
Nem, But this is a particular Fool, Man, Fate's own 
and perhaps it will never hit the like again; he's ever 
fame thing, yet always pleaſing; in ſhort, he's a fin 
Fool, and has a fine Wife; add to this, his late le 
the Court of France, and going to England to learn Bre 


in 
of Enter Poltrot. — 
Pol. My Lord Duke, your Grace's moſt obedient hu bon 
Servant; My Lord of Chartres and Monſieur Jaques, yt Ay 
Monſieur ; St. Andre deſires your Grace's Preſence { 0 
Serenade of mine and his together — And I mult tell 
Grace by the way, he is a great Maſter, and the fon: 1'1 
Thing of my Labours 1 that 
Nem. And the greateſt Oaf in the World. Singing 
Pol. How, my Lord Finals. 
Vid. The whole Court wonders: you will keep , p 


Company. WE 
Nem. Such a paſſive Raskal, he had his Shins brok 
Night i in the Preſence; and were it not fear'd you 
Seconds him, he wou'd be kick'd out of all Society: 
Pol. I Second him! my Lord, Ti ſee him damn 
Tu be Second to any Fool in Cbriſtendom For to 
your Grace the Truth, I keep him Company, aud! 
his Houſe, becauſe. 1 intend to lie with his Wife; 3 
I learnt ſince I went into Evgland, where, o my Cool 
uck 
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ko1dom is the Deſtiny of above half the Nation. 

Nem. Indeed! - TNF 2 3 
2, O there's not ſuch another Drinking, Scowring, 
ring, Whor ing Nation in the World —— And for lit- 
Lordon, to my knowledge, if a Bill were taken of the 


bl ekly Cuckolds, it wou'd amount to more than the Num- 
ae Chriſtoings and Burials together. ü 
se What, and were you acquainted with the Wits ? 


ul. O Lord, Sir, I liv'd in the City a whole Year toge- 
. my Lord Mayor and I, and the Common-Council 
re {worn Brothers TI cou'd ſing you twenty Catches 
( Drolls that I made for their Feaſt-days; but at pre- 
t [11 only hint you One or Two —— Eg. 4 
em. Pray do us the Favour, Sir. 

Pl. Why look you Sir, this is one of my chief ones, and 
ſure your Grace, twas much Sung at Court too 


O, to Bed to me, to Bed to me, — &c. 


un. Excellent, incomparablet 
MM. Why is it not, my Lord? This is no Kickſhaw, there's 
tance in the Air, and Weight in the Words; nay, Tll 
jour Grace a Taſte of another, the Tune is, let me 
Ay, rr Do 1 7 


. 


Give me the Euſi that is true Country bred— 


he fon: kn preſent your 'Grace with ſome Words of my 
V that! made on my Wife before I married her, as ſhe 

Inging one. Day in a low Parlour, and Playing on the 

Finals, | on eee 

keep en, For Heaven's ſake oblige us, dear pleaſant Crea- 


1s broke n fear Pm ſo tickliſh you'll put me out, my Lord; 
lam as wanton as any little Barcholomew Boar-Pig— 

4, Dear, ſoft, delicate Rogue, Sing. 

damn os. Nay, I proteſt, my Lord, I vow and ſwear, but 

U ike me run to a Whore— Lord, Sir, what do 

mean ? On - . f 

m. Come then begin — T [Polrrer Sings. 


FM: Phillis: 


2 
* 


| | | ** | l * M 
| The Princeſs of Cleve: | 


'L | [. 
ihis ſoft, Phillis is plump, 
And Beauty made up this delicate Lump + 
Like a Roſe-bud ſhe looks, like a Lilly ſhe ſmells, 
And her Voice is a Note above ſweet Philomel's, 


* Now alittle Smutty, my Lord, is the Faſhion 


. >, 1 87 1 I. 5 
Her Breaſt are two Hillocks where Hearts lie and pant, 
In the-Herbage ſo ſoft, for a Thing that they want; 
But mum, Sir, for that, tho a notable Feſt; 

For if 1 ſhou'd name it, you'd call me a'Beaſt, 


Enter St. Andre without his Hat and Wig, 
St. And, My Lord, the Serenade is juſt begun, an 
you don't come juſt in the nick— I beg your Grace's Par 
for interrupting you=— But if you have a mind to! 
the ſweeteſt Airs in the World 
Niem. With gall my Heart, Sir —— 
Pol. Nay, fince your Grace has put my Hand in, 
ſing you my Lord, before you go, the ſofteſt thing—a 
pos'd in the Nonage of my Muſe; yet ſuch a one as our 
Authors borrow from. Nay, I'll be judg'd by your Gr 
if they do not ſteal their Dying from my Killing 
St. A. Nay, prithee, Poltrot, thou art ſo impertinei 
Pol. No more impertinent than your ſelf, Sir; nor 
doubt, Sir, but my Character ſhall be drawn by the ? 
for a Man of Wit and Senſe, Sir, as well as your ſelf, d 
Vid. Ay, Fl be ſworn, ſhall it 
Pol. For I know how to Repartee with the belt to 
my Wife; to kick her too if I pleaſe, Sir; to make vt 
as faſt as Hops, Sir; tho' I lay a dying, flap daſh, Sir; qu 
off and quickly on, Sir; and as round as a Hoop, Sit, 
St. A. I grant you, dear Bully, all this; but {ets 
your Song another time, becauſe mine are begun. 
Pol. Nay, look you, dear Rogue, mine is but a Prol 
to your Play; and by your leave his Grace has a Mil 
Hear it, and ne ſhall hear it, Sir? 
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FF AY, and will hear it, Sir, tho the Great Turk i 
re at St. Dennis's Gate; come along my Orpheus, and 

a, Sir, we'll follow you to the Prince of Cleve's— I 
Vlad —W ben Phebus had fetch d, . WEIR Singing: : 


SCENE. III. 
Fon Prince of Cleve's Palace. Muſick.” 


SONG. 


E > 0d 
IN. 4 Room for Delight, the Bald of 8 

Like a ſhady old Lawn, 

With the Curtains half drawn, 
My Love and I lay, in the cool of the Days 
wy our Foys did remove. 

I. 

v fierce was our Fight, and ſo ſmart * a, 
That Love, the little Scout, 


id in Was put to the Rout; | 
2 His Bow was unbent, e ry Arrow was ſpeme, 
as out And his Quiver all broke. 


Enter Vidam, Nemours. 

ertinell n. I have loſt my Letter, and by your Deſcription 
nor it be that which the Queen read at Court. 
the re you ſure the Princeſs of Cleve has ſeen it?: 
Why are you ſo concern'd ? Does your wild Love 
| that way too ?—She is too Grave. 
m. Too Grave! as if I cou'd not laugh with this, 
nake SP) with that, and veer with every guſt of paſſiaa— 

e ſeen it? 
be bas the Letter; the Queen-Dauphin ſent it het. 
. Then you muſt own it on occaſion, and whatever 
as hall put upon your-Perſon —— ' Vid. Why ? 
t a Pro” Left it ſhou'd reach the Ears of Marguerite: 
is a M my Vidam! *tis ſuch a ranting Devil, 
"- WM ®lieves this Letter mine, when next 


We 
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We meet, beware my Locks and Eyes —— No more: 
But this remember, that you own it. [x 
Enter St. Andre, Poltrot. 
St. A. His Bom was unbent, &c. [Singing with Poltre 
Come, my Lord, we'll have all over again, 
Enter the Prince of Cleve. 

Vid. See, we have rais d the Prince of Cleve: 

My Lard, good Morrow 
P. G. Good Morrow, my good Lord — cel 
my 1 Nemours ! 

Pol. Give you Jay, my Lord: What, a little blew nn 
the Eyes, Ha,, Ha, 

St. A. Give you Joy, my Lord, Ha, my Lord, 

C Holds up three Fing 

"a Ha, my Lord, Ha, — [ Holding up five Find 

P. C. You are merry, Gentlemen-— I'm not in the ye 
Therefore, Dear Chartres, take theſe Fingers hence. 

St. A. My Lord, you look a little heavy, hall 
Dance, sing, Fence, take the Air, Ride 

Vid. Come away, Sir, the Prince is indiſpos'd. 

St. A. Gad, I remember now I talk of Riding, at 
Tournament of Metz, as I was Riding the great Hork 

Vid. Leave off your lying and come along. 
St. A. With three puſhes of Pike, and fix hits 
Sword, I wounded the Duke of Ferrara, Duke of Mi 
Duke of Parma, Prince of Cleve - 

P. C. My Lord, I was not there 

St. A. My Lord — 1 beg your Lordſhips pardot 
meant the YVidam of Chartres. 

Vid. You lye; I was then at Rome. 

Sr. A. My Lord= 

Pol. Ha, „ en Lord, ben this World is fl 
to Lying! Ha Come, come, you're dam 
out, come away. 

St. A. My Lord, I beg your pardon, 1 ſee you are 
diſpos d; beſides the Queen oblig d me this Moraing 
let em chooſe Colours for my Complexion —— 

Vid. Hark 1 5. n 80, or ſhall I —— 
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The Princeſs of Cleve. 357 
9. 4. My Friend, my Lord, you ſee, is a little Far 
liar, but I am ever your Highneſs 5 moſt humble, faith- 
' obedient Seryant. | Cb. 

Manet P. Cleve. 

Full of himſelf, the happy Man is gone; 
hy was not I too caſt in ſuch a Mould? 
o think like him, or not to think at all. 

Enter the Princeſs of Cleve, 
jd he a Bride like me, Earth would not bear him: 
t, Oh, ] wiſh that it might cover me! Ws 
Ie Chartres cannot love me: Oh found it! 
Night I found it in her cold Embrace 
Lips too cold ———— Cold as the Dew of Death: 5 


en 


[E 


f 

1 jd fill whene' er I preſt her in my arms, 

nd my Boſom all a float with Tears. 

the /t C. He weeps, O Heaven! my Lord — the 


Ince of Cleve. . 
„C. My Life, my Deareſt part! 
raceſ: C. Why Sighs my Lord? 
ut bare I done, Sir, thus to diſcompoſe you? | 
C Nothing. | 
Princeſs C. Ah, Sir, there is a Grief within, _ 
| you vou d hide it from me. 
\C. Nothing, my Chartres, nothing here but Love. 
meſs C. Alas, my Lord, you hide that ſecret from me, 
Ich I muſt-know, or think you never loy'd-me. | 
C. Ah Princeſs ! that you lov'd but half fo well. 
nce/s C. I have it then, you think me Criminal, 
tax my Honour 
(O forbid it, Heaven 
lace you preſs me, Madam, let me ask you, 
when the Princeſs led you to the Altar, 
| ak'd the Tears upon your Bloodleſs Face ? 
[ghd you when your hand was claſp'd with mine? 
jour Heart, your Heart refus'd to joyn. 
meſs C. Ah, dir | 
C. Behold you're daſh'd with the remembrance; 3 
ben my Hopes were fierce and Joys grew ſtrong, ' 
Were you carry*d- like a Coarſe a long: 

Z When 


354 The Princeſs of Cleve. 
When, like a Victim, by my ſide you lay, 
Why did you Gaſp, why did you Swoon away? Oh ſpeak 
Vou bave a Soul ſo open and fo clear, 
That if there be a Fault it muſt appear, 
Princeſs C. Alas, you are not skill'd in Beauties car 

For Oh! when once the God his wrath declares, 
And Stygian Oaths have wing'd the bloody Dart, 
To make its paſlage thro' the Virgin's Heart: 

She hides her Wound, and haſting to the Grove, 
Scarce hiſpering to the Winds her conſcious Lope. 
The touch of him ſhe loves ſhell not endure, 

But weeps and bleeds, and ſtrive againſt the Cure: 
So judge of me when any Grief appears, 
Believe my ſighs are kind, and truſt my Tears. 

P. C. Vaniſh my Doubts and Jealouſies be gone 

On thy lov'd Boſom let me break my Joy, 

O only Sweets that Fill, but never Cloy: 

And was it, was it only Virgin's fear? 

But ſpeak for ever, and Fll ever hear. 

Repeat, and let the Ecchoes deal it round, 
While liſt'ning Angels bend to catch the Sound; 
Nay, Sigh and Weep, drain all thy precious Store, 
Be kind, as now, and Fll complain no more. 
Princeſs C. Was ever Man ſo worthy to be lovd, 
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lo think 
Ven. U 
here ta 
g the Te 
her P. 
Princeſs 
by treg 
ut let u. 
our affe. 
0 are F 
re m 
Princeſs 
t Oh! u 
re, and 
pport m 
his ſtab | 
hm, Re 
Princeſs ( 
Ohl n 


So good, ſo gentle, ſoft a Diſpoſition, En 
As if no Gaul had mixt with his Creation: C. Ma 
So tender, and ſo fearful to diſpleaſe, t hands 
No barbarous Heart but thine wou'd ſtop his entrance WP of Char 
But thou, Inhamane, banifht him from his own. lg my Li 
And while the Lordly Maſter lies without, [En n. My 
Thou Traitoreſs, Rioteſts with a Thief within. C. No 
tren, Ah, Madam, when new Grief ! em. Ma 
Princeſs C. Alas, Iren. the D 
Thau Treaſurer of my thoughts n loſt ? 
What ſhall I do? how ſhall I chaſe Nemourt, ceſs C 
That Robber, Raviſher of my Repoſe ? f the Qu 
Jen. For the great care you wiſh, may I enquire WW be's in 
Whether you think the Duke inſfenſible. % * 
I$ 4 


Indifferent to the reſt of Woman kind? 


4 de me t 


The Princeſs of Cleve. 


Tho! now I do — But wou'd give halt my Blood * 

To think him otherwiſe. 

ſen, Without the Expence, | 7! 
lere take your wiſh, —a Letter which he dropt 

the Tennis- court, given the Queen Dauphin 22 

j her Page, and ſent to you to read for your Diverſion. 
Princeſs C. Alas! Iren. 

by trembles thus my Hand, why beats my Heart? 

vt let us Read ERe ad e 
ar affection has been divided betwixt me and another, 
0 are Falſe a Traytor to the trueſt Love ne- 
r ke me more 

Princeſs C. Ah ' tis too plain, I thought as much before; 
t Oh! we are too apt to excuſe the faults of thoſe we 
re, and fond of our own undoing. | 
port me, Ob, to bear this dreadful pan, 

jis ſtab to all my gather'd Reſolution. | 

he, Read it again, and call Revenge to aid you. 
Princeſs C. Perhaps he makes his boaſt too of the Conqueſt; 


; t Oh! my Heart, He knows too well my Paſſion —— 
re, 4 thou haſt inſpir'd me, I'll revenge 

front and caſt him from my Poyſon'd Breaſt. 
% make him room that merits all my thoughts. 


Enter the Prince of Cleve with Nemours. 
. C. Madam, there is a Letter fall'n by accident into 
Ir hands my Friend comes in behalf of the V- 
ance WP of Chartres to retrieve it; when I am diſmis'd from the 
ls my Lord, T'll wait yon here again. 
em. My Lord — N 
C. Not a ſtep further. 


Exit. P. C. 


n loſt ? 

wy C. Sir, you had better 

the Queen Dauphin out, tell her the truth : 
ſhe's inform'd the Letter is your own. 

©, Ah, Madam I I have nothing to confeſs 
ls Aﬀeair — or if I had, believe me, 
Mie me theſe 5 wat will not be kept *. 


ö 


uire 


?:inceſs C. J muſt confeſs I did not think him ſo, os | 4 
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m. Madam, I come moſt humbly to enquire, whe- 
the Dauphin Queen ſent you a Letter erer the 
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I ſhou'd, not tell it to the Dauphin Queen. 


. - Princeſs C. I thought the King intended her for 55 


What *tis to languiſh in thoſe reſtleſs Fires. 


} | ws / 
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But to the purpoſe; Know, my Lord of Chartre: 
Receiv'd the Note you ſaw, from Madam Tourney, 
A former Miſtreſs — But the Secret's this 
The Siſter of our Henry long has lov'd him. 


Nem. True, Madam, but the V:4am: is beloy'd; 
In ſhort he dropt the Letter and deſir'd, 
For fear of her he loves, that I wou'd own it; 
J promis'd too to trace the Buſineſs for him, 
And if twere poſſible, regain the Letter. 


1 f 
hat ſhat 
pnclude 


Confid 


. © PrinceſsC. The Vidam then has ſhewn but ſmall Diſcrem t that 
Being engag'd ſo hi; Es With ple 
Why did he not burn the Letter? ite of t 


Nem. But, Madam, ſhall I dare preſume to fay, ſe Lett 
*Tis hard to be in Love and to be wiſe? La M, 
O did you know like him — like him! Like me, Tur. E 


Princeſs C. Iren, Iren, reſtore the Duke his Letter. 
| | Enter Iren. 
Nem. Madam, You've bound me ever to your Sen 
But Fl retire and ſtudy to repay, 


If ought but death can quit the Obligation. 1 
Princeſs C. O tis too much, I'm loſt, I'm loſt again 


The Duke has clear*d himſelf, to the confuſion g. A 
Of all my fettV'd Rage, and vow'd Revenge; have 
And now he ſhews more lovely than before: tell me 
He comes again to wake my ſleeping Paſſion, it was 
To rouze me into Torture; O the Racks ere is L 
Of hopeleſs love ! it ſhoots, it glows, it burns, MF nderſ 
And thou, alas! ſhalt ſhortly cloſe my Eyes Mick anc 

Iren. Alas! you're. pale already. | jet? 

Princeſs C. Oh Iren. flee an 
Methinks I ſee Fate ſet two Bowls before me, oman 
Poyſon and Health, a Husband and Nemours; the h; 
But ſee with. what a whirl my Paſſions move a1 may 
J loath the Cordial of my Husband's Love; uu haſt 
But when Nemours my Fancy does recall, em. Yo 
The Bane's ſo ſweet that I cou'd drink it all. L[* jo the 
| 2 8 n 1 


A 


£ The Princeſs of Cleve. © 


ACT u. SSN I. 


Enter Tournon, La March. 
1. IT works, my Dear, it works beyond belief; 

The Letter which he loſt has ſprung a Mine 

hat ſhatters all the Court, each Jealous Dutcheſs 

mcludes her Man concern'd, and {trait employs 

Confident to find the Myſtery out. | vo 

it that which takes the Queen, and makes me dye 

With Pleaſure, is, that Marguerite thinks 

ite of the Imprecations of Nemours, 

be Letter ſent to him. | 

IM. J ſee em move this way. 7 

Tur. Haſte to St. Andre's Palace, watch their Wives, 

| | appear I have promis'd Nemours an Afﬀter- 

n · Aſſignation with em in Luxemburg Garden, but I 

antedate the Bus'neſs as he is waiting, and ſet Mar- 

te upon him juſt as he meets em, which will heighten 

delgn; be gone while I attend the Bus'neſs here 

n LExit La March. 

Enter Marguerite, Nemours. 

g. Away, you have combin'd to ruin me, [The Vid. 

have conſpir'd the Death of her you hate; - 

tell me, Oh! confeſs and VII forgive thee 

it was thine, nay, look not on the YVidam, 

ere is Diſcourſe in Eyes, Conſent, Denial, 

underſtood by looks; ſay it was thine, 
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ileſs and lay this Tempeſt with a word. 
jet? why then U1L have it in deſpite . _ 
tee and him, PII ſell my Soul to Hell, Kb 

| oman can be worth the Devil's purchaſe, / i: 
er ſhe has been blown upon by Man; 

: i | may tell thee, as 1 ſink for ever. | 
du haſt been Falſe. 37 
em. You have heard me more than once Tl 

Lm, the Vidam (if you'll give him leave) g | 11 
- osn it to your Face. 3 
A | T6 - Marg, 

oy 
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uu dit 
ting a 
ſeem” 
l. A. 
5 let's 
bo, W 


Tour. Have Patience for an hour, I'll bring you tot 
place, where if you pleaſe, you may fleſh your Finge 
in the Blood of thoſe young Women, whom he mee 
to enjoy. 

Marg. No, no, | have a better Caſt, if 1 can Cy 


quer this riſing Spleen How long will it be el as 1 
you call me? paths — 
Tour. An Hour, or thereabouts d, WI 
Marg. And by "that time Il put on a a Diſguiſe g from 
not Wir ſom: 
Tour. But what do you intend ? V as a 
Marg. I know not yet my ſelf ; Revenge Pal, Prit 
Tour. You had a Lover once, Francis the Dauphin he Witt 
Marg. Be that then the laſt Card —— I know not v Pray 
The Dauphin ſhall — Pl do't, and openly affront hin ed Ne 
And as the little Worſhippers adore me, — 
Spy the Duke out, and leaning on the Prince, A. V 
Enquire who's that: It ſhall be ſo, I will —— is ver) 
Revenge, Revenge, and ſhew thy ſelf true Woman. e reaſon 
Down then, proud Heart, down Woman, down, IIIa W 
PI do't, Pre ſworn, to curb my Will or die, [Ex: : | — 
, Nay 
| Sci NE II. om 
| 428 | have fin 
Enter St. Andre, Poltrot, Bellamore. with h 
ug but 
Bell. Well, Gentlemen, good Morrow, and remenicr Ev. 
my , Counſel. den. 
Pol. What, to bear our ſelves like Men of Wit . 4 Na 
| Senſe, Snub our Wives, Rally 'em, and be as Witt] bat thar 
the Devil ? not af 
St.. A. With all my heart; *tis not my time of Al of being 
tion yet with my Dutcheſſes, aud this is very Fanden Aﬀectio 
Bell. 've put you in the way —— . Tis 
And ſo good Marraw, - [ad an 
Pol. They come, they come, Ben Elianor vet h. 
Walk a. em, take no notice, and rte Verſes. aud R 


f 


The' Princeſs of Cleve. 


1; did in fo ſtrange a poſture: lic, T, 
ating and Breathleſs, languiſhing her Eye, = blos 2 
 ſeem'd td live, and yet ſhe ſeemed to die. 
„ A. I grow ck of the Wife —- Prithee, Pol- 
q, let's go. | 
Il. Whither thou wilt; ſo we get rid of em — life, 
2s wear y 
paths 
tl. What, does the Maggot bite, you muſt * 
g from this place of little Eaſe? yet I am reſolved to 
Wi fome reaſon, why a Wife may got be as gon Com- 
as a Wench. _ 
Fel, Prithee, Spouſe— do not provoke me; afos, Im 
he Witty Vein, and ſhall Repartee thee to the Devil. - 
Fray, St. Andre, leave triſing your Curls, your 
ted Nods,- Grimaces, taking of Snuff, and anſwer 
—— Why are we not as pleaſing as formerly 2 


de 
Kel 


* 


b very pugnant —— Why, Nell, I can give no 
ercaſon for my change of humour, than for the turn- 
Tut 


Ext 4 love Whoring. 


«, Nay, ſince you provoke us, know I can give a rea- 
we run after Whores, becauſe you bar us from 
As ſome take pleaſure to go a Deer- ſtealing 
have fine Parks of their own ———— Gad, and there 
with her This itch of the Blood, Spouſe, is 
ug but a Spice of the firſt great Jilt your Grand- 
emen Eve; we long tor the Fruit, becauſe it is 
aden. 
Wit . . Nay, that's not all, for Miſſes are really more 
Witt] ant than a Wife can be, Probatum eſt. A Wife 
not aſſume the Liberty of pleaſing like a Miſs, for 


'Tis Miſs alone _— be allow'd Flame and Rap- 
ad all that — 


vet how do you know,/ but a Wife may haye 
* ne and all that 


93 # „ 
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of mine as 4 neee of her aid 


A. Why, Nell Gad 'tis ſpecial —— This Ama- 3 


o Weather - cock; only this, 4 love enen be- N 


( beiag thought one. A Wife may pretend to du- 
jonadl Affection, and buſtle below, but muſt be ſtill at 
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36⁰ Tube 1 of Cleve. 


Poel. Tis impoſſible ; *tis the Nature of a Wife ts WM date 

2s cold as Stone Thers's a Slap-daſh for you. ume y 
Cel. Vet out of a Stone à Man of Senſe would tn F. A. 
Fire: There's Slap-daſh for you cel. 
El. Will you be conſtant to us, if we make it _ unc'd 

. by your own Confeſſion, that we can pleaſe as well x; hour th 
Subtl'ſt ſhe that ever Charm'd yon? jo you | 
St. A. Till which Miracle come to paſs, ſince 'wlifis-Cour 
your on propoſition, 1 Sr, Andre and” 1 Elianer ere 5 


not between a Pair of Sheets 
El. How ſhou'd they know then? 
Pol. Nor I Anthony with thee Celia. 
Et. But we hope you are not in anna. you canno 
fo Inhumane. | 
Cel. *Tis a Curſe neniand: all Curſes, to have a Man 
can, and will not; "tis worſe than teaching a Fool 
leading the Blind. 
El. To Marry and five thus, is to be like Fiſh i in Fri 
Weather, have Water, but pine for want of Air, 
Cel. Yet, who knows but Heaven may ſend ſome} 
good Man, that in meer pity may break the a and | 
us a Breathing ? 
El. Can you be ſo hard hearted ? 
Pol. Come, Bully, let's away, for fear we ſhould n 
Jook ye, Spouſes of ours, if our Weaches prove ill 
mour d, we'll come back to you. 


on Man 
ts anc 
EL T 
teveng' 
ple, * 
Cel. A 
"oſt Ski 
me like 
( Ilet-h 
El. By 
Cd, By 
El. W 
If bis 01 
(al. Vc 
onour 
fe, Ma 
El. An 


St. A. Agreed, rather than grow Ruſty let our W Rot, anc 
File us But I thank Heaven tis not come to gings, 
vet — There's no ſuch want, Fll have you to de kn 
Nell, there's no Woman can reſiſt me if ſhe won l Sor 
Dutcheſs "ſcapes me, if | make it my Buſineſs to.q1-Houſ 
"paſs her. --' pit, the 
Pol. Any Man of Wit ond Senſe; like us, Charm untry. 
Women, as one Key unlocks all Doors at Court U. And 
"Nay, Fil ay a bold word for my ſelf; Turn me toll the Gr; 
ſharpeſt Shrow that ever Bit or Scratch'd, if | Conc. Wh 
make her feed ont of my Hand like a tame rid there 
may I be condemned to lic with my Wife. Ju. Har 
El. Fleſh and Blood can endure no longer, Joe Kine 


the vaineſt lying Fellows that ever liv'd, you con 


* Princeſs of Cleve. 36s 

Patcheſs There's not à Footman but wars: 
© 7 Z death and fury, if they ſhould try 
a0 You Pitiful, Sneaking, Raſcally Cuckold, Counte- 
unc d Scoundrels, that dare Beſpatter Ladies of Ho- 
wor thus For Heaven ſake what are you, how 
jo you live, and where do you ſpend your time? in Ten- 
Courts, Taverns, Eating-Houſes, Bawdy-Houſes, 
here you quarrel in Drink for your Trulls, Who while 
au Manfully Fight their Cauſe, they run away with your 
ts and Belts 
kl. Then you come home, and then ſwear you'll be 
eveng'd on this Lord, or that Duke, that aſanjted you 
ole, with all bis Footmen. - ./ 
(el. And, ſays my Gentleman, if I had not been the 
poſt Skilful Perſon alive, my Body had been by this 
ne like an Old- faſhion'd Suit, Pink 'd all over, and full 
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1 Fran llet-holes. 

. El. But did he not diſarm my Lord at laſt? 

me C. By all means, and made him beg his Life. 

and E. When indeed he een with the Conſtable 


r his own Liberty. 
Na, You perſons of Quality What Perſon of 
our wou'd keep Company with ſuch Debauches? 
fe, Madam, an Orange-wench is above their Ambition. 
E. An Orange-wench! If they can but run in her 
bt, and the poor Creature come dunning em to their 
gings, they'll Swear they lay with her, when they date 
it be known that they are within. 
Cl Sometimes lie Lolling upon a long Scarf in the 
; to -Houſe, talking loud and affectedly, and Swear at 
git, they had the prettieſt thing juſt come out of the 
arm aur 7. 
E. And wiſh themſelves Damn'd, if ſhe did not ſmell - 
me to the Graſs. | 
(4, When in truth *twas ſome diſguis'd Bad, that met 
u there according to Aſlignation. 
ul. Hark you Potiphar's Wife of mine, by. Pharaolꝰs , 
a Kine thou ſhalt ſtarve for this. | 
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dream and be tormeated with Imagination, like one tj 


Pol. For my part, I'll ſerve my damn d Wife as Tan 
was puniſh'd; the Fruit ſhall bob at her Lips, which | 
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94:0 nk for thee, Nel, Mark me; thou $ 
1 T 


our, | 
the W 
femy 

zl, Ol 


Tour, [ 


haying drunk hard is thirſty in the Night, dreams 
Veſſels brim-full, and drinks, and drinks, yet never 
ſatisſied. 


ſhall never enjoy. Exeunt St. A. M Ou 
El. Very well, the World's come to a fine Paſs; iH T 
be Marrying, wou'd I were a Maid agen. Men take Win ur. 
now as they ſnatch up a Gazette, look it over, and ee you 
fling it by). finget 
Cel. They forget us in a Day or Two, or if they read birds 
over agen, tis only to rub up: remembrance, and comma e Han 
they fall aſleep ſo. na M 
El. What's to be done, Child ? for cathy than lies ti ſwoll 
Cel. Rather than live thus, let's do any thing. V by e 
El. Any thing, Rogue; why Cuckolds are Things, have 
Cel. Perhaps they think we have no ſuch thing as i; for 
and Blood about us; but we'll make em know, a youll to go 
Woman, in the Flower of her Age, is not like pan Wh: 
Fruit in a Glaſs, only to be looked on- perth. D 
: are a more Contemplative Perſon, and will go furth r Tin 
about. |; "ay 
El. What, dear Rogue, doſt think | wil leave thee! WW, that u 
this Kiſs not I. ls Eyes 
Cel. Thus then well flip on long Scarfs, ond blackGon 8 Skin 
put on Masks, and ramble about. for the 
El. Rare Rogue, let me Kiſs thee agen — Certainly l, For 1 
triguing is the pleaſanteſt Part of Life; to meet a C. for 
abroad in a Summer's Evening, and Laugh away an Hour forge 
Two in a Garden-Bower, where no body ſees nor no Mr, ſuc} 
knows, methinks, tis ſo pretty and harmleſs, Lord! bing h. 
it works in my Fancy 
Cel. We muſt tell Madam . by all W But, 
El. I believe her Secret, and know her very good ion ?—. 
tur'd ; but for all that, methinks ſhe has the Cant of Wu. The 
fin 'd Florence Band —— Glaſſes 
dlver U 
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| Enter Tournon. e 5 
. The better for our Purpoſe; ſhe comes as wiſn d. 
ur. Dear precious Roſebuds, your Servant, now for 
the World you look as you were new blown; And how 
emy pretty Primroſes? 'tisa whole Day ſince I ſaw ye. 
gl. Oh, Madam! we have a Suit to your Ladyſhip, 
Tur, I grant it whate'er it he; ſpeak my Hyaeinth. 
Our Husbands are worſe than ever. Kd SS 
They uſe us as if we had neither Beauty nor Portion. 
fur. What's this I hear? O Ingrate and Ignoble! Re- 
ve your ſelves, Sweetings 'Tis time to pule and 
finger in Eye, when you are paſt Propagation. But my 
Iybirds, you are in your Prime; let me touch your de- 
t Hands Well, and do not theſe humid Palms 
na Man Nay, and your Breaſts, Lord! Lord! 
'ſ{voll'n and hard they are! how they heave and pant 
u by Cynthia, as if they were ready to burſt! Loo 
have a care of a Cancer, draw 'em down, draw em 
1; for let me tell you Jewels, it may be dangerous for 
to go thus long without Cultivation. © © '  / 
What wou'd you have us do, Madam? AT 
w. Do, Violet, why do as all the World does beſide, 
o Time, catch him by the Forelock; get a Man to your 
I' acquaint you with one that's as true as the 
that will Fight like a Lyon, and Love like aSparrow— 
js Eyes as black as Slows, you can hardly look on em; 
Skin ſo white——and ſoft, as Sattin with the Grain: 
for thee, Tulip a bee Fe 084 
„ For me, Madam! ©. | 
. For thee, Honey-Sucklez ſach a Man, well, I ſhall 
r forget him, ſuch a ſtrait Bole of a Body, ſuch a 
It, ſuch a Shape, ſuch a quick strength; he will over 
bing he can lay his Hand on, and Vaults to Admi- 


— 


but, Madam, will you provide us Lodgings on 
7. The richeſt in the Town, the coſtlieſt Hangings, 
blaſſes, China Diſhes, Silver Tables, Silver Stands, 
plver Urinals—— And then theſe Gallants are the 
t Lovers, ſo good at keeping a Secret — Well, 


with white Powder, does Execution but makes no noiſe 
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give me your Man that ſays nothing, but minds the Bug; 
in hand For a ſecret Lover's like a Gun chars 


Cel. Well, and let me tell you that's the Point, Madin 


Tour. Ay, and *ris a precious Point, a feeling Point, em, J 
a pleaſing Point; you ſhall know him, you muſt know H corn 
I ſhall die if you don't know him He has the Flag rt th 
Gentleman. e | By | Dian 
El. Pray, Madam, how's that? fl. On 
Tour. Why thus, Apricock—— Ihto your Arms, is be 
. ſtops your Mouth with a double-tongu'd Engliſh Kiſs, r bear 
you can't be angry with him for your Blood. pee of 
Cel. I know tis my filthy Country way -B. If 
aſſure you if he ſhould ſerve me ſo, my Blood would Miſtak 
at him. Tx 1 ling wi 
+ our. But then you'd repent and fall before him; fo | 

has the moſt Particular obliging way, and ſhe wh er up 
particularly Loves, is fo obliged with his Particular Wi: — 
Well, for my part, my Twins of Beauty, I ſet an ini. Ti: 
Value on their Caraſſes, Diſtreſſes and Addreſſes; naw ſha 
cou'd refuſe a Quilt Imperial to be obliged by them, WW". In 
on the bare Boards, or the cold Stones. thee t 
Fl. But, Madam, are they in being iples - 
Jour. They are, my Bloſſoms - Then they Kiſs be, To 
Imagination, juſt for all the World as when you cut a {tor my 
Juicy China Orange, the Goodneſs runs over— ne ſee 
now it comes in my Cogitation, I'm juſt now going bard, 
take a View of 'em in Luxemburg Garden, where, er une 
pleaſe to walk, they ſhall Sun themſelves in your Sigg new u 
Come, my Carnations, nay, I proteſt, I will not at 
fore ye. | 2 1 e— 
Cel. But, Madam, we're at home. lictate t 
Tour. O Lord, Beauties, I know not the Way. ſe me, 
El. Indeed, Madam, you muſt or we ſhaln-Bull. 
Violence bing 10% m. WI 
Tour. Well, Ladies, ſince tis your Command, I dug; wou 
but obey. | 1 3s. ; U ; Id come 
5 15 We — 
; 8 e thee 

x JT þ 
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10 Enter Nemours, Bellamore. 3 
g | m. Thou dear ſoft Rogue, my Spouſe, my Hepheſtion, 


Gerſmede, nay, if I die to Night the Dukedom's thine— 
art thou ſure the Princeſs of Cleve withdraws here 
Dinner ; 
2-1. One of her Women, whom I have debanch'd, tells 
tis her Cuſtom; you may flip into the Cloſet and 
hear all, and yet, methinks, *tis hard, becauſe the 
ce of Cleve Loves you as his Life. N 


Miſtake, in the Dark; And ſhall he grudge me a little 
ung with his Wife, for ſo ſerious an Obligation? 

e Enter the Vidam— ; 
Pox upon him, here comes the Yidam with his ſous 
als WE MO hg 
n ind. Tis certain I like her She's very pretty, and 

wn ſhall help me to her— 
m. In Love, by my Leachery Ay, and ſhe ſhall 


ciples | 
id, To tell your Grace, I am ſure were to be a Man of 


cut a for myſelf—— You that are the Whores Ingroſſer— 


re fe— There's Tournon your Ubiquitary Whore, 


v gon Band, your Bawd Barber, or Bawd Surgeon, for you 


ere, rer under her Hands, and ſhe Plaiſters you every day 
u Saß en Wenches — Then there's your Doineſtick Ter- 
not cole —— Elianor and Celia, with ſomething new in 
ſe— Why you out-do Ceſar himſelf in your way, 
lictate to more Whores at once than he did to Knaves 
3 Sir, in a little time you'll be nick'd, the 
'0-Bull, | | | 
m. Why there's the difference betwixt my Senſe and 
„Ida; wou'd I were, and your darklin Miſtreſs the firſt 
come in my way, Jove and Europa, I'd leap her in 
ace Why, how now, V:dam, what Devil has 
| p thee Grave, the Devil of Love, or the Devil of 


Vid. 


Nm, I ſav'd his Life, Sweet-heart, when he was aſſaulted, | 


thee to her But who, but who is't, my Man of 
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1 |  - Company of two or. three well-bred Fops that fy 


366 The Princeſs of Cleve; 
Vid. Friendſhip, meer Friendſhip and Care of your g 
I thought it but juſt to tell you, the whole Town t 
notice of your way, _ "4 ig 

Nem. Why then the whole Town does me wrong 
cauſe I take no notice of theirs ; thus t'other Night I ug 


Bull, F 
zur Gra 
Mm. 
rench 
er-ton? 
omen, 


fault with my Obſcenity, and proteſted *twas ſuch a rs ge 
Why, tis the way of ye all, only you ſneak with it ud Tags. 
Cloaks like Taylors and Barbers; and I, as a Gente Mett e 
mou'd do, walk with it in my Hand, For prithee t once 


ſerve, does not your Prieſt the ſame thing ? Did not] 


his He 
Father Patrick declaiming againſt Fleſh in Lent, ſtripy 


re me 
the Elbow; and telling the Congregation he had eat no bid h 
but Fleſh theſe twenty Years, yet proteſt to the I concer 


that fat Arm of his, which was a chopping one, wa 
| leaſt Member about him? 

Bell. Faith, and it may be ſo too. 

| Nem, Does not your Politician, your little great M 
Bus'neſs, that ſets the World together by the Fats, 
all his plotting, drudging and ſweating at Lying, ret 
ſome little Punk, and untap at Night? 

Vid. I ſabmit to the Weight of your Reaſons, and 
feſs the whole World does you Juſtice ; -wherefor 
judge it fit, that they bring your Grace their Wire 
Daughters to make you amends. | | 

Nem. Why now thou talk'ſt like an honeſt Fellow; 


Nem, $ 
e Stars 
at's out 
vin. C. 
on the 
karth 
ile on 
aking | 
en. Spe 
inc. C. 
Head a 


never let Buſineſs flatter thee, Frank, into Nonſenſe: W book m 
are the ſole Pleaſure of the World; nay, I had rather pt, anc 
with my whole Eſtate, Health and Senſe, than loſe an WW Boſom 
of my Love ] was Yother Day at a pretty Enten the na 
ment, where two or three Grave. Politick Rogues all th 
wond'ring, Why Women ſhou'd be brought into Pl rte in t 


as gravely replied, The World was not made without Head r. 


He full pop upon me—— But, Sir, it had been beuge each 

it had | b Necta 
Vid. And then, no doubt, a gloomy Smile aroſe- en on a 

Nem. Theſe are your Rogues, Frark, that wou hid hi 
thought Criticks, that are never pleas d but with ſomeſ ire me 
new, as they call it, juſt, proper, and never as Men ud a Pl 


you're out of the way, Men that hate us Rogues 
* — 1 
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3, Bat after all they Il thus run you down, and fay 
r Grace is noScholarmne— , em gie 
Vm. Why, faith, nor wou'd be, if Learning muſt 
-nch a Man's, Head quite round: I underſtand my Mo- 
er-tongue well enough, and ſome others, juſt as I do 
amen, not to be married to them, but to ſerve my turn; 
at's good in them never ſcapes me; but as for Points 
Tags, for which thoſe ſolemn Fops are to be valued, 
feht 'em, nor wou'd remember em if I cou'd; for he 
it once liſtens to Jingling, ten to one if ever he gets it ont 
his Head while he lives— But prithee be gone, and 
re me to my Muſing, find Tournon out, my Fidam, 
| bid her remember the Handkercher—— Away, thou 
concern'd in the Bus'neſs, therefore away. [Ex; Vid. Bell. 


80 
U i 


Enter the Princeſs of Cleve, Irene. 1. 

Nem, She comes, ye Gods, with what a-pompous State; 11 

e Stars and all Heaven's Glories on her wait. | 14 

t Ns out of the way too — But now for my Cloſet. [Exit k | f 


rin, C. No, no, I charge thee pity me no longer 
on the Earth let us conſult our Woes: _ N : 
Earth I ſhall be ſhortly ; ſit and hear me, j 
ile on thy faithful Boſom thus I lean | 7 
aking Head, and breath my cruel Sorrows. | 88 
ren. Speak, Madam, ſpeak, they'll ſtrangle if containꝰd $3 
nc, C. As late I lay upon a flow'ry Bank, : fs 


on z Head a little heav?d beyond the Verge, 

: Wo look my Troubles in the rockleſs Stream, 

ather pt, and dreamt I ſa cy | 14 
le an WE Boſon of the Flood unfold; > . 1 US 


the naked Nymphs ten Fathom down, | _ 
hall the Chryſtal Thrones in their green Courts below BY 
ere in their buſie Arms Nemours appear'd : n f 
Head reclin'd, and ſwoll'n as he were drown'd, [Wi 
le each kind Goddeſs dew'd his ſenſeleſs Face uy 
Nectars drops to bring back Life in vain ;: IN 
en on a ſudden the whole Synod roſe OT. 1 

had him to my Lips O my rene?! 1 
we me Honour, Duty —— Love forgive me; 
ud a Pleaſure 1 ne'er felt before, 1 n 


pi 
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Diſſolving Pains, and ſwimming ſhuddering Joys, 
To which my Bridal Night with Cleve was dull 
n Ener the Prince of Cleve. 
ren. Behold him, Madam. 
P. C. Ha! my Chartres— How 
Why on the Earth? | 


Perinc. C. Becauſe, my Lord, it ſuits 


The humble Poſture of my ſad Condition. 

P. C. Theſe Starts agen; but why thy ſad Condition? 
O riſe and tell me why this Melancholy? 

Why fall thoſe Tears? Why heaves this Boſom thus? 
Nay, I then muſt conſtrains thee with my Arms, [4 
Is't poſſible ? Does then thy load of Grief | 
Oppreſs thee ſo, thou canſt not ſpeak for ſighin 
Ah Chartres, Chartres! then thou didſt but ſooth me, 
There is ſome cauſe too frightful to be told, 

And thou haſt learnt the Art too to diſſemble. 

Princ. C. O Heavens! diſſemble when 1 ſtrip my Soul 
Shew it all bare, and trembling to your View; 
Can you ſuſpe& me, Sir, for a Diſſembler ? 

P. C. By all my Hopes, Doubts, Jealouſies-and Fears, 
I know not what to think; I think thou ſhow'ſt 
Thy inmoſt Thought, and now I think thou doſt not, 
I think there is a Boſom Secret ſtill, 

And have a Dawn of it through all thy Folds 

That hide it from my View : O truſt me Cleve ! 
Truſt me whate'er it be; I love thee more 

Than thou lov'ſt help for that which thus inthralls the 
Truſt thy dear Husband, O let looſe the Pain 

That makes the droop, though it ſhou'd be my Death! 
By thy dear ſelt l'll welcome it to eaſe thee. 

Prin. C. Thou beſt of all thy Kind, why ſhou'd you tach 
W ho dare not, cannot ſpeak . No more but this, 
Take me from Paris, from the Court. 

P. C. Ha, Chartres, how! .- 

What, from the Court of Paris, why ? Cviſed 

P. C. Becauſe — my Mother's Death- Bed Counſel ſo 
Becauſe the Court has Charms, becauſe 1 love 
A Grotto beſt, becauſe 'tis beſt for you 
And me, aud all the World. 
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De. Becauſe, O Heaven! 1 
Enſe there is ſome Curſed Charm at Ch. a 
lich you love better than me and all the World. 
e Reaſon's plain, for which you -wou'd remove, 
Fhoſe the Mem'ry of ſome lawleſs Love. 

Prix, C. Why then am I detain'd, if that's your * 7 
P.C. It is, it ought, and ſhall, and Oh! you mule 5 
mess this horrid Falſhood to my . 
unc. C. Never, my Lord, never confeſs a Lie, 1 
Heavens, I love your Life above my own. 
C. Not that, not that, ſpeak home and fly 1 
ar by thy ſelf, thou dearly purchas d Pleaſure, 

ar by thoſe Chaſter Sweets thy Mother left thee;.- 

kar that thy Soul, which cannot hide a Treaſon, < 

kfers me even to all the World; Hold, Precious, 

fer that thou lov'ſt him more — And only loy > "4 
in ſuch Senſe as not to love. another. 


inc. C. Ah, Sir! why will you ſink me to your. Feet, 
ere | wuſt. lie and groan my life away? 


C. Speak, Chartres, ſpeak, nor let the name of Husban! 
Wd Terror to thy Soul ; tor by my 3 
FParadice, howe'er thou uſeſt me, 
W thy Creature, ſtill to make and mould me 

1 cringing crawling * and wal adore 

hand that kills me 
nc. C O you are too good! 
I muſt never hope for Pardon — Yet 
Wd excuſe it; but, my Lord, 1 will not. 
Y then cannot I ſpeak. 

Nor I by Heaven. 

brine, C. I Love. 

C. Go on. 
nc, C. I Love you as my Soul. 

C. Ha - But the. reſt, 5 ai 
Wire, C. Alas, alas, I dare R. 
C. Why then, Farewel for ever - 
ane, C. Stay and take it 


the extreameſt pang of tortur'd Vertue, 
fall, I Love, I Love thee Cleve as Life; 
Ob! 1 Love, 1 Love another more — 


Aa | | P. C. 


2 
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P. C. Oh Chartres ! Oh —— + or Oh! 
Princ, C. Why did you wrack me then? ? he pleal 
You were reſolved, and now you. have it ul. ſet | eacl 
P. C. All Chi All! Why, can there then be mi feel by t 
But riſe, and know 1 by this ki iſs forgive thee. * ke one 
Thou haſt made me wretched by the cleareſt proof im that 
Of perfect Honour that ever flow'd from Woman, hen ſigh, 
But Crown the Miſery which you have begun, . 
And let me know who tis you wou'd avoid, the love 
Who is the happy Man that had the power e has av. 
To bürn that Heart which I cou'd never warm. ore her 
Princi G. Forgive, me Sir; in a this, Prudence commit but fr. 
Eternal ſilence | t like a 
P. C. Ha ! if ſilent now, Woes am 
Why didſt thou ſpeak at all? ie hers thou ſtop'ſ lat is th. 
I ſhall conclude that which I thought thy Vertue, e worſt « 
A ſtart of Paſſion which thou cou'dſt not hide, bring to 
And now Vexation gnaws thy guilty Soul 0d charm 


With a too late Repentance for Confeſſing 
His Name 
P Princ. C. Von ſhall not know it — Ves, my Lore 
Now a too late Repentance tears my Soul, 
And tells me I have done amiſs to truſt you; _ 


Ah, Vida 


bad of m 


eſs, but 
Vid, en 


Yet by my hopes of eaſe at laſt by Death, Nem. Tow 
I ſwear, my Love has never yet appear'd, there i 
To any Man but you ll ſo Vert 

P. C. Weep not, my Chartres, for howeer my 10 id. That 
Upbraid thy- Fame, my Heart fill worſhips thee, em, Tha 
And by the Blood that chills me round — | ſmear told it te 
From this fad Moment, I'll ne 'er urge thee more; That? 


All that I beg of thee, 1s not to hate me. 
Prince, C. The ſtudy of my Life ſhall be to love you 
p. C. Never, Oh never! I were mad to hope it, ed her c 
Yet thou ſhalt give me leave to fold thy Hand, ; ſo thi 
To preſs it with my Lips, to ſigh upon it, ly toge 
And waſh it with my Tears 
Princ, C. I cannot bear this kindneſs without dyinfMite the I. 
p. C. Nay, we will walk and talk ſometimes togeriſtendo 
Like Age we'll call to mind the Pleaſures paſt; els of mj 
| Pleaſures like theirs, which r never ſhall return, 


— 8 1 
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t Oh! my Chartres, ſince thy Heart's en ; 
te pleaſure of thy Beauty is no morktee. 
« | each Night will ſee thee ſoftly laid, 22 1 ” 
eel by thy fide, and when thy Vows are vin” 
ike one laſt Kiſs, &er I to Death +... nas 
in that the Heavens had giv'n us equal fire ; * 5 a. 
ken ſigh, It cannot be, and ſo expire, "Eve 

| Enter Nemours. „„ 5 
de loves, ſhe loves, and I'm the pp} Man“ #40” 
e has avow'd it, paſt all preſi ident, 9 
ore her Husband's Face 
1! but from Love like hers ſuch daring Vertue,” 
t like a bleeding Quarry lately chas d, 
moes among the Waves, or turns at Bay, 4 
kat is there to expect —— But —- let it cone 
e worſt can happ'n, yet *tis glorious ſtill, PV, 
dbring to ſuch Extreams ſo chaſt a mind, ts 
A charm to love the wiſeſt of her Kind. | 
Enter Vidam. © |; 
Ah, Vidam ! J could tell thee ſuch a wry. of uch A 
ard d of mine, the oddeſt, prettieſt, out- of- the- way of 
hel, but thou art ſo flippant there's no truſting thee: 
id. Tournon ſays the Flag's held out 
len. Tournon be Damn'd -— Know then, but be ſe- 
chere is a Friend of mine below d. 3 * a 
| ll  Vertuous. | Th. 
Tos. That was too much 
mm. That quite from the method of all Womankind, 
ear told it to her Husband. 
Toy ſtrange indeed : And how did her Hus- 
ke it | 
em. Why, after a tedious paſſionate Diſcburte; ap- 
ed her Carriage, and ſwore he lov'd her more than 
; lo they cry'd and kiſs'd, and went. away moſt 
1 together. 

4 Why then ſhe: Cuckolds him to rights, nor can 
the the Law of her; and I'll be judge by any Bawd 
tiſtendom 24 And ſo, my Lord, farewell, I have 
Its of my own, and Tournon waits You aan? 7 


Ia 


A a 2 Nem, 
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Nes. But hark you, Fran, I have occaſion for yo 

and mult preſs thee, I hope, to no un welcome Office 
only a Second 

Vid. With all my heart, my 1 the Time and Pla 

- Nem. Juſt now in Luxemberg Garden, etwixt one a 
two, a Challange from a Couple, the ſmarteſt, briske 
prettieſt Tilting Ladies ——— 
Vid. Your Servant, Sir, and as you thrive, let me he 
from your Grace, and ſo Fate ſpeed your Plow. [LE 12 


Enter Tournon with Marguerite. 


Nem. And ſo Fate ſpeed your Plow, and you go 
and I ſhall tell you, Sir, *twas not handſomely done, 
leave me thus to the Mercy of two unreaſonable Won 
at once. 

Tour. You have him now in view, and ſo J leave] 

Marg. Stand, Sir. [Exit Tt 

Nem. To a Lady, while I have breath. « 
Marg. Wou'd you not fall to a Lady too, if ſhe ſhi 

ask the Favour? 

Niem. Ay, Gad, any pretty Woman may bring t me 
on my Knees at her Pleaſure. 

Marg. O Devil 

Fas Prithee, V dear ſoft warm Rogue, lt thee 
1 be kind 
Mare. And kiſs, you were going to ſ iy. 

Nem. Zlife, how pat ſhe hits me, why thon al 
were made for one another -— Let's try how our Lips 

Marg. Is that your fitting. 

Nem, Fore Heaven ſhe's wondrous quick; Nay, 
Dear, and you go to that, I can fit you every way 

Marg. You are a Notorious talker. 

Wem. And a better doer ; prithee try. 

Aang. As if that were to do now. 

Neem. Nay, then lm ſure of thee; for never was 
man mine once, but was mine always. 
* Marg. Know then you are a heavy ſluggiſh Fellow! 
I. ſee there is no more Faith in Man on Woman; 
and 2 J Va Tour. My 
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V. Make a Shittlecock, that's Woman; let ine, if 
Fol pleaſe, be Battledoor and, by Gad: for a" 'Dipadd a 
Kht, l' keep up with any Fellow in Chriſtendom.” 

War. Come away then, and Pl keep count, 1 War- 
ut you —= : Monfter — Villain 

Mm. Now is the Devil and 1 as great as evenly 
me, my Dear But then what becomes of my other 
ears — For whom I was Prim'd and Charg'd 5 
Mag. Why don't you come, my Dear? . 

Mm. There with that ſweet word ſhe cock d e 


Mary. Lord! how you tremble - io 7820 
; New, There the Pan fAlaſh'd - 5 30 Ae 
0 Mag. Vl ſet my Teeth in nee ee 1 
"W's. Nov 8e f 0 nf O Wegen o 
! O Devil! FEA Bey . 


Art ; 
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Enter Vida, Tournon. | 


ee 
Woman in Love with another, AY confer” it 


to her Husband —— What won d 1 give to 
ow ber Without all queſtion Nemours is the 
lon belov'd. 
Fd. That's plain by his eagerneſs in the Diſcopery, he 
% me to hear him whether 1 wou'd or no; yet what 
b admire in his Temper, is, that for all the for- 
heat, I no ſooner mentioned you, but he flew from 
0 run upon another Scent, as if the firſt had ne- 
beg. 0 
Jan. Where did you find him? 
"a, At the Princeſs of Cleve's; and my heart tells me 
s the Lady that acquainted her Husband how ſhe was 
etmin'd to make bim a Cuckold If he pleas'd to 
& confent ——— 


Tur, My Judgment, which is moſt Sagacious in theſe 


WW; 
9 \ 


ASS * whitely 


ters, is moiſt poſt tive in your Opinion ; for by his 


5 on EEE TE — lors . 
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whitely caſt, the Prince of Cleve muſt be the Man for is 5 
PI £4 44 thy 
by this, 
arg. Ul 
me. ask 
e pick'd 
em, Wh 
tes. me | 
and thou 
help it 
oe. If 
en. Yet, 
art ſo 
hen 
with the 
arg. But 
heart t. 
em, Yes, 
eriouſly: 
long' d a 
_ 
aro, Fier 
em. Beſic 
ſours and 
uſe, tha 
about 


in the Book of Fate 
Vid. c And yet tis odd, that Nemours of all Men, ft 
have ſuch luck at this Lotte x. 
| Tour. O, to chooſe, my Lord! becauſe ſhe's nice 1 
preciſe; your demure Ladies that are ſo Squob in Comp 
BY, are Devils in a corner; they are a ſort of Melan 
Iy Birds that neꝰer peep abroad by Day, but they to 
to whou it at Night; nay, to my particular knowle 
-- All graye Women love wild Men, and if they can but! 
pear civil at firſt, they certainly ſaap em; for Marky 
Language: The Man is a handſom Man, if he had 
Grace; the Man has Wit, Parts and excellent Gifts, i 
woud but make a right uſe of 'em; why all theſe f 
but civil Pimps to a moſt Bawdy concluſion —— 
ſee, I deſcry him with a Mask yonder — 
Vid. You'll remember St. Andre's Lady for tbis ! 
covery. 1 5 . 
Tour. If ſhe be not yours to Night, never acq| 
me with a Myſtery agen © 5 
Vid. Not a word to the Duke — My Gravity get 
a hank over him Therefore if you tell him of 
Love Matters of mine, you muſt never hope for i 
Secrets F yo 
Tour. Trouble not your head, but away. [Ext 
So, this gets me a Diamond from the Queen, an Emi 
dor's Merit at laſt. Confeſs to her Husband | alas, 
Princeſs See, they come; but that which It 
me, is how a Woman of Marguerite's Sex can. contail 
this while as ſhe ſeems to do; but perhaps ſhe d 
to pump him ——— Or has ſome urther End, 
I muſt learn. „ 1 01 
| Enter Nemours and Marguerite. 
Marg. But did you never promiſe thus before? 
Nem. Never —— But why theſe Doubts . Thot 
all the Wit in the World Thou know'ſt I love! 
without Proteſtations, why then this delay ? ? 
Marg. I have not convers'd with you an Hout WF 
you. are for running over me: No, Sir; hut if yol an 


have patience till the, Ball Oh I ſhall burſt — 


* 


Te Privcgſs g Cleve. 375 


u. Patience, I muſt; but if it were not for the clog 

thy Modeſt y, we might have been in the third Hea- 

by this, and have danc'd at the Ball befde Ha! 

aint —— Take off. your Mask Tx . it 1 Vs een 7 
og. Unhand me, or- 


But pray, ee g paſt, 
me ask you à ſerious Queſtion: 2 5 Wut ifcygu. Wan 
e pic d up a Devil. Incarnate? IE. 
m, Why, by Jour loving, to, go..in in the dark thus, 
es. me begin to ſuſpect dne be a Der- 
and thou wilt, if we muſt be .Damn'd — — 
help it N Ic; 0 1901 100 mo 
og. | ſhall not held - 7812 
Let, now I hal on't, ou. caſt. 1 ue Berl 
| art fo afraid of a Sinner; for you refufed me;yuſt 
hen | profer'd to ſell. my. kl, and ſeal the Bar- 
 nith the beſt of my Blood. rk N 
«7. But if 1 ſhould permit you, cou'd you "kad in 
c heart to ingender with a damn d Spirit? 
mm, Yes, marry. cou I; for all you ask the peſo 
eriouſly : For know, thou bewitching Sreature, 
long d any un this Seven Years zo be the Father 0 * 


COUU HS | +30 HOW 48 Watanabe! 
zo. Fiend, and Sod © tow educa Ia 

in Beſides, Madam, don't Jo think a feat Ben 
ſours and my begetting, wou'd be a Spas mierd ſight in 
uſe, than a Monkey or a-Squigrel? Gad, I'd; hang 
about his Neck, and make my Valet ſpruce up 
to Tail ev?ry; Morning 4s gal 455 he. Comp 
ea 

log. But is it poſſible (for 1 know. you "ba e a. Miſ- 
i Coed as 17 call: her) that 17 cou'd 
her for me, who may be Ugly, Diſeas d, or a hy 
ad for ought you know? |. 

jm, Why, nce you tax. me with truth, 1 muſt an- 
like a Man of Honour; I cou'd leaye her for thee, 
le any of your Tribe, ſo they were all. ike 


leg. But in the Name of. Reaſon, what is there, i in 
lncers at All, that a Wite, or a Miltreſs of that Na- 


May not poſſeſs. Aith: ee e 
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Nem. Why, the Freedom, Wit and Roguery, and 
| ſort of Acting, as Well as Converſation. In a Domeſti te her 1 
She, there's no Gaity, no Chat, no Difcourſe, but of Hd ply be 
Cares of this World and its iaconveniences; what t ber rel 
Jo, e de, but: fo dully; by Gad, my Thing ask d lilions to 
| ges when my Breeches were down, what the Stuff Mit haſte an 
a Yard —— Ha! what now, upon the Gog agen? iat harps 


then have with you at all Adventures, at leaſt to put 
3 in ind of os Ball | | Er 
oe ke Enter Totirnon. 
5 Ha! 3 ſhe loſt him ſee, what 
ſhe intend by keeping her ſelf ſo cloſe But 
"7" ang has ſeir d het, and now the Myſtery will 
v9 4 Aber, Martitlerice with La March. 
La M. But have you found him falſe ? 
Four. Curſes, Damnation, 
he wracks of Womens Wits, when her Sl 
Ts balk'd of Vengeance, wait on his deſires. 
- £a:M; Why did ydu leave him ſo upon the ſudden! 
Marg. Becaaſe'f fouhd my Paſſion move too ſtronel 


Nm. De 
org fo P! 
u d not f 
bark Corn 
ſell by her 
it been th 
her way 
if ſhe ke 
eak it beff 
Tour, An 
Mm. At 
Ire time r 
ption of 


My fooliſh Heart wou'd not obey my Will; Spirit ot 
1 found my Eyes grow füll, my — of had choak'd me, the tw 
And I was dying in his Arms dds, and 
La t But no- + Sleep 
You have ot Breath, What To 1 Pape, Madam? Women 
Marg. To meet im as ! promis d; to enjoy him am of | 
With the laſt pang! of a Revengeful pleaſure ; ; ps, and fl 
And let bim know | lg my Hoy 
Then mike bim Damn himſelf with Thouſand Oath in th 
That he'll ne'er ſee forſak'n Marguerite more, Mi Wires, 
The curſt Fond, Fooliſh,” Doting Marguerite; th-this un 
For thus with an extorted Gallantry, Tour, Wh 
- Pl force him to revile me to my Face; World, 
© Then throw the Mask away, and vent my rage; New: Dar 
G Tell him he is a Fiend, Devil, Devil, Devil, oP of Blo 
| Or what is worſe, a Man bat m. 
| "And leave him” to the Horrour of his Soul. „. Kno 
Tour. Pye heard her Rave, and muſt applaud th ve. re Walk 


Ty the next task, then 01 ſhe has ſatisfied © a attem 
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we odd Figary of Revenge and Pleaſure, 
ike her in the height of her diſdain 
1d ply her with the Dauphin; them tell Nemours 
Aber reſolve to caſt him further off; 
lions to one we carry the deſign; l 
t haſte and ſcout, while attend the De, 
hat harps upon the Loſs of his new Miſtreſs. 
Enter Nemours. A 6 
Mi. Death and the Devil —— We went talking 
dug fo Pleaſantly, when of a ſudden Whiſp'ring, ſhe 
ud not fail me at the Ball, ſne ſprung from me at yon 
ark Corner and Vaniſh'd. Well, if ſhe be a Devil, 
ll by her ſhou'd be a merry Place, or perhaps ſhe has 
it been there yet, but fell this Morning and took Earth 
her way; my Comfort is, 1 ſhall make a new Diſcove- 
if ſhe keeps her Word; and ſhe has too much Wit to 
tak it before ſhe trYs me. 2 Eos opt Tagen lf; 
Torr, And where are you to make this new Diſcovery? 
Mm. At the Ball in Maſquerade +- — Thus wouwd I 
ne time roll ſtill all in theſe lovely Extreams, the Cor- 
tion of Reaſon being the Generation of Wit; and 
eSpirit of Wit lying in the Extravagance of Pleaſure; 
„ the two neareſt ways, to Enter the Cloſet of the 
dds, and lye even with the Fates themſelves, are Fury 
| Sleep ——— Therefore the Fury of Wine, and Fury 
Women poſſeſs me Waking and Sleeping; let me 
tam of nothing but Dimpl'd Cheeks, and Laughing 
ps, and flowing Bowls; Jem be my Star, and Who- 
ls my Houſe, and Death I defie thee. Thus Sung Ro- 
Wwe in the Urn — But where and when, with my 
Wives, be quick, thou know'ſt my Appointment 
th'this unknown, and the Minute's precious. 
Tow, Why, 1 have contrived you the ſweeteſt wight in 
World, if you dare. M20; 


{7% 


Mm. Dare, and in a Woman's Cauſe! why, I have no 
Io of Blood about me, but muſt out in their Service, 

MW! what matter is't which way? © Ae 
y; 172 Know, Poltrot's Lady has informed me, how St. 
hy Oi Walks in his Sleep, and that her Husband laſt 
{4 Ui attempted to Cuckeld him; that ſhe watch'd and 
T1 ans. OVer- 
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3 wants but {peaking with rene taking her by the Hand, 


that Fam; a Furious Man of Honour. 


little Birds, you ſhall never reren * 
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overheard the whole matter, but Poltrot cou'd not 5 
the Door before St; Andre returned; ſhe doubts not 
he will try agen to Night Now if you can nick thei 
when Poltrot riſes, and ſteal to her, ten to one bot {hy 
be glad to be Revenged =—— 1; 
Nem. Or ſhe would not tell thee the Bus b 


A Ne 
there's t 
„ Your 
. Some 
ing in 

e, Kill 
. Oh! 


"tis a Bargain —— A. VN 


Enter Celia, Elianor Malea.. Poltrot, St. Andre folly Elan 
Tour. Step, Step aſide, they are upon the hunt for And 
and their Husbands have em in the Wind; ſtand Mee. I fe 
while to obſerve, and I'll turn you looſe upon em dow. | 
St. A. Ha, Tournon! by my kagoun: a Pinky but ar 
1 dem. whatever 
Poſ. Be not too deſperate, my little Fri igat 3 ; forly you'll H 


one. 
l. And / 
ives Be; 
Saints ar 
lever wil 
hery, anc 
gar ſhe m 
A. And 
of Canth 
But the 
A. Such 
in the 
duch N 


Ends — 


Cel. Now Heaven Defend us, what, will you gin 
a Broad-ſide?: 
El. Lord! — L deans the Gugs of the lower f 

St. A. Such notable Mar ks-Men too, we never mik] 
ting between Wind and Water. | 

Cel. Pl warrant: they carry Chain-ſhot : Pray k 
they do not ſplit us, [Siſter ! - 

Pol. Vield then, yield quickly, or no Mercy, we 
been ſo ſnattered to Day already by two ſhe Pirates, 
we are grown deſperate. | 

El. But what alas have we done, that you ſhou'{ 
your Revenge upon us poor Harmleſs Innocents, tha 
ver wrong d you, never ſaw you before? , 

Cel. If you ſhou'd. deal * 4. 55 us, ond 
our Hearts, for we are the gent! ings. 

St. A. 2 — we will uſe you ſo Gently, ſo Kal 


Liberty. a Are the 
El. Pil warrant, Siſter, they n put us 11 ap Tis ; 
tye us by the Legs. Ir Hands 
. Pol. No, upon the Word of a Man of Honow, s, Nin 
Legs ſhall be at Liberty. n the Chi 
Cl. What will you-Pigion our ws; He. 29d þ © but to 
Hop up and down the Houſe? , 190 . 
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Not in the Houſe where we live, pretty Soul, 
there's two ravenous Sow-Cats: will Eat your EE 
„ Your Wives, you mean, TY 

y Something like, two Melancholy things he Sit 
ing in the Chimney- pat and to ee ew 
e, Kill Crickets. 

|. Oh! for God-ſake keep. vs from your Wers 

. Pll warrant — little Roſamond, ſafe from my 
Dus Elianor 
ll. And if any Wiſe in Base dares but d 3 Hair 
hee, I ſay not much, Oey that Wie were Werker be 
dow. 

But are your Wives Randi and; well Quilited? 
whatever you {ay to us, when you have had your 
youll Home at Night, and for my part 4 ery All 
one. 

l. And All thou ſhalt La, Dear Rogue, never Gear 
res Beauty or good Nature they are things to her 
Saints and Angels, which ſhe believes never were, 
fever will be ——— She's a Baſon of Water again 
ery, and looks ſo ſharp whenever I oy! ber, Ike" 
gar ſhe makes me Speatt 255 54 

4. And mine's fo fulſome, that a Goat with the* 
of Cantharides woy'd not touch her, 5% 


bat then for their Qualities —— 4; | 
| A. Such Scolds, like Thunder, they turn all the 
ul in the Cellar. 


Such Niggards, they Eat Kitchin Stuff and Can- 
peer” ug indeed raving Mad my Wife ſeemed 
; for a Rat having Eat his way thro' an old 
1 #% baited the Trap for him with a Peice of pare- 
But having caught him, by the Lord ſhe Eat 
Ip without Mercy, Tail and all. | 

Are they not even with us, Siſter? 

A. Tis hop'd tho' the Hangman will take 'em off 
r Hands, for they are ſhrewdly ſuſpected for 
es, * Noints her ſelf ev'ry Night, ſets a Broom» 
a th e Chimney, and 1 the wer ihr one 
e _— to 5 - 


4 


Pol, 
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Fol. Gad, and my Wife has Tets in the Wrong And ti 
ſhe's warted all over like a pump! 'd Orange. + *I fwwe: 
* Ce. Yet fare, Gentlemen, you told theſe Hag u Proc 
Story once and made as deep Proteſtations to them x h, ſpare 
do torus? Or it 
ge. A Never, by this Hand, the Salt Souls | ul Joo 1 
Luſt with 10 and havl'd' 8 to Matrimony like Be . 1 F 
the Stake. 11 14 5 
Pol. Where they ſet a Long Black Thing upon th ore all. 
cried, Have and Hold. 4 n 
El. Put the Queſtion they nad been Handſome, br 35 1 
vou great Portions, were Pleaſant and Airy, and M be: 
* bümour » ..... {pn night if 
Euter Netdiirs with the Vidam. * ay 
Nen Nay, then Ican hold no longer: Z death, Gary 
it, Madam, Willing! That Willingneſs ſpoils A. "%.* * 
Bear, my Honey, my Jewel, it Palls the Appetit F 10 
Sack at Meals Give me the ſmart DiſdainliiF-* ©*? 
that like > Lig Champaign or ſpritely Burgundy, gp 
me ſmack my Lips alter ſhe's down, aud lo”. 4 
other "Glas, ' je * l 
St. A. Nay, if your Grace come in, there's a dene 


ing, III make ſure of one. 
—_ Pol. Nay, and for my part Tam reſolved to ſecut 
_ ther; come, Madam, no ſtriving, for I am like 1 
I when Lay bold, if the Body come not. willingly, | 
whole Limb a 
Nem. Ves, Madam, he {peaks truth, take it 
Word, who am a rational Creature, he is a great 


ol. 

„ This d 
1. A, 
, What e 
. How P 
dee, he 
a. Pure B 
. Will ye 


wild Beaſt. * 
| Cel. Pray Heaven he be not A horned Beaſt ; . 0 me 
Monſter Married ? TT | Come 


alt, Mr. 1 


4. Gentle 
Adieu, 


, Witty 


A. Well 
Lord! 
never a c 


| Vid. Yes, Ladies, they are both Midfried, 
Y El. Married! For Heaven-ſake, Gentlemen, 
from the Cattle. 
| Pol. Why, what is the Breeze in your Tails? 2 
Ladies, we'll not Eat you. 
il. Say you ſo? But weill not truſt you, I at 
=_ - you both look hungrily. 
| * It may be their Wives uſe * em onkindly 
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And the: poor g good- natur d things take it to Heart. 

Ii ſwear tis pity, they have both promifing: looks. 

mm, Proceed, ſweet Souls, we'll Defend: Wen 

h, ſpare 'em not. 

Or it may be we miſtake. all this while, and theie 

1 looks are cauſed by loving too much, | 

4 Right, Madam, a little too Uxoriors; "Hats Ha! 

/ Now. have not I one word to ſay, but ſtand 
ure all Jerks like a School-Boy, with my Shirt up. 

ll have one fling at 'em tho' I die fot't; Why 
200 overſhoot your ſelves at this rate Mut 
ly be the Butts to bear all your Railery? methinks 
might ſpend one Arrow at — and take off 
— that Chatters ſo near you cas and 1 
1 paid 'em there, - | 
Butts and Daw 1 let me never Laugh agen, if they 
ot Witty too Why, you Pleaſant Rogues, 
>| cou'd kiſs them if they did. not ſtink a Ma- 
1 Mum, Mum, Mum. Did not I tell you twas 4 
neſs to ſpeak to them: 

They .envy my Friend too here, this Fleaſant Com- 
on. 

„This dear agreeable Perſon. 

n. Ay, Damn me Madam, the Rogues et us — 

, What a gentle Aſpect ? 5 ani] 
| How Proper and Airy? 
dee, here's Blood in this Face. T% 

L Pure Blood, Madam, at your Service. 

Will you walk, dear Sir? gie me Foun Head — 
* me yours — 

u. Come you dear raviſhing Rogues ——— Your 
pot, Mr. Butts l . 
d, Gentle Mr. Butts | 2955 
— ſweet Mr. Butts. POT 
„ Witty Mr. Butts, Ha, Ha, Ha! | 

. Exeunt Nem. vid. Cel. El. 
A. Well, Pll to a Dutcheſs. 

Lord ! thou art always ſo high flown —— Haſt 
never a caſt. Counteſs for me ——  -. 


1 A. 


3 6 a 


St. A. Come T er Ball and thou ſhalt ſee; 
Duke of Nemours is the Gallant to Night and Th 
at his Palace, becauſe” tis the King's Birth-Day ww 
me ſee what new Fancy for the Maſquerade ? Oh! [| 
it — Becauſe the Town is much taken with Fot 
telling, Tl ac the Dumb Man, the Highlander thaty 
ſuch a Noiſe, and thon ſhalt be my Interpreter — 0 
along, and as we yo I'll inſtruct thee in the Signs, 
Pol. Dear Rogue, let's practice a little befor, 
ſtir . As what ſign for Leachery, becauſe wet 
Nick our Wives. e 
St. A. Why thus, that's a glanting ſqueez'd Eye = 
thus — for a moiſt Hand; or thus, for a Whorej 
Corner; or thus, dowaright Cuckolding. 
Pol. Well, I ſwear this will be rare Sport, and fo 
Damn'd Spouſe I am reſolved to tickle her with a ſque 
Eye, and a moiſt Hand, and a Whore in a Corner, 
ſhe confeſs: her ſelf Guilty of downright Cuckoldt 
then in revenge for her laſt Impudence, Sue f 
Divorce: : 15 e A 
And holding to her Face the flying Label, 
Call her in open Court, the Whore of Babel. [Ex 
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SCENE II. 


Enter the Prince and Prinseſs of Cleve. 
P. C. Madam, the King commands me to attend 
is Daughter into Spain, and further adds, 
Becauſe no Princeſs Rivals you in Fame, 
You will oblige the Court in going with me. 
Princ. C. My Lord, I am prepar'd and leave the d 
With ſuch a Joy as wou'd admit no bounds -— 
P. C. As wou'd admit no bounds! and why? be 
It takes you from the Charms which you wou d {hl 
This is a Vertue of ſuch height indeed, 
As none but you can boaſt nor I deplore. 
But, Madam, Rumour ſays, the King intends 
To joyn another with me. 
Princ. C. Who, my Lord? | 
P. C. *Twas thought at firſt the Chevalier de Guiſ 


Pri 


1 C. ke is your Friend, nor cou'd the King chooſe 


0 I ſay, at firſt * twas thought the Duke of 6 
[ was ſince ioſtructed by the Queen 
i: Honour is fixt upon the Duke Nemours. Wie by 
einc. C. Nemours, my Lord? 1 ff ©, FR HIOT 
C. Moſt certain. We Ty 9 e 
inc. C. For What reaſon? 
C. Becauſe I mov'd the Dauphin Queen to ey him: 
zinc, C. * Twas raſhly done, againſt your Intereſt'moy'd. 
.C. Perhaps tis not too late yet to ſupplant him. 
inc. C. Do't then, be quick, Nemours will ſhare your 
ple your Glory =— 
C. Ha! I muſt confeſs - | 
Soldiers love him, and he bears the Palm 
ady from the Marſhals of the Field. | 
inc, C. And in the Court he's caWd, the Riſing Star: 
ſee each Night at every Entertainment. 
e he moves, what Troops of Beauties follow; 
the Queens praiſe him, and all Eyes admire him 
C. Ha! Chartres 
nc. C. Ah! my Lord — what have I done? 
C. Nothing, my Chartres, but admire Nemours! 
auen and Earth! and if 1 had but patience 
ear you out, how had you loſt your ſelf 
hat Eternal Object of your Love ? eff 
Madam, no, tis falſe, tis no Nemours: 
$my invention to find out the Truth, 
Trouble has convinc'd me tis Nemours: 
1 curſt Diſcovery in another Woman, 
d have made by her too eager Joy. | 
peak you not? you're ſhock'd with your own Vertue, 
Reſolution of your Juſtice awes you, 
d cannot, dares not give it ſelf the Lie. 

1. C. My Lord, my Love, my Life; Alas, my Cleve. 
: me! I know not what to anſwer, | 
nortally aſham'd, Pm on the Rack; 
* this humble Paſſion — Take me whit you, 

| may never ſee a Man again. 
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384 The Princeſa of Cleve: 


. C. O riſe, my Chartres ! riſe if poſſible; -- 

Til force thee to be mine in ſpight of Fate: 

My conſtant Martyrdom and deathlefs Kindneſs, | - 

My more than Mortal Patience in theſe. Su 80 4 

Shall poize his nobleſt Qualities ; O Heav'n! l 

No fear, my Chartres, tho? theſe Sorrows fall, 

That | ſuſpeRt thy Glory; ; thou baſt ſtrength 

To curb this Paſſion in, that elſe may end us. 

All that I ask thee, is to bend thy Heart. 

Frinc, C. Pl br eak it. 

P. C. Turn it from Nemours, Nemours 4 
But Oh! that Name preſents thy Danger greater; 
Look to thy Honour then, and look to mine; | 
Lask it as thy Lover and thy Husband; 

I beg it as a Man whoſe Life depends 

Upon thy Breath, that offers, thee a Heart * 

All bleeding with the Wounds of mortal Love, 

All hack'd and gaſh'd, and ſtab'd and mangl'd oe; | 

And yet a Heart ſo true, in ſpite of Pain, | 

AS ne'er yet lov'd, nor ever ſhall again. [Exit] 

Enter Irene. 

Iren. Ha! Madam, ſpeak, how is it with your Hed 
Pr. C. As with a timerous Slave, condemn'd to Torml 
That ſtill cries out, he cannot, will not bear it; 

And yet bears on. 

Iren. Ah, Madam! I would ſpcak, 

If you could bear the dreadful News I brin 
Princ. C. Alas! thou canſt not add to Grief like m 
Iren, May I demand then, if you have not told 

The Secret to your Husband ? 
Princ. C. Ha! Irene 

Why doſt thou ask? 
Iren. Becauſe but now— Tournon, a Lady of the O 

Told me ?tis blaz?d at Court Nemours confeſiſi 

He is belov'd-by one of ſuch nice Vertue, | 

That fearing-— leſt the Paſſion might betray ber, of 

She own'd, confeſs'd, and told it to her Husband, 
Princ. C. Death and Def] pair— does NNemenrs but all 
Iren, He owd'd it to the Vidam, who agen 

Told it to Madam Tournon — ſhe to others: 


._ 
* 
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The Princeſs of Cleve. 385 
«true, Nemours told not the Lady's Name 
r nou'd confeſs himſelf to be the Party; ; 

| it yet the Court in general does believe it. | 
Princ, C. I am undone —= my Fame is loſt for erer: 
Death, Irene, muſt be my remedy: 
zune, indeed, I laid my Boſom op'n,' 1 
ben'd my Heart to that ungratefol Cee, 
ho ſince, in dangerous ſearch of him I love, 
the eternal Ruin of my Honour, Cn ns 
truſted a Third Perſon But away; 3 N 
ur his tread, and am reſolved to tax him. * 8 
Enter Prince Cleve. | Bt 
1! Sir, what have you done? if you muſt kill me; 
there not Daggers poys'n —— But the Jealous 
cruel ſtill, and thoughtful in Revenge; 
(lngle Death's too little; muſt your will 
mowing Names my Duty durſt not tel] you, 
ye you to betray me to another; 1 
divulge the Secret of my Soul, | a 3 
Itthe whole Court muſt know it? „ 4 
Ha! know what? 7 * 


m Diſhonour; have Jou told it then? , 


ww, C. No, tis your ſelf, *tis you reveal'd it, Sir; 
* Confident for more Diſcovery; . 


ly of the Queen's juſt now declard it: 
Jour eternal Shame you have divulged it: 
kd it from the Vidam, Sir, of Chartres, 
ſe from the Duke Nemours 

Nemours | 
| Madam, ſaid you What Nemours — Nemours! 
Nemours know you love him? Hell and Furies! 
tat know it too, and not Revenge it 


* C. That's yet to ſeek; he will not own it bimſelf 
ncern'd, he offers not at Names, 


8 tis found, 'tis known, believ'd by all, 
* hold it, *twill be ſhortly poſted, 


ke your Wife's that curſt diſhonour'd She Ms | 
dd him of | | 


Is poſſible 1 told him? E 15 2100 
Lace 5 and if it lies 8 9 Power 77 


obs Ns Princeſs. of Cleve. 

To Reaſon calmiy;4tell me Murd'reſs, tell me, 
Compoſe that Face gf fluſh'd Hypocriſie. 
And Anſwer to;a-Trath Was it my Intereſt . 
To. Be of this? Was not rather M 
To wilh it buried. in the Grave in Hell! My 
Whence it might gever riſe to blot my Honour 
But you have ſeenyhim, by my hopes of Heaven, 
You have met and inter chang'd your ſecret Souls; 
On that complotted; ſince h bore ſu tamelß 
Your firſt Confeſſion, I ſhou'd bear the latter. 
Princ. C. Believe it if you pleaſe —— 

p. C. I muſt believe it 
This laſt Proceeding has unmask'd your Soul; 
He ſees, you ev'ry Hour, and knows yon love bin: 
Nay, for your greater Freedom, you have joyn'd 
To make this loath*d deteſfed'Cleve.your Stale. 
Ha . | btliev'd you might o*ercome this Paſſion : 
So well you knew to Charm me with the Show 
Of ſeeming Virtue, 'til T loſt my Reaſon. | 
Princ. C. Tis likely, Sir, it was but ſeeming Vertt 
And you did ill to judge fo kindly ofme—— þ 

I was miſtaken too ig that Confeſſio nn 

Ws I thought.that you wan'd do me Juſtice. 


You were miſtaken when. you thought I mou} 


Sure you forget I was deſperate, 

Sentenc'd and doom'd by Fate, or rather damn'd, 
To love you to my Grave-— And cou'd U bear 
A Rival, what and when I was your Husband, 

And when you own'd your Paſſion. to my Face, 
Confeſs'd you lov'd. me much But lov'd him mo 
Ha— Is not this enough to make me mad ? 


Princ. C. Y on have-the Power to 2 all right agen 


Why do, you not end me? 595 
o, IN end my ſelf. 
My Thoughts are grown too violent for my Reaſon, 
By this laſt Uſage, Oh! thou haſt undone me; 
T know not miBtomr: This onght not to be thine— 
1 have offended and wou'd ſue for Pardon; 
But yet I bluſh, the Treaſon is too 1 
After that moſt. vvanatural Confeſſions: 8 
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| The Pritrceſs Lee 387 
IwonJer now that 1 have liv'd ſo : : ,A 
confeſs, and then divl$e; make me dor Ned. 

= too far, the God of Love fits wide, 

Fe pets the Wind, and ſtops the Nbiſe at this; 

No more — Farewel— Falſe Chertrer, Bilfe e 

fle World, falſe All, ſince Cdartres is hot true? 

But you your wiſh with lov'd Nehbars Mall have; 

And ſhortly ſee your Husband in the Grave, fees; 

Princeſs C >. Sola. 

* World, falſe Cltve, belle Chiprres, falſe Wr 8575 

reel to all, a long aud TT | 

From all Converſe, to Deſarts let me fly, n 6 

nd in ſome gloomy Cave for 1 | e 1 MA 

U Bower at Noon the Shade o ſome 107 Trees em 4 6 


17 


Mother 's Ghoſt 1049 riſe to 1 my | Mind, Se. To 
nd leave no TE of tenderneſs behind. hs L Exit. 


AC T vt. 8817 5 1. I 5. 
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Enter Nemdurs with Muſick, Lady politor. | 


TE ha eonfels'd to me he intends to Cöckele 
St. As#rt when he walks in his leep a here- 
e if Love ſho&'d infpire me to nick the Oppottmlity, 
lope you will not bar the Door which, wk Husband 


— 


L Pa. Ingratefal Monſter— 
Nem, Ingnatefkf: thats Fats; and it nen yor 


der to make him a Monſter. 5 
. I dars not, New. What? E. r. Truſt pod. 


Nems. 


de Daughters of the Philitine— Nay, if you arel 


388 ue Princeſs of Cleve: 


Nem, Nay, then Em ſure thou wilt, let me but in! 
ſhew the Power you have over me. | 
L. P. As how my Lord? - __ 1 8 
_ Nem, Why, when J have thee in my Arms, by Heaye 
I' quit my Joys at thy deſire 
T. P. That will indeed be a perfect Tryal of your Love 
come then through the Garden Back- ſtairs, and when e 
. Candle put out, thruſt op'n the Door. 
Nem. By Heaven I'll eat thy Hand — Thou dear fn 
' Seducer |. how it fires my Fancy to ſteal into a Garden, 
ruſtle through the Trees, to ſtumble up a narrow Pair 
Back-ſtairs, to whiſper through the Hole of the Door, 
kiſs it open, and fall into thy Arms with a Flood of Joy 
IT. P. Farewel, the Company comes, I muſt leave ya 
while to engage with my Husband: You'll fall aſleep beſt 
the Hour ; | | 
Nem. If I do, the very Tranſport of Imagination fk 
carry me in my ſleep to thy Bed, and Ill wake int 
Act. „„ DL Exit L. 
So there's one in the Fernbrake, and if ſhe ſtir till Mot 
ing I have loſt my Aim; but now, why what have we het 
a Hugonet Whore, by this light Have I? For the f 
ward Brisk, ſhe that promis'd me the Ball Aſſignation, 
faid, there was nothing like ſlipping out of the Crowd in 
Corner, breathing ſhort an Ejaculation, and returning 
if we came from Church Let me ſee; Ell put on 
Mask, fling my Cloak over my Shoulder, and View en 
they paſs: Not thou, nor thou —g—- 
Enter Tour non in the Habit of a Hugonot. 
Tour. Ah, thou unclean Perſon, have I bunted t 
there, like a Hart from the Mountains to the Vallies, 
thou would'ſt-not be found; verily, thou haſt been amo! 


Jour. 
rate Wii 
uit afte! 
Mm. 1 
Tour, I 
your Cl 
merly; 
New, 7 
is is ſuch 
al zation 


cent, ſtand before me, and reply to the Words of 

Mouth | * . 8 5 ' . * 34 * ok 85 0 | 
 Nem, I ſhall truly ——_ : 

Tour. Say then Haſt thou not defiled. thy (elf 


apy Davilah, fence laſt you felt Pp e 


much? 34 
pr. Ney, verihyrr . 


—— - * 
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The Princeſs of Cleve. 389 
Tur. Have you not overheated your Body with Adul- 
ate Wines? Have you not been at a nend nor touched 
it after the Lewd Orange- Woman? ? : c IM 
Nem, 1 am unpolluted. ö 04 Hate 
Tur. And yet, methinks, there is not the ſame Colour 
jour Cheeks, nor does the Spirit dance 1 in your Eye as 
metly; why do you not approach me? LUntaking. 
New. Tournon _ Heretick! _ thou dear Raſo: 


111 


0d, yet loves her — as her nar 1 wou'd 
abe! in private with you. 
And I with you; becauſe lam \ reſolv'd never o ſee 
* more. R 
um. Never to ſee me Morel The Reaſon? $30 - $007 
#. Becauſe I hate you. IS 
Nm, And yet I believe you love me too, becauſe you 
epreciſe to the Minute. 
Ci. True; yet I hate you juſtly, heartily Ay le 
Nem, By Gad, and I'll love thee as heartily, juſtly and 
Wictouſly, as thou canſt love me for thy Blood: Come 
, Riddle, and T'll unfold thee. LExeunt, 
Enter Poltrot, St. Andre diſguis d, with Elinora, 
L. Poltrot coming up to em 


lons of our Life paſt, preſeat, and to come, yet cannot 
ak one word ? 

ma, 0 he's infallible! why, what did you never hear of 
Ir Second-ſight Men, your Dumb Highlanders that tell 


lm, he ſpeaks ſo exactly 

E. I thought you had ſaid he was Dumb? 7 2 

', Right; but I am his Interpreter, and when the Fit 
Mes on him, he blows through me like a Trunk, and 
at : decome his ſpeaking Trumpet. 

7. Pray, Sir, may not I have my Fortune tald! me 
ö B b 3 Pol. 


tunes? why, you woy'd think the Devil in Hell were 


il But it is true indeed, that your Friend can tell all the } 1 


399 Nui Princeſs of Cleve. 

Poll Ay, and there were a Thouſand of you, he will ry 
you! em over like:the: Chriſ-croſs-row, and never mis 
Tittle ; he ſhall tell ye. his Name that cried God bleſs 30 
when you ſneez'd laſt; tell you when you wink'd lift 
when and where you ſcratch'd laſt; and where you {a 
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Oo Saturday ——.. . 29 I 
l. Pray let him tell us then; for we are Siſters, 0 
Tempers and Conditions, whether married or ugmarrig 
with all the hnpertinences thereunto belonging, 

Pol. I'll ſpeak to kim, Son of the Sun, and Emperor of 
Stars ·—— St. A. Ha, Ha ; 

Pal. Look ye, look ye; he's pleas d to tell you, but i 
muſt go near him; for he muſt look in your Hand, tou 
your! Face, Breaſts; and where-ever-elſe he pleaſes. 

ESt. Andte makes Horns 'with both bis Hands, | 

| his Finger in his Mdputh and laughs. | 

Poli In Nemine Domine Bomine. 1;proteſt Fam.coofout 
ed; well Ladies, I cou'd not have thought it had been 
you; but *tis certainly true, and E muſt out With 
Firſt, he ſays, you are both married, you are both I 
dinous beyond Example, and your Husbands are the great! 


- - 


Cornutors in Chriſtendo 


. 2 We 
Fol. Ay, indeed, indeed, and indeed He fl 3 


Jou are a Couple of Meſſalina e, and the Stews canndt 1 
tisfie-you; he ſays, your Thoughts are ſwell'd with a C 
noſity; nay, nay, you have the Green-Sickneſs of ! 
Soul, which runs upon nothing but weighing Stalliol 
churning:Boars, and bellowing Bulll——— 

L. P. Oh! I confeſs, I confeſs—— But for Heaven W 
dear Sir Let; it- not take Air, for then we are 
undone? !! n n 

El. Oh! Undone, undone, Sir, if our Husbands dt 
know it; for they are a Couple of the jealouſeſt, ti 
bleſome, impertinent Cuckolds alive. - f 
Pol. Alack l Alack . O Jezabell but I will have 
bee her from the Window, and the Dogs 
Eat (+ off * . | 14880 uw 4 14 
nut pp. Sir, ask him ha many times , 
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The. Princes uf Cleve. 1 
pal What, how mann imes you have Cuckolded ornt 
Fl, Spare our Modeſty, 70s make the Blood ſa ffuſh In 
faces. 
pal. But by Jove, III kt ae PILL hold her by the 
xe, and ſt ick er like a Fg 1 50 {1:17 6 155 
L. P. Will you ſpeak to him, Sir 1777) 790 
gil. See, he undexſtands you withüot it 3 he ſa 18 {ou 
quities are innumerable, your Fornitatiensliks irs 
jour Head, and your Adolteries Ide the Sahds- * 
Wo that youaredllFiſhidowgnand; that Ln bes 
freſh to you; and that when you were little ads 
, Jou were ſo wanton, your Mothers yd ds 
ind you—- 2+ ni my uni Bon ow * EIFS 
| All this we conftf to he true; "bitwe 'cotlefiitoo, 
fue had found out any Sort of Tols, but thoſe jesden 
pes our Husbands. pat boog en T6264 10), 
P. Whoſe Wits are as dull as theĩd Appetites —— 
| Mine's ſuch a!UltenGil; 48 is not fit rtr, a block. 
P. Nor mine the, Beetle to drive imm « oT 
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. She ſhall ; 2 — my Fawn ont, a Friends 
* ben 1 7 85 bee Sen _ 1 be Cackold | . 


3 44.2 4: 29208 1 BOY 
1 Certain, 4 all this iroceeded from: his Lad 
dreaming Cuckold Wife cou'd never think ont; we 
i geſolved this very Night, when he rambles in = 
7, to watch him, flip to his Witgy and ſay nothing. 

Bb 4 Hey! 


1 4 Nay then, tis time to uncaſs and: be rebenꝶ d. 4% 
eatt 1 Hark you Strumpet ——= 273.3011 22 JON 239.4 | it 
Shes Ha, Ha, are you not fittedfinely. 7:01 1 15 
You mult turn Fortune- tellerꝭ muſt: you? or UY 
And think we couꝭd nat knowꝗw⅛ yon? 7 
* 4 . „SEentlemen; ſhall homely Taboo Jown'with | | : 
| 4 4 KITE! 17 15 78 1 
ben dag thou know: me chen indeed . * WM 
oft 4 — it that ſweet Voice of yours e be di vis d 4 
100 J ape. Hes. 1 170 104 1 
„ u. Nay, 1 confela, Ai hens: a Wick in my! Voice, a | J ö 
* 7 that is particular A a: Hd 
eM and what! ſey Jou, Sir, ſhall muſty Wite comgoto F} 
— agen 1 2 10 1 WH 
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Hey! Come; came, where arexthoſe ee a lie i 
;yerſion,, and then for Bed. 
Dance. 

JTeur. (to Ell.) I have lock'd the Vidam in your Clol 
who will be ſure to watch n Husband' 8 riſing, therefq 
be not ſurprizd ———. LExi To 

St. A. Come, well, let's away to Bed. LF 
— And what: then? bk { 

K. A; Nay, Gad, that T can't tell; for Abetbint 
1585 singing, kencing, and my laſt: "Dutcheſs, In 
e ae ee 

Fel. And ſo am 1; perhaps our Wives have eine 
Opium, leſt we ſhou'd diſturb em in the Night. 
0 Don't theſe Men deſerve to be fitted? 

Cel. They do, and Fortune grant they may— Her 
01 hear us good Heaven, for we pray heartily. 

LExennt.as Nemours and Marguerite En 

Frm Was ever Man ſo bleſt with ſuch Poſſeſſion, 
Thou Ebbing, Flowing, Raviſhing, Racking Joy; 
Akin ſo White and ſoft, the yielding Mould 
Lets not the Fingers ſtay upon the Dint; . 

But from the beautious Dimples flip em down 
To Pleaſures that muſt be without a Name. 

Vet Hands, and Arms, and Breaſts we may RE 
And that which 1 love, no ſmelling Art, l 
But ſweet Nature, as juſt peeping Violets, or op'ning Bu 

Marg. Then you. do love me? 

New O! 1 cou'd:die, methinks, this very Hour; 

But for the luſcious Hopes of Thouſands more. 
And all like theſe; yet when 1:muſt go out, 
Let it be thus, with Beauty laugbing by me, 
Songs, Lutes and Canopies, while I Sacrifice 

Io thee the laſt dear ebbing Drop of Love. 
But ſnow me now that Face. 0 

Mag. No, you diſſemble, you ſay the ſame thn 

| every one you meet; I thought once indeed to have fil 
Heart upon yon, 1 Tm off 1 and am-reſoly'd 
ſhall never fee me. 146; 
41 Niem. You dally, come, by ll the Kinduehs pſt 
= ral Swear then. 5 
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FF What? 18 

Marg. Never to touch your dear Domeſtick ſhe, 

hat lives in Shades to all the World but me. 

o you gueſs, I know you now? | 

Nem. I do, and ſwear ; but are theſe equal Terms, kar 

on ſhall never touch a Man but me ? 

Marg. I will But how can you convince me ? 

vhs with you, Libertines of Honour, are to little purpoſe. 

Vem. But this muſt fatisfie thee, there is more Pleaſure 

thee after Enjoyment, than in her and all Womankind 

ore it; thou haſt Inſpiration, Extaſie, and Tranſport; 

| theſe dewitching Joys that make Men Mad - 

Mag. (Unmarking) And thou Villainy, Treachery, 
— all thoſe Monſtrous, Diabolical Arts, that ſe⸗ 

ue Young Virgins from their Innocent Wr ſet em | 

the High-way to Hell and Damnation. 

Mn. Ha! Ha! my Marguerite, ist poſlible ? .- 

Marg, Call me not yours, nor think of me agen, 

m convinc'd you're Traytors all alike, ,-- ['veng'd; 

id from this Hour renounce-you — Not but Pi be re- 

6 J will try the Joys of Life like ou, 

t not with Men of Quality, you Devils of Honour ; : 

„ I will ſatisfie my Pride, Diſdain, Rage and Revenge 

jalthe powers of Heaven andEarth I will; THY ſafely, 
change my loving, lying Tinſel Lord, 

f an obedient, wholſome, drudging Fool. vx 

New, Why this will make thee better eaſie to both, 

ie you your Ramble, Madam, and I'll take mine. 

t s't poſſible for one of your nice taſte to Bed a Fool? 

Marg, To chooſe, to chooſe, my Lord, 

fool; now by my Will and Pride of Heart, 

bere's freedom, Fancy and Creation in't, 

trickles to the Frown, and cries forgive me; 

des the moulding of him without bluſhing ; 

Id what wou'd'Woman more, now view the other, 

ur Man of ' Senſe, that vaunts deſpotick Pow'r, 

at reels preciſely Home at break of Day, — a 

anders the Houſe, brains half the Family, | 15 

e, where's my Whore, what will ſhe Stew till Doomſ- 14 

en he appears, and kindly goes to help him, [day ? if 
oars T 


e [ 


e En 


8 Du 


K 
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Roars ont, a Shop, a Walking-Shop of Scents, 

Flavours or Phyſick, and the clammy Bath, | 

The ſtench. of Orange-Flow' rs, the Devil- pulvilio; 

Ka, theſe, he cries, are the Bleſt Hushand's Joys 
: Nem. I ſwear moſt: natural and unaffected— Ha! H 

Marg. But if he chance to uſe her civilly, 

Take heed, there's cavert-malice in his Smiles, 

Millions to one the Villain has been mint, 

And comes to try Experiments on her, 

Beſides a thouſand under Plots and Oreſſes, 

No cat, filence ſtill where er he chmes, 510 
o chat, he cries, of Colours, Points or Faſhions,” 
- Nem. Preach on Divine; Ha! Ham 
Marg. Let me nat bear you ask my ſickly Lady, 

W — ſhe faund. Obſtructions at the Waters; 109 
Nem. Fye, that's Obſcene— | 
Marg. Thus Damns the Affectation of our Prattls 


re Love 
Love re 
h as Mal 
\ [ knon 
take ſo 
| thou 4 
1. My ! 
Aeon 
ging Knc 
they bre 
em ſo pi 
new not 
bare — 
m. No 

Heroick \ 
what ſha 


And ſwears:he'l'Gag the Clack, or wo 5 worſe, * f 
: | Nem, Nay, hold nh ts 


Mag. Send for the 83 L | he ; 
5 What, Mad — nd this 
Marg. Do, Villian, Traytor 12 ow, 18 
Contrive this miſchief if thoo: ca for. me, I PL de 


Send thou the Padiock; but PH find the Key. [ 

Nem. Whir goes the Patridge on the-purring Wing 
Yet when I ſee- my time l myſt recal her; 
For ſhe has admirable things in her, ſuch. as if 1 gain! 
the Princeſs of Cleve. may fix me to ber, without naul 
ing the Vice of Conſtancy Ha!] Bellamore. 

Emer Bellamore. 

What Wenn ng > ny e bal thou bon! | 
Speak. EE M0! 

Bell. 1 have. | 

Nem. Where, how, e and 1 et * 

Bell. After J had enquired after the Prince's Health, 
I ask'd a Woman of his Lady, who told me, 
She was retired into the great Bower in the Garden. 

Nem. The very place where firſt I ſaw and len 4 
When after I had ſav'd the Princes Life. 
bg brought me late one Ev'ging to the view, 


Go t 
mageme 
he comes 
Ips he's ] 
ſe an 
oy Tong 
C I com 
Love 
were my 
Duſt choo 
Man J loy 
him the 
ey ry ma 
Jet the bl, 
I may mz 
O Hes 


| The Princeſs of Cleve, - 395 
re Love and Friendſhip firſt began; TELE 
Love remains, and Friendſhip, as 
\ 23 Man can have for his Cuckold; ne an 
' [know not that Man upon Earth 1 Love 2 mall, . 
take ſo much from, as this hopeful Prince ob Cleve— 
6 thou ſee ber in the Garden 7 . 
il, My Lord, 14d, where he appear d like her that 
Aeon Horns, with all her Nymphs abaut her, buſie 
ging Knots which ſne took from Baskets of Ribbons 
they brought her; and methought ſhe ty'd and une 
em ſo prettily as if ſhe had been; as Croſi Queſtions, 
new not what ſhe did, her N her Neck and Arms 
bare 
w, No more; if 1 live P ſee her to Night, for 
Heroic Vein comes upon me Death and the De- 
what ſhall become of the Back ſtair Lady then 
| thee, Bellamore, take this Key: doſt thou hear 
? go to Sr? Andre's Houſe, through the Garden up 
back- ſtairs, puſh open the Door and be bleſt: Hell! 
be in two places at once? Hark thee, give der 
and this, and this, when thou biteſt her with a part- 
low, ſigh out Nemoprs. | 
l, Pl do't 


Ha 


Enter the Prince of Cleve. © 
Go to Tourney for the reſt, he'll inſtruct thee i in 
lanagement : Away. 
he comes up but ſlowly, yet he ſees. me, 
ps he's Jealous, why then I'm jealous too; 
criie and Softueſs, with all the Arts of 2 | 
my Tongue. 
C. I come, my Lord, to ask if yon love me, | 
Love thee, my-Cleve! by Heaven, cer yet] ſaw 
nere my, Prayers. ſtil] offered to the Fates, Cthee, 
uſt choole a Friend, Grant me, ye Powers, 
pan love may ſeize my Heart at once; 
bim the perfect Temper of your ſelves, 
ev ry manly Grace and mining Virtue; 
et the bloom of Beauty to his Youth, 
Imay make a Miſtreſs * him too. 
O * nF. 
Nem,. 
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Nem. That at firſt yiew our Souls may kindle, CTo! 


And like two Tapers kindly mix their Bea | not to 
I Knelt, and Pray'd, and Wept for ſich TM | Mank 
And they return'd me more than I cou'd ask, „ ond b. 
All that was Good or Great or juſt in thee. ſpeak to 
F. O. You fay you love me, I muſt make the Prog | our F 
For you have rought it to a Doubt — conjure 
3 = reg ? . Sls I Coartres 

n this; you have not Te Ye" all . You 

You muſe of late, ev'n on my 82 5 Day, rot C. My. 
at fit with a too thoughtful Brow, '. th a W 
Tou ſigh'd and hung your Head upon yo think me 
Nay, in the widlt of Laughter — * all the 
You ſtarted, blufh'd, and cry'd, it was wondrons ud make 
And yet you knew not what—— Speak like a Friend, AF" Man 
What! is the cauſe, my Lord? C. Yet 
Nem. Shall I deal plainly with you? > pm not wel be to al 
P. C. Ido believe it, how hap' ned the Diſtemper? | the bc 
Nen. It is too deep to ſearch, nor can I tell you lake you 
P. C. Then you are no Friend. ou haſt 
Showd Cleve thus anſwer to Nemours, I cannot: Ince m 
Say rather, that you will truſt a Man | mm, But 
You do not love. told yor 
Nem, OT n, I do. iT de 
P. C. By Heaven, you do? Yet ' tis to tear 
For ſuch a 8 5 deep ob C. Drau 
Nem. Of all Mankind. f thou de 
You ought not —— '_ : t you bo 
F. C. Nay the reſt. geither 
MNem. It is not fit. one of 
Be ſatisfied Ill bear it to my Grave what er it be. . Ther 
P. C. you are in Love, my Lord, G I wi 
And if you. do not Swear— But where's the need? I en, f 
You ſtart, you change, you are another Man, ell my 1 
You bluſh, you're all conſtraint, you turn away. uilt at 
Nem, Why take it then; *tis true I am in Lore, h That 
In Torture, Racks, in all the Hells of Love, Ia 10 
Of hopeleſs, reſtleſs, and eternal Love. With at 
P. C. Her Name, my Lord. nere 


Lg Her Name, my Lord, to you? ore I b 


) fea 
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| not to me? and wherefore did you ſay, 
11 Mankind I ought not— There you ſtopt, - 
«01d have ſaid To'pry into this Bulineſs— 
peak to eaſe the Troubles of my Soul, 


conjure thee, thunder in my Ears, _. 
Cbartres that thou lov'ſt, Chartres my Wife. 
m. Your Wife, my Lord ? 


Em. 1 will not tell you, Sir, who 'tis I Love, 
thick me not ſo baſe, were it your Wife, 

all the ſubtleſt Wit of Earth or Hell 

d make me vent a Secret of that Nature 

y Man on Earth, much leſs to you. 9 

C. Yet you cou'd baſely tell it to the Vidam 
he to all the Court — But I waſte time 

| the boiling Venom of my Paſſion, rat's 

uke you own it e er we part Diſpatch, 


unce me, Cuckold. | 
m. But then 1 give my ſelf the Lye, | 
told you but juſt before, I wow'd not ſpeak, 


e, I fear you are going Mad. 
C. Draw then and make it up, 
thou doſt not own what I demand, 


neither will confeſs, I ſwear agen, 
one of us muſt fall. 3 
n. Then take my Life. : 
then, for if thou doſt not, I will Kill thee, 
tell my Wife thou baſely did confeſs | 
ult at laſt, in hopes to ſave thy Life. 


fore I draw, but Oh! but Witneſs Heaven, 

ſuch a trembling Hand and bleeding Heart, 
were to Fight againſt my Father. 
fore I beg thee by the Name of Friend, 


|| our Friendſhip, by the Life thou gay ſt me, 


ou haſt Whor d my Wife, Damnation on me, 


397 
c To me, Confuſion, Plagues and Death upon me. 


i 


* 


C. My Wife, my Lord; and I muſt have you own it. 


* 


* 


[ had done it. Which I ſwear I haye nat _ 
t you both know and have complotted on me; by 
C. I will, by Heay'n, if thou refuſe me Juſtice ; 


n. That is a Blaſt indeed, that Honour ſhrinks at, 


Which 
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Which once with half this Suit wou'd have diſfblptt 
V beg thee, gentle Cleve, to hold thy Hand. 
P. C. Tm Deaf as Death, that calls for one or hl 
_ [Cleve diſarm' a, Nemours gibs him bis Spin 
Nem. Then give it me, I Arm thy Hand aged, 
Againſt my Heart, againſt this Heart that Loves th 
Truſt then, for by the Blood that bears my Life, 
Thou ſhalt not know the Name of her I Love; 
Not but I ſwear upon the Point of Death, 
Your Wife's as clear ftom me as Heav*n firſt made lit 


our, S0, 
you ſe 
1dy, 4 
be read) 
d. The 
ur. Ne 
e that 4 


P. C. No mor e, my Lord, you've given me twice nj Ne Nam 
Nem. Are Yon not Hurt? + Rs 5, but | 

P. C. Alas, tis not ſo well, | ded Lo 

T have no Wound but that which Honour makes, ents her 

And yet there's ſomething cold upon my Heart, flies for 

J hope 'tis Death, and 1 ſhall fnortiy pay you, ive at I: 


es a firn 
my Loi 
of dept 
do I ta 


With Chartres Love, for you deſerve her better. 
Nem, No, Sir, you ſhall not, you ſhall Live, my 

And long enjoy your beauteous virtuous Bride; 

You ſhall, 'dear Ptince, why are you then fo. cold? 


P. C. I cannot ſpeak — Bu: thus, and thus, i | 
ſomething Riſes here. "0 o -” 
I his Lo 


Neem. III wait you Hothe, ndy, ſhake theſe drops! 
And Hang upon my Arm . 
P. C. I will do any thing, EY 
So you will promiſe never to upbraid me. 
Nem. I ſwear 1 will not. 1 ge 
P. C. But will yon Love me too as formerly? 
Nem. I ſwear far more than evet, 
P. C. Thou know'ſt my Nature's ſoft, yet, Oh ſuch 
Such Love as mine, and injur'd as 1 thought, 
Wob'd Spleen the Gaul-leſs Turtle, wou d it not! 
Nem. It wou'd, by Heavn . Ton make 4 
of me. 1 W "ON 
P. C. Why any thing thou ſay'ſt to humour me, 
Vet it is kind, and 1 muſt love theſe Tears, 
I hope my Heatt will break, and then we're evi; 
Yet if this cruel Love thy Cleve ſhou'd kill, | 
Remember after Death thou Loy'ſt me ſtill. _ 'L 
4-7 72 ; ＋ 
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18 CEN. E II. 
Eired Tournon with the Vidath;/ 
ur, $0, let the Corner be your Poſt, and as ſoon 4 
you ſee St. Andre come ſtatking in his Dream, llip to 
xy, and when you have agreed upon the oe 
be ready to bring you off with a Witneſs 
d. Thou dear obliging — — 9 
ur, No more o' that; away, mark but Wa eaſily 
that are gifted with Diſcretion bring things about; 
he Name of Goodneſs let Men and Women have their 
„ but ſtill be careful of the Main Here's a Hot- 
ted Lord goes Mad for a prating Girl, Treats her 
eats her, Flames for her, Dies for her, till the Fool 
lies for pure Love, and when the Bus'neſs fails, is forcd 
ive at laſt by the Love of his Footman but ſhe that 
s a firm Bargain, is commonly thought a great Soul; 
my Lord, having conſidered on't, thinks her a Per- 
of depth, and fo reſolves to have it out of her But 0 
do I talk ſo my ſelf, when there's ſomething to do; | 
ily 1 ſhou'd have made a rare Speaker in a Parlia- Y 
t of Women,; or a notable Head to a Female Jury, 1 
his Lordſhip gravely puts the Queſtion, Whether it 1 
ts, or Non Satis, or Numquam Satis, and we bring 1 l _ ſ 
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Wramy ——— Ha! but who comes here? I mu 
d for Bellamore. 8 
Enter Poltrot, Celia az pour” 7-5 ; 
My Wife and I went to Bed together, and Fil 3:4 
ant full ſhe was of Expectation, fo white and clean, | 'F 
nuch inclin'd to Laugh, and lay at her fall length; = 
do wou'd ſay, come eat me. N 
Said ſhe ſo, ſweet Sir? | = 4 
Not a bit, b the Lord, not J, not L — 
Alas! nice Gentleman. 
A Farmer wou'd ſay this was barbaroull Gone, bai 
| wa Beef But I have Plover in reſerve—Ha! St. 
ark, I hear him buſtle, O Lord! how © 
cart goes pit a pat! nay, I Dreamt laſt 2 77 An. 
bras Gelt—Fis he, dis he, by the Vid. gers in. 
ghc 1 fee — now the Politick K : 
ea 
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Pride in a Puritan's Band, ſhort Hair, and Cap pinch 
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Head goes, it ſhall branch by and by— What wg 
ſtop for, there's neither Gate nor Stile in your way; y 
by that ſadden ſtretch, he ſeems as if he wou'd tak 
Jump, or practice on the High Rope; O your bun 
Servant, Sir, I'll but do a little Bus'neſs for you and 
with you agen. Nay, look you, Sir, I have as many f 
as Democritus when he cry*d, Poor Jack — There's n 


k you, 
Day, 
0 YOU « 
s gone: 
pon m. 
Bed; l 
can YE 
IN, and 
thou de 
dſt tho 


than under a King's Crown. Poor Jack, Citizens, 
Zens, look to your Wives, the Courtiers come, | 


to — they'll do 'em; look to em, they'll do 'em; Mach th 
Jac | | | 
a St. A. Ha! Ha! You'll tickle me to Death Nu Was 
Your Miſtreſs will hear us Thou art the want! I we 
Rogue | 1 
Enter Tournon with Bellamore. Ing cloſ 
Tour. Madam. Cel. Here's tke a gr 
Tour. Here's a Thief I took in your Chamber lay blo 
Bell. Ah, Madam! retire for a Moment, and II ſeems- 
you the whole Confeſſion. auto as 


The 
werily 


Cel. Confeſs, and you know what follows; however, | 
reſolved to hear what you can ſay for your ſelf. [Ex 
St. A. Nay Piſh, nay Fie, Sweet-heart But 
EKiſs you if I can; - | 
I did not take you for to be ſuch a kind of Man. L Re-ent, 
But l' go call my Mother as loud as I can cry, 
Why, Mother, Mother, Mother, out upon you, Fye. 
Pol. O Lord ! O Lord! I had like to have trod up! 
Serpent that wou'd have bit me to Death. I wedl 
take up the Cloaths as gently as I cou'd for my Life, 
a great, huge, hoarſe Voice flew in my Face, with l 
me you Son of a Whore, I'll cut your Throat; you! 
gueſs I withdrew, for o' my Conſcience the Fright hu 
moſt made me unclean : but Fil to my own Spouſe, 
if the Lord be pleas'd to bring me off” ſafe this both, 
never go a Cuckold-making agen while my Ee 


open. 1 ee . 
St. A. Hark, my Wife's coming up Stairs Wake, 
up with my Breeches; ſo, ſo, ſmooth the Bed, y 


Damn'd Luck's this — So, fall a Rubbing the Room. 
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oo, Wife; Celia has been upon the hunt for you all 
;Day, ſhe's below in the Garden; go, go, we'll Kiſs 
n you come back Now, Sirrah, now, yon Rogue, 
gone; come, come, loſe not your Opportunity, Pll 
00 my Breeches for fear—— Ay? No, no, not upon 
Zed; Piſh, againft the Back of this Chair Won't 
can you tell Try Fll buy thee a new Gown, and 
n, and a lac'd Petticoat, and pay thee double Wages; 


ut thou dodge me? Gad, but I'll have thee; Gad, but 
catch thee; Ay, and have at thee agen and agen. 

| | | LExit. Re-enter\Poltrot. 
l Was ever Man of Honour thus unfortunately met 
1? I went into my Chamber, and trod as ſoftly as a 
rsd Mouſe, for fear of waking my Cat; when 
Ing cloſe to my Bed- ſide, methought it rock'd to and 
ke a great Cradle, and the Cloaths heav'd as it ſome 
lay blowing there—— But the Beaſt was by the Bed- 
It kems—— Yes, I am; and who can help it, as very 
cnuto as e'er was grafted | heard my beloved Wife 


agrily together Nay, prithee, my Dear—— 
now you are tireſome-—— T ſhall be aſnam'd to look 
In the Face agen! Why, how will ſhe look upon me 
! O Lord What ſhall I do? ſhall I ſtand thus like 


Iot be reveng'd 
Enter St. Andre 


* 
* 


ith D, Sr. Andre. | h | 
you “ Ti-ti 'tis im. im-im-poſſible I II ſhou'd be the 
zht ba fo-fo-for I cannot ſpeak a plain Word. 
oouſe, WF Lou re a Cuckold, a Cuckold, a Cuckold. 

bout: Why lo-lo- look you, I ſaid it co-co-cou'd not be 
7 be " Sir, I all the World knows, I am no Cu-Cu- 


" [ 
8 — 


ed 
Room? 


Wake, wake, I ſay, or I'll ſhake the Bones out of 


four Heifer's a Plowing. 
Gc 


” || 


Sb. A. 


thou dear, pretty, ſoft, ſweet, wriggling Rogue, what 


The Plagues of Egypt on her — Speak ſo lovinglyx 


oldly Son of a Whote, with my Horns in my Pocket, / 


re comes as very a Cuckold as my ſelf; Tam reſoly d 
de bim, and we'll fall upon em together Alloo, 


Way, your Horns are a growing, your Bed is a 
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St. A. Why, let her Plo-Plo-Plow on, if the Se Se. 
be well Sown, we ſhall have a good Cro- Crop 
Pol. Warſe and worſe; why then I'll roar out dire! 
and raiſe the Neighbours — Help, Ho Help! Mund 
Murder! Fire! Fire! Fire]! Cyckoldom ! Cuckold 


Thieves! Murder! Rapes! Cuckoldom! 


Enter the Vidam and Bellamore. The Vidam cone 
to Poltrot, ſnoets of a P.ſtol. St. Andre and Pal 
fall down together Tournon enters with the Lady 


Tournon leads off the Vidam and Bellamore. 
Cel. Thieves, Thieves! Ho! Jaques] Pedro— Tj 


El, Thieves! Thieves Wake! wake! my Lord 


St. A. Waking. ] Why, what the Devil's the n 
Where am I? 


El. O! you'll never leave this ill habit of walki 
your Sleep Tis a Mercy we had not all been 
der' d You went down in your Shirt, Sir, open 
Door, and let in Rogues that had like to have cut al 
Throats——- But for the future, I am reſolv'd ta tien 


Nem, 
Aion I 
ow the! 
arguer, 
hogs i 
love h 
ournon | 
zen, ant 
e will h. 
d buy h 
ar the 
, ſhal 
rye 
Ped. 1 


me with the Bed-Cord, rather than endure this = 
St. A. Where's Poltros? one * 
Cel. Murder'd, Sir, here] here! here! one of tne... 
lains diſcharg'd a Piſtol juſt in his Belly—— V they 
St. 4. Shot in the Guts! Lord bleſs us! here 198 | Condi 
Light! Light! Light! ſhot in the Guts ſay Jou We von 
ol. Oh! Oh» Lower, lower, lower—— Fer: of +: 
ſearch me, lower, lower. , WE of 4 
St. A. Cold hereabouts—— Let's bear him to u PII 
and ſend for a Surgeon * ay L. 
Pol. Softly! ſoftly, ſoftly — Come not near mf 
codil; Oh! Oh Ts 8 
St. A. Unhappy Chance, no where but juſt in the . 
Pol. Yes, yes, yes, ia the Head too, in the Head, 


in the Head: Nay, and let me tell you, you had be 
your own, but bear me off or 1 ſhall Swoon, | fe 
thing trickle, trickle in my Breeches; Oh! oo 


de 
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SCENE III. 


Enter Nemours; Pedro N By 

Nm. Alas! Poor Prince, I proteſt the Violence of his 
ſion has caſt him in a Fever, he dies of it——— And 
on then ? Shall I marry the Princeſs of Cleve, or ſtick to 
yguerite as we are? For *tis moſt certain ſhe has rare 
tings in her, which T found by my laſt Experiment, and 
love her more than ever, almoſt to jealouſie: Beſides, 
wrron tells me, the Dauphin begins to buz about her 
en, and who knows but in this heat of hers, as ſhe ſays, 
ewill hang her ſelf out to Sale; but he may nick the time 
d buy her I like not that No, I'll throw boldly, 
ar the Table if I can; if not, tis but at laſt forſwearing 
V, ſhake of my new Acquaintance, and be eaſie with my 
eye Hark, I am juſt upon the Bower- Muſick— 
Pra, I have hitherto obey'd my Maſter's Order; but 
n reſolv'd to dog him till he's lodg' da on 
Mm. Now do I know the Preciſe will call me damn'd 
vue for wronging my Friend, eſpecially ſuch a ſoft, 
tet natur d Friend as this gentle Prince Verily, I 
they lie in their Throats; were the graveſt of em in 


r = — — N = us 2 - 
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re 1988 Condition, and thought it ſhou'd never be known, 
100 wou'd rouze up the Spirit, caſt the dapper Cloak, 


re off their humming and hawhing, and fall too like a 
In of Honour, | Exit. 
ed. Il face him till he enters the Bower, and then 
| My Lord. | N 


SCEN E, The Bower, Lights, Song. 


1 theG 4 
Head, got, | q | kl 4 
4 beſt! The Princeſs of Cleve, Irene. " 
fed | nia 1 5 K. 
Jþ! 0 SO N G. | | 1 
Loe Selina, Innocent and Free, 4 
From all the dangerous Arts of Love, | _— 
Thus in a Melancholy Grove | 1 
Enjoy'd the 1 of her Privacy, | 


GC 3 Till 
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Till th' envious Gods, deſigning to undo her, he ni 
Diſpatcht the Swain, nat unlike them, to woe her love 
It was not long ere the deſign did take, And w 
A gentle Youth born to perſmade, ly He: 
\ 1 *Deceiv'd the too too eaſie Maid; 55 hat cl 
Haier Strip and Garlands ſoon. ſhe did forſake, hog 
And raſhly told the Secrets of ber Heart, 2avull 
| Which the fond Man would evermore impart. 

_ Falſe Florimel, Joy of my Heart, ſaid ſhe, Hal | 
dis hard to Love and Love in vain, Nem, 
To Love and not be Lov'd again; Tf Brine, 
Aud why ſhou'd Love and Prudence diſagree 7 Nem, 
Pity ye Powers that ſit at eaſe: above, Princ, 
C Feder you knew what *tis to be in Love. he Hor 
: 18590170 Ps Td 1 Jon K m. 
Princ. C. Alas! Irene, J do believe Nemours erer te 
The Man thou repreſents him; yet, O Heav'n! Priac, 

And O my Heart! in ſpite of my Reſolves, P. C. 

Spite of thoſe matchleſs Vertues of my Husband, Mm. 

I Love the Man my Reaſon bids me hate: [ithout ; 

Yet grant me ſome few Hours ye Saints to live, d paſs t 

That I may try what Innocence ſo amd ds'd in 

As mine, with Vows, ean do in ſuch a Cauſe! th Eye 

The War's begun, the War of Love and Vertue, leave 

And I am fixt to conquer or to die. Invoke 

Len. Your Fate is hard; and ſince you honour'd me WP talk 1; 

' With the important Secret of your Life, ud you 
Pve labour'd for the Remedy of Love. thus it t. 

Princ. C. I muſt to death own thee my better Ange echſafe 

Thou know'lt the Struglings of my wounded Soul, K not [ 

Haſt ſeen me ſtrive againſt this lawleſs Paſſion, mc, C. 

Till I have lain like Slaves upon the Wrack, em, T 

My Veins half burſt, my weary Eye-balls fixt, cept the 

My Brows all cover'd with big drops of Sweat, bre to 
Which ſtrangling Grief wrung from my tortur d Bange 8 

Iren. Alas! I weep to ſee you thus agen. ich! 

Prin. C. Thou haſt heard me curſe the Hour, when r pierc 

The fatal charming Face of loy'd Nemours, (ere Lig 

Haſt heard the Death-bed Council of my Mother. oo 

_ lacred 


Yet, what can this avail, ſpite of my Soul, 
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love Nemours, I languiſh tor Nemours, 1 61 8 

ud when I think to baniſh him my Breaſt, en Hg 

y Heart rebels, I feel a gorging Pain 18 

hat choaks me up, tremblings from Head to Foot,. 

hog of Blood and Spirits, Madmens Fears, 

puvulſions, gnawing Griefs, and angry Tears. 2K 
Enter Nemours. 

Ha! but behold — My Lord——- - (12 am n Bene 

Mm. O! Pardon me, ſpare me a Migate 3 Space, 101 

Princ, C. Is this a time, Sir? ; 

Nem, O! I muſt ſpeak or die. | | 

?rinc, C. Die then, Cer thus preſume to violate. 

he Honour of your Friend, your own and Winne 

Mm. Yet hear me; and I ſwear by all thiogs were 

erer to ſee you more. bt 

Priac, C. Speak then And keep your Word. 

p. C. Horror and Death 

Nm. Did you but know what tis to love like we, 

thout a dawn of Bliſs to dream all Day, r 

pals the Night in broken ſleeps away, "3. 

dd in the reſtleſs Tides of Hopes and Fears, 

th Eyes for ever running o'er with Tears; ag 

leave my Couch, and fly to Beds of Flow'rs, 

nvoke the Stars, to curſe the dragging Hours, 

) talk like Mad men to the Groves and Bo -w- rs. 

d you know this, yet blame my tortur'd Love, 

tins it throws my Body at your Feet: Oh! fly not * 5 

uchſafe but jaſt to view me in Deſpair, . 5 

not Love, but Pity from the Fair. 5 

inc, C. O Heavens! inſpire my Rea. iſe” 

em. The Heavenly Powers 

cept the pooreſt Sacrifice we bring, 


Hare to them's welcome as a King 
Branheld a Slave that Glories in your . 
with ſome ſhew of Mercy view my Pains; 1 
when er piercing Eyes have made their ſplendid way, 4 
- ere Lightning cou'd not paſs | 
r, MW through my Soul their pointed Luſtre goes, "ant 
l facred Smart upon my ineo; as 
85 — 


= Yes, Madam, I muſt love you to my Death, 
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Yet I your Wounds with as much Zeal deſire, 
As Sinners that wov'd paſs to Bliſs through Fire. 


Fil figh your Name with my laſt gaſp of Breath. 


Princ. C. No more, I have heard — or, I r (hall 
= Enter the Prince of Clev ear [ | 
Reply not, but withdraw, it poſſible ;- had 1 
Fix to your Word, and let us truſt our Fates; : | he no 
Be gone F charge you, ſpeak not, but retire. [Exit Nu r firs 
P.C. Excellent Woman, and Ob! matchteſs Friend, ny deac 
Love, Friendſhip, Honour, Poifon, Daggers, Death. [ c, O 
Princ. C. O Heaven! lrone, help! help the Priace, ear tha 
My deareſt Cleve, wake from this dream of _ (Li CI 
And hear me ſpeak u haſt 
B. C. Curſe on my Diſpoſition, nieht 
That thus permits me bear the Wounds of Honour! Pearo, ' 
And Ob! thou fooliſh, gentle, love-fick Heart, 2— 
Why didſt thou let my Hand from ſtabbing both? hou doſ 
Princ. C. Behold, my Lord, *tis yet within your Po j to Be 
To give me Death | rine, C. 
P. C. I do entreat thee leave me; CO! 
Tm bound for Death my ſelf, and 1 wo d ncko el to! 
My Paſſage eaſie, if you wou'd permit me: lnce I 
All that I ask thee for the Heart I gave thee ; ; I con 
And for the Life J love in thy behalf, C. le 
Is, that thou wou dſt leave me to my ſelf a while, me, if? 
And this poor honeſt Friend | eas tho 
Prince. C. I wou'd obey you, Whips 
But cannot ſtir 1 know, I know, my Lord, and D 
You think that 1 defign'd to meet Nemours ] al my. 
This Night; but by the Powers above | ſwear. that me 
B. U. O! "do not ſwear ; for Chartres credit me, eeting | 
There is a Power that can and will revenge: eat as 1 


Therefore, dear Soul, for I muſt love thee ſtill, 
If thou wilt ſpeak, confeſs, repent thy Fault, 
And thou, perhaps, may ſt find a door of Mercy 
For me; by all my hopes of Heaven, I ſwear 
I freely now forgive thee O! my Heart ——* 
Pedro, thy Arm, let me to Bed 
Trine. C. And do you then refuſe my help? 


C 
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C. In honour, Chartres, after ſuch a Fall, . 
i not to permit that thou ſhou'd touch me 2 5. 
inc. C. But, Sir, I will, your Arm: F'll hold you all 
15 in the cloſeſt, ſtricteſt, deareſt Claſps, 
r ſhall you die believing my Diſhonour ; + io 
earl knew not of Nemours his coming, 
had I ſpoke thoſe Wards which yet were guiltleſs, 
| he not vow'd never to ſee me more: 1 
ur firſt Meeting, by our Nuptial Joys, © _—; 
py dead Mother's Ghoſt, by your own Spirit, 
ich, Oh! I fear, is taking leave * ever; 
ar that this is true 
WC. I do believe thee; 

u haſt ſuch Power, ſuch Charms in thoſe dear Lips, 
night perſwade me that I am not dying. 
Pedro, by my moſt untimely Fate 
a m reconciPd ; and hark thee, Cleve, 
hou doſt Marry, Ha! I cannot ſpeak, 
ij to Bed, yet love my Memory 
or, C. To Bed, and muſt we part then? 
c 0! we muſt— | 
eto live, I ſhowd not ſee thee more —— 
lince I am dying, by this Kiſs l beg thee, 
, | command thee part, be gone and leave me. 
C. I go and leave thee this Farewel Prayer —_ me. 
ne, if all 've ſaid be not moſt true, _ 
eas thou think*ſt me falſe, all Curſes on me! 
Whips of Confcience, and the Stings of Pleaſure, 
and Diſtempers, Diſappointments plague me; 05 
al my Life be one continued Torment. 
that more racking than a Woman's Labour; 
eeting Death may my leaſt trouble be E 
Feat es now 1 parting is withaber/ Eau, . 


ACT V. 9er wk. | 
ba Ester poltrot, Bellamore. 
2 2 take ber er be. rwe 


Cn. | Pol. 


elir 


! 
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Pol. Take her into Grace agen! Why fure I 
wou'd have her bring me to that paſs ſhe did in Egle 
when my Lord Hairbrainusd to keep me in Awe, ſtand ii 
ing my Lips, twiſting my Hat, playing with my Thun 
while they were at it, and J durſt not look behind me. 

Bell. Meer ealouſie; you ſay your ſelf you ſaw nothin 

Pol. No, Sir, 1 thank you, I had more care of 
Throat; neither is this the firſt Fault; For once vpe 
time, a little while after we were Married, at Lon 


a a Pox © that Cuckolding Trojan Race; ſhe was talk ed in m 
me one Day out of her Window more pleaſantly than of Pol. Ne 
nary—— And acted with her Head and Body wondiikd by t. 
prettily— Butting at me like a little Goat, while thou'r 
ted at her agen. I being glad to find her in fo good haſt 
mour, what did I, Sir, but ſtole away, and came ſolthIC:!. But 
the Back-ſtairs, thinking to cry, Bo But O Lord Pal. My 
How was 1 Thunder-ſtruck, to find my Lord Hab of m. 
there all in a Sweat kiſſing and Smacking, Puffin od mi 
Blowing ſo hard, you wou'd have ſworn they had ben. WI 
Hot-cockles e off yc 
Bell. A little Familiar perhaps, things of Cuſtom | tell me 
Pol. Ay, Sir, Kiſs my Wife and welcome; but un reſc 
Zeal in her Shogging and Butting Noli me ta To 
cry | am ſure it ran fo in my Imagination, 1 Maſter 
been Horn- mad ever fince—— Therefore peed your bp your 
for T am reſolute. K Brava 
1 5 Ent er Celia. | 5: Het 
Bell. See where ſne comes, my Lord But Joie, thou 
reſolved you ſay——— However, let me adviſe you, on the 
a care of making her deſperate. ed — 
Pol. Deſperate— Dama her, poloter of my Sher Are 
Damn her ; for on 
Seek, Gelia, not to un me; for where'er you fly, ag” No, 
In follow hang upon thy Knees and die. Ou call 
Poltrot, behold Ah! canſt thou ſee me kneel, ſence of 
And yet no Bowels of Nen * 6 own 
Why doſt thou bluſter by me like a torm, for eye 
And ruffle into Fro ns Ore Godlike Form? „ Wha 
Why dglt.thou turn away thoſe Eyes ot thine, | . Yes 
Ia which Love's Glory, and Its Compoſe line? %; 02 


N — *. 
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&: What, is this thing calfd Woman? ſhe is worſe 

dean all Ingredients ram'd into a Curſe. 5 

ere ſhe a Witch, a Baud, a Noſeleſs Whore, 

cov'd forgive her, ſo ſhe were no more: 

i ſhe's far worſe; and will in time foreſtall 

he Devil, and be the Damning of us all. 

cel. Yet Honour bids: you fink with her you call 

foul, whoſe Frailties you too ſharply nam'd ; 

ke Adam, you ſhou'd chuſe with her to fall, 

id in meer Generoſity be damn'd. 

pol. No, by thy ſelf, and all alone be curſt, 

aa by the Winds thy Venom Duſt be hurl'd; 

r thou'rt a Serpent equal to the Firſt, 

d haſt the Will to dainn another World. k 

Cl, But am I not thy Wife? Let that atone 

Pol. My dear damn'd Wife, I do confeſs thou art 1 

h of my Fleſh, and Bone too of my Bone  L- 

dad mine had all been broke when firſt thou wert. 4 

tl. Why then, ll cringe no longer, hark you, Sir, 

e off your ſwelling and frow ning, and awkard ambling, 

I tell me, in fine, whether you'll be reconcib'd or no; 

Pm reſolv'd to ſtoop no longer to an ungrateful Perſon. 

Pol. To your Husband, to your Head, to your Lord 

Maſter, you will not, Goodey Bathſheba; but you cou'd 

pp your Swines Fleſh laſt Night, you cou'd, to your 

k Bravado, that wou'd have ſtruck his Tusks in my 

: He had you with a Beck, a Snort, nay, o' my Conſci- 

thou wou'dſt not give him time to ſpeak, but hunch'd 

tay Side like a full-acorn'd Boar, cry'd Oh! and 

Nte e 0 4A 

fl. Are you reſolv'd then, never to take me into Grace 

for one Slip? 8057 "} 

'«, No, I'm the Son of a Carted Bawd if I do; a Slip 

Ou call it? what, when I heard the Bed crack with the 

ence of my Cuckoldom! No, I will aſcend the judge 

own Cauſe, proceed to Condemnation, and baniſh 

for ever the Confines of our Benevolence 

. What here, before the Vidam here? * 

Ves, Impudence, before the V:4am, and the Duke 

ws; nay, to thy eternal Confuſion, I will poſt —_— 
e | | the 


? |; 
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the Market Place; but firſt Pl find out Sr. Andre, and ti 
him the whole matter that he may know too what aRx 
his bleſſed Ewe has made him, and then. 
Cel. And then I'll have your Throat cut. 
Pol. Ha! Tygreſs, cut my Throat! why thou ſhe. Bes 
thou Dam of Lyons Whelps, thou Cormorant of Cy 
morants, why what wilt thou devour me Horns and al? 
Cel. He that mifs'd your Guts in the Dark, ſhall ul 
better aim at your Gullet by Day-light ; nay, to thy I 
Tor of Heart be it known, thou Monſter of Ill nature, 
I wou'd have conſented laſt Night to have run his Forty 
which is no ſmall one, he wou'd have Murder'd thee 
thy Bed, for I heard him ſpeak theſe very Words, 
him lye, I» Mortuis & in limbo Patrum—— Wbe 
I muſt have pray'd for that unthankful Soul, or 9 
 woud'ſt have been Damn'd to all Eternity, Dying ſudd 
ly and without Repentance. 
Pol. O Lord! O Lord! In Mortuis, & in limbo Pam 
what, to be toſs'd on burning pitch- for ks for my $ 
why, what a Bloody- minded Son of a Belial is this? 
Cel. In fine, ſince you will have the truth, he has 
had a deſign upon both our Bodies, to Raviſh mine, 
Tip open yours. 8 
Pol. Why then he's a. Cannibal; Lord! Lord! la 
Lord! why what pleaſure can it be to any Man to rip 
open? to Raviſh thee indeed, there's ſome Senſe in! 
hut there's none in ripping me open; why, thi 
ſuch a Bruitiſh Cruelty ——- | 
Cel. Rogue, and ſo I told him Therefore whe 
found that nothing cou'd make me conſent to your 
der, he ſwore, and caught me by the Hair, if I | 
or made the leaſt Noiſe he wou'd Murder us all, ſt 
Houſe o' Fire, and ſo leave us to our ſelves —— 
Pol. And ſo thou wert forc'd to confent ; why tith 
this Kiſs, I ſwear from my Soul, which might have! 
Damn'd as thou fay'ſt; but for thee, I forgive thee 
And what was he that Cuckolded Sr. Andre, ſuch at 
Mephoſtophilus as this too ? | 3 
Cel. O! my Dear, there are not ſuch a pair off 
upon Earth agen Why, they look upon t as 1 
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ar Sex if they Raviſh a Woman; for you muſt know 
were formerly Heads of the Banditti. 7 

„ Well, and I muſt praiſe thy Diſcretion in Sacri- 
js thy Body, for o my Conſcience, if they had ſeen 
Smock-Face of mine, I had gone to pot too before 
Execution. _ 

. They ſent their Pages this Morning to know whe- 


tit vas our Pleaſure to have your Throats cut: But 
TW ufvered 'em, all was well, and deſir'd em as ever 
re hop'd to ſee us agen, to ſtir no further in the matter. 
nl. Mum, Mam, dear ſweet Soul, ſecure my Life and 
nee WW ſhalt command me for the future with as full a ſwing 


jou canſt deſire, only like thoſe that uſe that Exerciſe, 
t be to and fra, ſometimes at Home, and ſometimes 
cad, and we'll be as Merry as the Day is long. 

|. Be thou but true to me, and like the India Wives, 
jot out- live thee Ys 


a. And Fil ſwear now, that was kindly ſaid, as I 
por Mercy, but it makes me Weep.! what burn for 
his? And ſhall I not return, I will, 1 will, I will return 
has U thou doſt burn; | 

ine, Enter St. Andre, Elianor. 


Nay, when thy Body in the Fire appears, 

\ Loy Gboſt ſhall Riſe and quench it with his Tears, 

A. All Fleſt is Graſs, that's certain, we're all Mor- 
the Court's in Mourning, for the Prince of Cleve, the 


, u of Chartres is extreamly grie vd Hark you, Pol- 
ſure as | am alive he Dy'd of Jealouke. Well Weile, 

bei his laft care of thine, I ſwear to be conſtant to thy 

our M, and as thou ſay'ſt, I think it will not be amiſs to 


118 * thee now and then, for fear of the worſt 
altrot — | f 

Ha! Bully, I heard your kind Expreſſions to your 
and l' (wear Pl] vie thee, with who ſhall Love 
have WG for I'll ſwear theſe Daily Examples make my Hair 
tber; n end— Cut my Throat, and rip me open, he 
ich a00Cuckold me all over firſt, like the Man in the Alma- 
au, be ſhall Raviſh her while I hold the Door to 
r of n deflowring, 
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SCENE II. 
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| Enter Nemours, Tournon. "OP 
Nem. Reſolv'd never to ſee me more, and give Tn MM 
Honour to the Dauphin, that puling ſniveling Prince, Wed Hai 
looks as if he ſuck'd ſtill or were always in a Mik her | 
for the Sins of his Florentine Mother ! 
Tour. Bleſs me! you are Jealous. 
 Nem. I Confeſs it —— The laſt time I had her in 
guiſe, ſhe made ſuch Diſcoveries as I ſhall never fon 
Loſe her I muſt not, no, I'll loſe a Limb firſt, then net 
go tell her, tell her the Prince of Cleve's Death 
wrought my Converſion, I grow weary of my wild 
Ks, repent. of my Sins, am reſolved to leave of What V E 
and Marry his Wife N 
Tour. So the Town talks, indeed. | Tour T 
Nem. The Town is as it always was and will be, a And 
à Hum, a Buz, and a great Lye Do as I bid thee, A See, /e: 
tell her, juſt as you left me, I was going to make Eacl 
Court to the Princeſs upon her Husband's Tomb, % % 
is true too, I mean a Viſit by the way of Conn 4 /. 
not but I knew it the only Opportunity to catch a We 
in the undreſs of her Soul; nay, I wou'd chooſe Lb Go 
time for my Life, and ?cis like the reſt of thoſe ſtarts Whey 
one of the Secrets of their Nature - e 
melt, nay, in Plagues, Fire, Famine, War, or any f Hed 
Calamity — Mark it —— Let a Man ſtand but rig Fer Str 
fore em, and like Hunted Hares they run into his L And 
Tour. But who's the Inſtrument, to bring you to He cry 
Nem. Het Uncle, the Vidam, ſhe lies at his Hos 10 
mur'd in a Dark Room, with her Husband's Image ll 
view, and ſo reſolves, he ſays, for Death. Howe Stel! 
ſound her in the Ebb of her Soul, if my Boat run a 414 
tis but calling for Marguerite, and ſhe'll weep 2 Tide * cry 
ſhall ſet me a- float agen — As thus, III lay the D 7har 


ia her Diſn, Noſe her in the Tiptoe of her Pride, 
ing, Lying, Laming, Hanging, Drowning, Dying, 
ſhe comes about agen. + if j 
Tour. Go thy ways, Petronius; nay, if he wes 
too, with his Veins cut, he wou'd' call for Wige, 


. _ 
N } = 
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and Whores, and laugh himſelf into the other 


ere's Moguerite? | 
up M. She follows like a Wind, with ſwollen Cheeks, 


e, ed "Hite and glaring Eyes, the Princeſs of Cleve has 
ter Fury, nor will ſhe yet believe it. 


SGEN E. III. 


Princeſs of Cleve. Irene in Mourning. SONG, as 
the Princeſs: kneels at the State. 


I. 

77 Fep all ye Nymph, your Floods its 
For Strephon's nom no more; 

Tow Treſſes ſpread before the Wind, _ 

And leave the hated Shore | 

dee, ſee, upon the craggy Rocks, 

Each Goddeſs ſtripp d appears; | | 
They beat their breaſts, and rnd their Lock, f4 
And ſwell the Sea with Tears. 

II.. 
The God of Lone that 1 — 4 
When this poor Youth was born, 
Had ſmorn, by Styx, to ſhow his Power, 
He'd Kill a Man &er Morn : 
For Strephon! s Breaſt he arni'd. his — 


He cry'd, and ſhot him through the Heart, 
Thy Blood ſeal? quench my Flame. 
III. 


On Stella's Lap he laid bis Head, 
And looking in her Eyes, 

cry d, Remember when aha Dead, 
That 1 deſerve the Prize 

Then down his Tears like . ran, 
He S ghd, You Love, tis true; 
you Love perhaps 4 better Man, 

But As ! be . not you, 
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fd. Enter La March. 


And watch d him as they came © Bi 
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. | 5 e 
Why ſhould all things bow to Love, Was C 
Men below, and Gods above? etl me 
Why ſhould all things bow to Love ? udder 
Death and Fate more awful move; 5: it by t 
Death below, and Fate above, wear t 
Death below, and Fate above. or mal 
Mortals, Mortals, try your Skill, 
Seeking Good, or Ge Ill, hen, E 
\ Fare will be the burden ſtill, ow WO 
Mill be the burden ſtill; Frine, 
Fate will be the burden ſtill, clear 
Fate will be the burden till. thou 
| s Iren, I 
Princ. C. Dead, thou dear Lord! — Yet fron Frinc, 
If any thing on Earth be worth thy view, [Throne of RF: then 
Look down and hear me, hear my Sighs and Vong New, 
Till Death has made me cold, and Wax like thee; 24. 
Water ſhall be my Drink and Herbs my Food, [end a 
The Marble of my Chapel be my Bed; = 
The Altar-ſteps my Pillows, while all Night Tears: 
Stretch'd out, I groaning lye upon the Floor, what's 
Beat my ſwoll'n Breaſts, and thy dear loſs deplore, what 
lren. Ah! Madam, what a Life have you Popo Cha 
Princ. C. Too little all for an Offence like mine; that a 
Vet Death has made me cold, and Wax like thee: em, I. 
Fe Oh! 7reve, where's the Joy? 1 find it here, IM" "cr 
Yes, I ſhall Die without thoſe violent means this 
That might have Hazarded my Soul O Heaven Wh.” /* 
O thou that ſeeſt my Heart, and know'ſt my Tera, C 
Wilt thou forgive thoſe Crimes I cou'd not help, © | ho 
And wou'd not hide? | | pe thi 
Iren. Doubt not but your Account | talk 
Shall ſtand as fair in his Eternal Book, 1 
As any Saints above — | mucl 
Princ. C. Take, take me then A H 
From this bad World, quench theſe Rebellious To f., 
For Oh! I have a pang, a longing wiſh 5 


To ſee the Luckleſs Face of Lov'd Nem our“, 
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o ge a While, and take one laſt Farewel, 
one that is to loſe a Limb —— *Tis gone 
vas corrupt, a Gangreen to my Honour, | 
| methinks wou'd view the bleeding Part, \ 

der a little Wee and grudge at Parting, 

it by the Soul of my Triumphant Saint, 

gear this longing is without a guilt, 

or mall it ever-be by my appointment. 

Enter Nemours. 

yen. But if he ſhou'd attempt this cruel viſit, 

w wou'd your Heart receive him ? $ 

frinc, C. With ſuch Temper. 

dear and calm in height of my Misfortune, 

thou thy ſelf perhaps woud'ſt wonder at. 

hen, Ha! but he's here | 

Princ, C. Is't poſſible, my Lord? | 

; then my Uncle thus betray'd my Honour? 

Nm, Start not, nor wonder, Madam, but forgive 

e Vidam who has thus entrap'd your Vertue, 

hend a ling 'ring Wretch—— That Dies for Love 

rinc, C. For Love, my Lord, is this a time for Love, 

Tears and Blacks, the Livery of Death? 

what's your hope, if I ſhow'd ſtay to hear you ? 

| what can you expect from rigorous Vertue, 

m Chaſtity as cold as Cleve humſelf ? 

| that are made, my Lord, for other Pleaſures —— 

Nm, Is this then the reward of all my Paſſion? 

if there cou'd be any Happineſs "17-4 94 

this diſconſolate deſpairing Wretch, 

in your Love alone? 

mc. C. You're pleas'd, my Lord, 

it | ſhould Entertain you, and I will, 

re this dear Remembrancer of Cleve; _ 4 

| talk of Murder'd Love And you ſhall hear 

u this abandon'd part of him that was, 

much you have been Loy'd. 

m. Hi! Madam 

iur. C. Yes, Sighigg I ſpeak it, Sir, you have inſpir'd me. 

ſomething Whien T never felt before, 

pleas'd and Pain a the quicknings of firſt Love; 4 
1 Nor 


> © 
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Nor fear'd him then, when with his Infant Be 

He Dawn upon my chill and ſenſeleſs Blood. 

But Oh! when he had reach'd his fierce Meridian, 
How different was his Form! that Angel Face, 
With theſe ſhort Rays, ſhot to a glaring God. 

I grew Inflam'd, Burnt inward, and the Breath 


| Of the grown Tyrant, parch'd my Heart to Aſhes. | 


Nor need I Bluſh to make you this Confeſſion, 
Becauſe, my Lord, *tis done without a Crime. 

Nem. Becauſe of this moſt bleſt Diſcovery, 

1 am reſolv'd to kneel an Age before you. 
Princ. C. Riſe, | conjure you, Riſe, I've told you not! 
But what you knew, my Lord, too well before: 
Not but | always Vow'd. to keep thoſe 2 

My Duty ſhou'd preſcribe. 

Wem. Strike me not Dead, 

With Duty's Name, by Heaven I ſwear you're free 
As Air, as Water, Winds or open Wilds, 
There is no Form of Obligation now? 

Nay, let me ſay, for Duty: O forgive me, 
*Lis utmoſt Duty now to keep wy: _— 
You have confeſs'd for me. 

Princ, C. Tis Duty's Charge, 

The voice of Honour, and the cry of Love, 
That I ſhouꝰ'd fly from Paris as a Peſt, 

That I ſhowd wear theſe Rags of Life away 
In Sunleſs. Caves, in Dungeons of ſpair, 
Where I ſhou'd never think of Man agen. 
But more particularly that of your | 
For reaſons yet unknown. le 

Nem. Unknown they are, + 
And wou'd to Heaven they might be ever ſo, 
Since 'tis impoſlible they ſhou'd be-juſt 3 
Nay, Madam, let me ſay the Ghoſt of Cleve ——* 
Princ. C. Ah! Sir, how dare you mention that dear 
That drains my Eyes, and cries to Heaven for Blood, 
Name it no more without the Conſequence, 

For tis but too too true, you werg the cauſe 
Of Cleve's untimely Death, I wen thiok 
No leſs than if you had 1450 him dn ough the He 
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1. O! Cruel Princeſs; but why ſhon'd T anſwer, 3 
en thus you raiſe the Shadow of a reaſon wa — 2 
nin me for ever? Is it a fault 
lore? Then blame not me; No, Madam, no, 5 
game your ſelf, who told it to your r 2 
0h! you wou'd not argue thus againſt he 
rer you had Loy'd 
have deceiv'd your ſelf and flatter'd me; 
12m I thrown elſe from the Glorious height, 
id in a Moment from my Bliſsfal State 
bara like Lightning by the Hand of Fate? 

n. C. Be ſatisfy'd, my Lord, you are not latter u, 

& ſuch Love for you, that Duties bar, 

1d prove too weak to hinder our Engagement : : 

there is more. 

km, More Fancy, more Chimera! 7 5 

kt it come, I'll ſtand the ſtalking Notbißg l 
aden the bladder d Air wou'd turn the Ballance, 

in Love, ſubſtantial, pondrous Love, 1 
ulLove, and hurl him to the a a 
ſeak, and if a Hell of Se __—__ 
art my Soul and Body, do not wrack me, | 
the Poyſon ſteal into my Veins EA 
Damn me mildly, Madam, as you can. 3 | 
C. Hear then my boſom thought—'Tis the laſt time | 
hall ee you, and *tis a poor Reward | 
ch a Love; yet, Sir, *tis all I have, 
jou muſt ask no more. 

n. Be Witneſs, Heaven, 
Obedience I will ask her nothing. 

C. Know then, my Lord, you're Free, and Iam fo 
rom the Eternal Bond of Marriage — 
Kart too is inclined by Love like yours, 

a | fear the cenſuring World ſhou'd blame us. 
", my Lord, what power on Earth can give. 
I) that Bond ſhall prove Eternal? 

Ha! Madam, 

% Silence, ſilence I command you; 

e Heart” Nemours, 1 knaw the World too well, 

WF": 2 Senſe too nice for 9 Enjoyment 
D 
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Cleve, was the Man that only cou'd Love long; 


Nor can | think his Paſſion would have laſted, E 
But that he found f could have none for him. 
Tis Obſtacle, Aſcent, and Lets and Bars, 


That whet. the: Appetite of Love and Glory; 


Theſe are the Fuel for that fiery Paſſion, 

But when the flaſhy ffubble we remove, 

The God goes out, and there's an end of Love. 
Nem. Ah, Madam! I'm not able to contain, 


But muſt per force break your commands to anſwer, 


Once to be yours, is to be for ever yours, 


Yours only, without thought of other Woman. 
Princ. C. Why this ſounds well and natural till jc 
(cl 


But Oh when one fatiety has pall'd you, 
You ſicken at each view, and ev'ry glance 


Betrays your guilty Soulf, and ſays you loath her. 


I know it, Sir, you have the well-bred caſt 
Of Gallantry and Parts to gain Succefs ; 


And do but think when various Forms have charm'd 


How 1 ſhould hear the croſs returns of Eove? 


Nem. Ah, Madam, now I find you are A te 
1 N 


Princ. C. Tis reaſon, all calm reaſon; 
Nature affirms no violent thing can laſt, 
I know't, I ſee't, ev'ry new Face that came 


Wou?d Charm you from me Ha! and cou'd [Lo 


To ſee that Fatal Day, and ſee you ſcorn me, 


To hear the Ghoſt of Cleve each Hour upbraid me; 


No, tis impoſſible, with all my Paſſion, 
Not to ſubmit to theſe Almighty Reaſons ; 
For this I brave your nobleſt Qualities, 


. Fil keep your Form at diſtance, curb my Soul, 
Deſpair of Smiles and Tears, and Prayers and Oat 


And all the Blandiſhments of Perjar'd Love: 


I will, 1 muſt, I ſhall, nay, I can 


Defie to Death the lovely Traytor Man. 


Nem. No, Madam, think not you firall carry t 


"Tis not allowable, is paſt example, 
*Tis moſt unnatural, unjuſt and monſtrous ; | 
And were the reſt of Women thus reſolv'd, 
You wou'd deſtroy the purpoſe of Creation. 
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* when I have the Happineſs to pleaſe, 
ten Heaven and Earth combine to make us Happy, 

l you Defeat the aim of Deſtiny, 

| moſt unparallel'd extreams of Virtue, 

hich therefore take away its very Being? 

Punt. C. Away, I rhuſt not anſwer, but conjure wo. 
er to ſeek occaſion more to ſee me; 1 

el — Tis paſt. 

Nm, 1 cannot let you go; 

follow on my knees, and hold your Robe, 

[you have promis'd me that I ſhall ſee you, 

ben you how each Day by flow degrees 

reaway.: This you ſhall grant, by Heaven! 

you ſhall ſee uy Blood let out before you. 

rinc, C. Alas! Nemours, O Heav'n ! why mult it bez 

it] ſhou'd charge you with the Death of Cleve ? | 

| why met we not e'er I engaged 

m Dead Lord? and why, did Fate divide us? 

m. Fate does not, no- 

jou that croſs both Fortune, Heaven and Fate; 

on obſtruct my Bliſs, *tis you impoſe 

| Lans as neither Senſe nor Vertue warrant. : 

u. C. Tis true, my Lord, I offer much to Duty, 

ch but ſubſiſts in Thought, therefore have patience, 

d what time, with ſuck a Love as mine, 9 

work in your behalf; my Husband?s Death ” 

| me 5 eeding, freſh I ſee in the Pang; 

, ook, methinks I ſee his Image Riſe, 

point an everlaſting Separation; 

4 it mall not be without a Tear. 

„O! Stay. 

Dae C. Let go, believe no other Man 

thus have wrought me, but your ſelf, to Lore—— 

Stay then, 
ic. C. I dare not—Think I Love you ſtill, 
tryt 0. 1d hut ſtay and ſpeak it o'er agen —— 
ac, C. Believe that I ſhall Love you to my Death. 

. I will ; But Live and Love me. 

. C. Off, 1 charge you, N 
e this parting wounds me like the fate | | 
| ; Dd 2 Of 
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Of Cle ve, or worſe: Believe, but Oh t Farewell 

Nem. Believe, but what? That laſt thought I implore 

Pune. C. Believe that yon ſhall never ſee me more. [E 
Enter Vidam. 

Vid Well, and how goes the Game? What, ont 


Pal, A 
Ave tO 
Im or 
Beatel 


| Knee, a gather'd Brow,” and a large Dew pon it? 89 * 
then you're a Loſer. a Wa 
Niem. Didſt thou ſee her paſs ? Pl, Ne 
Vid. 1 did — ſhe wrung me by the Hand and Sigh uded, 
Then look'd back Ties, and totter'd on the threſhold». \ 
the Door. t Fl, A 
E Nem. Believe that you ſhall never fee me more., Sir 
3 Lies, Fil Wager my State, I Bed her Eighteen Mu "* ar 
o Three Weeks _— at Half an ou 1 Two in N. C 
4 Morning. d forg 
14 Vid, Why Faith, and that's as exact as e er an Aſtrolt not to 
1 of 'em all. y efore 1 
4 Nem, Give me thy Hand, Fidan, I know the 50 ſto his 
| Women better than they know themſelves; „4 A 
1 I know the Ingredients juſt that make them up, or cr) 
1 All to looſe Grains, the ſubtleſt Volatile Atoms, tare m 
A With the whole miſh maſh of their Compoſition, f Jack, 
\ Hark there without, the Voice of Marguerite; itan's 
4 No thou ſhalt fee a Battle worth the gazing, mn, For 
| Mark but how eaſily my reaſon flings her, ſecond 
And yet at laſt- Fl! ſwing into Friendſhip lng e 
Becauſe I Love her: bath m 
Ent er Bellamore. th, L an 
Bell. The princeſs— ſhall | ſtop her ? Id; at 
Nem. No, let her come, before 
With flying Colours, and with beat e. Drum hene 
Like the Fanatick, IAl but rab me down, Wity of 

AndThiew have at her; Vidam, ſtay you heren. 
By Heaven I'm jealous of this changeable Stuff, well R 
Therefore the bits will be the livelier o both ſides: . Death: 


The Davpbin-z but no mare—— ſhe comes, ſhe coil 

£25 Bre Marguerite puſhing Bellamore. 

Marg. Be gone; Villain, Devil, Fury, Monſter of 3 
Nem. But hear me Six Words i in el 


2 © 3 
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1 Enter Poltrot, Celia. | 

nl. And I ſwear by this Laſcivious bit of Beauty, I will 
are tomy Celia, for Better for Worſe, in Searge, Gro- 
m or Crape, though a Queen ſhou'd come in my way 
Beaten Gold 
m. What then, Gentlemen, I perceive there has 
Wars at Home 
„l. Not a Battle, my Lord, only a Charge, a Charge 
nded, or fo. 

mn. What, was it a Trumpet, or through a Horn, Sir? 
a. A Horn, Sir, a Horn, Sir, no, Sir, twas not a 
n, dir Only, my Celia, was a little diſdainful 
we are Friends agen, Sir, and what then, Sir ? 

Ne, Come, come, all Friends, were Tournon here 1 


efore let each Man take his fair one by the Hand, thus 


,4. As I will to my Nelle, though I Haul Cats at 
or cry Small-coal ; and for him that upbraids her, 
ure more Bobs, than Democritus, when he cry'd 


Iritan's Cap, than in a King's Crown. 


ſcond Thoughts, has truly wrought a change in me, 
thing elſe but a Miracle cou'd — For firſt, I ſee 
bath my Debaucheries Next, while I am ig 
th, | am reſoly'd to give Satisfaction to all I havg 
Wd; and firſt to this Lady, whom I will make my 
before all this Company e er we part — This, I 
, #henever I Dye, will convince the World of the 
ity of my Repentance, becauſe I had the power 
d on. 


— 


well Repents that will not Sin, yet can; 
les: beath-Bed Sorrows rarely ſhews the Man. 
je coll | : | N 
cofs 


The E N D. 


Dd 3 | 


id forgive her; a little Scorn in a pretty Woman, ſo 
not too much affected, is a Charm to new Friendſhip ; © 


ito his Lips, and Swear a whole Life's Conſtancy -— , 


t Jack, There's more Pride in Diogenes, or under 


m, For my part, the Death of the Prince of Cleve, 
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** - Perſons Repreſented; By 


Mis, King of Pontus. MN. Mohan. 
Ziphares - 7 Mr. Hart. 
Pharnaces, Tn ant Mr. Goodma 
Archilaw, General under Liphares. Mr. Grifin, 
Pelopidas, Mr. Winter 
Aalen, Two. Courtiers. Mr. Powell 


Azuilius, a Roman Captive. Mr. Clark. 
"Another Roman Officer. Mr. Wikibin 
Iſmenes, Page to Zyphares. | „ 

Monima, Contracted to Mithridates. Mrs. Corbet, 
Semandra, Daughter to r Mrs. Boutel, 


met and + Mu tes 


To the Right Honod i . | ) ö 
HAAR “LEE S8 
Earl of Dorſet and Middleſex, 


Ine of the Gentlemen of their Ma- 
Jes rxx's Bed- Chamber. 


May it pleaſe your Lordſhip, | ay 
HE NI call to mind what 1 haue obſerv'd © 
Your Wit and Judgment, the Trueſt and mo 
Impartial I ever knew, my thoughts of Writing, 
* after my looſe manner to Tour Loraſhip, are a 

WE little daſb'd, and the meaneſt of em has the 
Senſe to tell ine, I ought to be as curious and 
et in a Dedication to one Man, as, in that of a Play, to 4 
We Nation. There is, no doubt, a Tranſport in every Poet 
v orites an Epiſtle ;, but for the moſt Part they are daz ld with 
Eminence of their Patrons, and at beſt we can but call it an 
u Delight, But, I profeſs, what thoſe, to whom 1 am diſ= 
able, will impute to want of Modeſty, I make this Tragedy, 
ring to Your Lordſhip, with as much Freedom, Pleaſure, 

perfett Satisſaſtion, as ever Mithridates r#ceiv'd when he 
ad himſelf in the Arms of his faireſt Miſtreſs. © Ton ſtand 
ul with the Greateſt ; and Your Quality ſhould cauſe a Dread 
tte bardieſt Writers : But on the other hand, there is ſuch an 
te wetneſs of Temper, ſuch a moſt remarkable Goodneſs in 
lun Actions, a Character peculiar to Tou, more than 
n alive, that the meaneſt, modeſteſt of Poets, may approach 
+ Methinks, I feel a ſort of chearſul ſpringing Pride, when 


Tus Loraſhip ſtand forth to this laſt Birth; which ſure, if 


* 


G >» Epiſtle Dedicatory. 
Thad ever any lovely, is much the faireſt Child, Happy E 
tune muſt attend it; and Heaven and Earth be pleat d, 1 
Ton approve. I accoſt You, my Lord, without Formality * 
wow d appear before the ſevereſt Judge in th. plaineſt Gob 
rather nakedneſs of Thought ;, as ſome, and thoſe not of thy 1 
Courage, go to the moſt bloody Teſt of Valour, all anarm d. 
over. care in things of this Nature, does often turn to Affe 
tien; and what was me ant a Guard, proves an Incumbrance 
We may ſtiffen our Imaginations with making of em too qua 
and poliſh, till we are nothing elſe but Gloſs: 1 am infii 
pleaf d, to he as plain as I can, nor care I hom it pleaſes N ended 
the I am ſure it does, that I have laid this Play at You L 
 Phip's Feet. All my Acquaintance, that wiſh me well, an. 
my Choice; fer, I may ſafely affirm, by the Judgment of 1 
Town, without being cenſur'd for a Dawber, There's nt a l 
whom all Men love but Tou: You are beheld in all the Comp | 
Ton honour, as if You were the Genius of that Prince, wbo n 
call d the Delight of Mankind; and are ador d with dll t 
Love and Aamiration which &er the Noble Titus found 
Rome. Ziphares is an imperfect Figure of Yourſelf; 16 
him in Tour Mould, and faſbionid him as well as my weak fa 
cou'd, to that Perfection the Court ſo univerſally allows Te 
When 1 deſign'd to draw him from the Ladies, endearing, fe 
and paſſionately loving, I thought on You, and found the ng 
arm em. And tis moſt certain, he, who obliges thiſt | 
Criticks to be of his Party, has the ſureſt Cards that ever] 

lay'd : I cannot but own the Honours they have done me; 
entreat Tour Lordſhip, to ſecure my Friends. There is mt) 
greater Honour 1 would beg of Tour Lordſhip, and ſo in 
tant, I cannot name it without Apprebenſion : Mithridates, 

mg in Your Handi, deſires to be laid at the Feet of the Qu 
Hir Majeſty, who is the ſublimeſt Goodneſs, and moſt mo 
Virtue that ever bleſt a Land, has been plea#d to Gract 
with Her Preſence, and promis dit again with ſuch port! 
Prai ſes, the Effefts of her pure Bounty, that ſhowd be nt 
preſs his Gratitude, almoſt to Adoration, he wou'd d Arn 
another Fate, when he is next repreſented, than what nen 


«/ 
1 


"hitherto receivꝰd. admiy 
I bave endeavour d, in this Tradegy, to mix Shakel ere 7. 
with Fletcher The Ti hong ht of the Former, for MR alley: 


Epiſtle Dedicatory , 

Roman Greatneſs ;, and the Seftneſi and Paſſionate Ex- 
2 of the Latter, meh makes up half the Beauties, are 
r to be mat eh d. How have I then endeavour d to be like 


1? O feint Reſemblance! as Pizarra ſays of the Mexicans, 


And thoſe who now remain, 
Appear but as the Shadows of the Slain. 


I may be objected, I brake the Scenes in the Beginning of the | 
54 0 Fifth Acts; thoſe, who are ſa nicely curious as tobe 
ended at this over-ſight, may, for their Satisfaftiou, leave 
p out, and the Play will be entire, 1 apply myſelf to Tour 
rdhip, 44 Montaign does to his Reader, in the Chapter of 
wks; 1 will, ſays be, love the Man that ſhall trace me! 
r [have many times found fault with an Expreſſion, as 1 pre- 
ed was in 4 Play of my own, and had it damm d by no in- 
frrent Criticks ; tho immortal Shakeſpear will nat bluſh"to 
uit, But I am confident Your Lordſhip will find me out, and 
Ire to be found 4 Refiner on thoſe admirable Writers the 
uud is theirs, and all that ſerves to make a rich Embroidery! 
iir, the World will do me the Juſtice to think, I have diſguis d 
into another Faſhion more ſuitable to the Age we live in; for, 
cu d perſwade myſelf, there were nothing of mine extraor- 
ney in the Play, I wou'd not haue Dedicated it to the beſt 
Men, | | 


N Mediocribus eſſe poetis; | : 
Non Dii, non Homines, non congeſſere Columnez, _ 


Here you muſt give me leave to tell the World, that Pillars 
Altars too ought to be rais'd to Tour Lordſhip, if the greateſt 
mu of Poetry deſerves em. Tour Thoughts, in ſome ſelect 
ms have ſeen, are rich and new as the Golden American 
md, Tour Eypreſſiens juſtly ſtrong, Tour Words <—— 
thiſen Men for an Enterpriz.e of Glory : As it was obſere? 
the Army of Alexander the Great, every Soldier look'd like 
mmander, and every Commander like an Alexander; ſo in 
| admirable Draughts, all things are ſo Excellent, we knew 
plexe to fix; we ſtand on Hills of ſo vaſt a Breadth, that 
Fallys are ſeen}, it looks like Heaven all about 4 and 
19 : 2 


Epiſtle Dedicatory | 
Fancy is loſt in the infinite Beauty of the Proſpect: Tour Writ 
darles with Clearneſs and Majeſty ; Ton draw like Albi 
without Shadows. OUS? TE 


2 Qui Genus humanum ingenio ſuperavit, & omnes. 
Preæſtrinxit Stellas, exortus uti Etherius Sol. 


Tour Images are ſo great, we look like Dwarfs beneath 1, 
and then ſo lively repreſented, tho of dead, low Objefts, a 
mated by Tour Genius. PO EI 


Credas ſimulacra moyeri 
Ferrea, cognatoque viros ſpirate metallo. 


 . Whate'er You ſtamp as Royal, other Pretenders to Satyr | 
file and waſh; they live by the Clippings of Tour Wit, and 
their Silver in Your Bath, to make it paſs for Gold, Self 
ſervation bids me ſay no more of Your Lordſhips Poetry, lf 
damn my own ; who aim at nothing ſo much, as the Honow 


being thought by Your Lordſhip, 


1 


My LoRp, | 
Your moſt Humble, Obedient, 


0 wrt; 
tthers 
es, W 
be the 
micks, 
ld live 
letter 


and Devoted Servant, 
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PR 


oT careful Leaders, when the Trumpets call 
Their Martial Squadrons on, to ſtand or fall, 

o with more Doubts, than careful Poets are, 

hen vent rous Wit for Sally does prepare; 

hen Humming Voices bid the Play begin, 

| the laſt Flouriſh calls the Prologue in. 

ye jou like dreadful Warriours, judging fit ; 

in full Council, try all Writers Wit. 

| ſome, for Sence Renown'd, our Authors bow ; 


hat you Doom, for a juſt Fate allow : 

. t ſure 5 leſs ſuch Judges Poets dread, 
SI thoſe Ram Blades who. will not let em Plead, 

„„ er they can be heard, cry, ſhoot em dead. 


y Fields, and Poems with their Spleen race, 
ets and W 25 fan's N in Chaſe: 

e Libellers, who nobleſt Fights de uſe | 
5 4 Pan but Abe, be oe YES. 1 

o write Lampoons, and vilely get a Name 

others Infamy, and live on Shame; 

, Whifl-rs, of the juſteſt Sence, not fit 

be the Powder-Monkeys of true Wit : P 
nicks, like Apes, what's ill from Heads they drain, 
i live upon the Vermin of a Brain. 

pleted theſe, and truſting to your Aid, 

beauty our laſt Vows, like yours, are made: 

h, which ſtill adorns the op'ning Liſt, 

Ich Czſar's Heart wonuchſafes not to reſiſt: » 
that alone devoted is this Day; Oh : 


ve Pyrats, that both Arms and Wits debaſe; 2 


; by the Poet, I was bid to ſay; 
tte ft draught, "twas meant the Lady's Play. 


PR EPI. 


EPILOGUE 
By Mr. DRYDEN, 


0 ſeen a Pair of faithful Lovers die: 
And much you care; for, moſt of you will c, 

 *Twas a juſt Judgment on their Conſtancy; 

For, Heav'n be thank'd, we live in ſuch an Age 

When no Man dies for Love; but on the Stage: 

And een thoſe Martyrs are but rate in Plays; 

A curſed Sign how mach true Faith decays: 

Love is no more a violent Deſire ; 

"Tis a meer Metaphor, a painted Fire. 

In all our Sex, the Name exdmin'd well, 

Ii Pride to ain, and Vanity to tell: 

In Woman, "tis of ſubtle Int'reſt made; | 

Carſe on the Punk that made it firſt a Trade 

She firſt did Wit's Prerogative remove, 

And made a Fool preſume to prate of Love: 

Let Hononr and Preferment go for Gold ; 

But glorious Beauty is not to be Sold: 

Or, #f it be, "tis at a Rate ſo gh, | 

That nothing but adoring it ſhou'd buy. 

Ter the rich Cullies, may their Boaſting ſpare; 

They 8 8 icated Ware. 


' ?Tis Prodigality that buys Deceit; | 3 
Where both the Giver, and the Taker cheat. . = 
Men but refine on the old Half-Crown may: 9d be 

And Women fight, like Swiſſers, for their Pay: Wb orcrt 
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The Outer part of the Temple of the Sun. 

A Noiſe of Muſick, and Tuning Freices is heard. - FO 
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Emer Pharnaces, Pelopidas. 
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© Pharnaces. 118 
— ä Q Night, to Night, this fatal moment, 
7 Our dreadful Father's Nuptials are pre- 
paring, WE - 
And muſt loſe bright Monima for ever; 
| Ainbition too is barr'd, Scepters aud 


Crowns, | 
are loſt? 


CITAR EIU AL 
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4 And all the Golden Quarries now 
mares, O Ziphares! happy Brother, „ 
" haſt diſlog' d me by thy late Exploits 
0 now uſurp'ſt my. Father's Breaſt alone. 
„d be the Power that bled thee on thy way. i. 


P overthrow Tria, ears d the Stars 
at glitter'd round thy Head, when by thy Arm 
many Tribunes and Centurions fell, 
made Rome groan, and broke Lucullus Heart, 


Hear me, my Lord. 
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Been Conqueror with my Brother, in their Names 


432 MITHRI DATES. 
Phar. This Morning, on a Mountain Phar 
Above the Clouds, his Triumph was perform'd, 
And I afliſted at the Sacrifice; | 


Why gave I not this Body to the Flames, | * 
To be devour'd among the tortur'd Slaves, Miſtr 


Rather than liv'd to ſee his Conqueſt Crown'd ? 
I ſaw it; O Pelopidas, theſe Eyes 
Saw Mithridates, with a Torch, give Fire 

To the vaſt Pile, which like a Pyramid 


Stood high upon the Hill, as that on Earth. Ws « 
Pelop. Will you but give me leave? 0d bea 

Phar. I ſaw the Blaze | N 

Of his immortal Honour, heard the ſhonnt ech 


Of all the Court, which did torment the Air 
To that Degree, that Birds fell round us dead; 
And that thin Region, where we ſcarce cou'd live, 
When firſt we did aſcend, became ſo fat 

With the rich Stream of Blood, and boyling Gold, 
And flowing Gums, that we were forc'd to remove: 
Nay, I believe, the glutted Gods themſelves 

Were almoſt choak'd with the prodigious Odours. 
Pelop. Vet have you done? 

Phar. To the green Neptune then, 
Becauſe at Sea old Archilaus had | 


An Off ring was decreed ; a Chariot al! 
With Emeralds ſet, and fill'd with Coral Trident, 
Was with an Hundred Horſes, Wild as Wind, 
From off the top of that moſt difmal. Place 
Plung'd to the Bottom of the ſlimy Deep. | ly Fe 
* *Pelop. Let me entreat you call your Reaſon Home, ele 
And liſten to your Faithful Servant's Counſel: 
. You cannot hate your Brother more to Death, 
Than 1 his Friend, the General Archilas Jet thy 
Has got the ſtart of me in the King's Favour ; 
And though, without being vaig, I think my ſelf 
The better Soldier, He by Policies 
Has puſn'd me from the Digaities I bore. 
he Lion's outed by the 6x 


King Pox Tus. 433 
Phar. But with full cry | | 125 
tus unkennel him; rather rebel, | 

kun bear it thus : *Tis mine, tis thy Concern, 
br let the Name of King, or Father awe us. 

W \liſtreſs, and a Throne! moſt ſpecious Titles. 
ge God of Battel rages in my Breaſt ; £48 

id as at Delphos, when the glorious Fury 

ndles the Blood of the Prophetick Maid, 

te bounded Deity does ſhoot her out, 

ws every Nerve thin as the Spider's Thread, 

nd beats the Skin out like expanded Gold- 

with the Meditation of the Work 

ich my Soul bears, I ſwell almoſt to burſting. 

Pe. In all the many Changes of my Life 

we not known one equal yet to yours; 

other Times ſo moderate, ſo true 

Srereign ofer your ſelf, you ſeem'd to want 

ok Paſſions for your Slaves, who Lord it now. 

lar. Jam huſh'd, if thou haſt ought of Comfort, ſpeak. 
ep. This Night your Father has decreed to Marry 
Daughter of Pale mon. 
r. What can hinder ? 8 
lo, Nothing; yet mark: My Brother Triphon is 
Ii-Prieſt o'th* Sun, whom all the reſt obey; 

| have I wrought, that when the Nuptial Rites 

in, ſome ſtrange Preſages ſhall fall out, 

ders unexpected, to foreſhew ' 

Gods are much offended at the Marriage. 

this may work with one of mighty Faith 

| dly Fables, one of — —_ 

n every Day new Beauties ſet on Fire, 
Home, WW the 3 | 3 

bar. Methinks it has a Face; . 
jet there's wanting what 1 cou'd have wiſh'd ; 
It been Janw-like back'd with another P 
u Aithridates frighted from his Queen, 

19 by falſe Oracles, ſhou'd have retird 

er d, yet ſtruggling with the Pangs of Love; 

to have laid a Beauty to his longing, 

fair unknown, proud of her gaudy Bloom, 


. E e 


nts, 


T have 


44 MITHRIDATES, 
I' have quench'd his thirſty Wiſhes ; that had been 


A Maſter-piece ! But let him Marry her, To 6 
Sure Death ſhall wait upon his laughing Hymen; Ther 
And when the God has given her to his Arms, Witt 
Fate with Unerring Force ſhall part 'em ever. Deſer 


Pelop. Vet raging ? Tis as you have ſaid, and more! her! 
More than excelling Miſchief cou'd invent, 


That is not beſt, We have already rais'd him; A Vii 
Andravar, my Lieutenant-General, To N 
Scorn'd by your Brother, whom he therefore hates Pla 
Firſt form'd the Plot. Old Archilaus's Daughter, Ani 
The fair Semandra, Miſtreſs to Ziphares, From 
Is deſtin'd to be made your Father's Prey. Who 


Phar. Excellent Engine! now thou work'ſt indeed; r A. 
Thou haſt bit the Vein, the Life-blood of his Heart: 
J can't ſee ought in the extent of Art, or d. 
Or Nature that can mend it. O Ziphares, The C} 
Still Conquer, riſe with Triumphs, high as Heav'n, The fac 
So ſuch a Bolt as this be ſure to wait thee. 
| Enter Andravar. 

Biit ſee the brave Lieutenant! come to my Arms, ; 
And tell me, ſhall Semandra be the King's. | aß my 
Andr. I think, my Lord, that I may ſafely ſwear it. Wt oor 
Phar. Thy Bluatneſs merits Praiſe, and ſays, thou 
To ſerve my beſt Revenge, Love, or Ambition. 
Andr. Great Mithridates, whom I well have ſtudy 1 


Tho' he has Weather'd forty Winters Fields, It make 
Yet riſes in his Vigor, ventures more, ll Is ne 
Nor feels Decay of Strength; none Learn'd as he 

In Nature's Garden; whence to his Conſtitution —-Smil 
Moſt excellent, he adds ſuch Helps by Art, What 1 


That by his Looks he might be thought Immortal. 
The World, too, knows he is as Amorous now 
As when the firſt Sighs heav'd his Youthful Breaſt, I ling © 
And his firſt Tears bedew'd the Shrines of Love. lich lat 
Phar. The Conſequence ? fing f 
Andr. He often has been pleas'd f wet 
To make me Honour'd with his private Thoughts. 
Whereon my General and I agreed, 
Knowing your Love to Monima, 


King of Pox ros. 435 
aud Hatred to your Brother, with one Bloß 
To drive the Buſineſs that ſhou'd Crown your Wiſhes. 
Therefore 1 Daily filPd your Father's Ears 18 
With Praiſes of Semandra, rais d his Wonder, 

Deſcrib'd her Dreſs, and each particular Grace 
ger Eyes, her Hands, her Lips, with all their Beauties; 
and have ſo Fir'd him, that there only wants | 
A View to perfect all, and that will be . 
To Night. F 00 
Phar. How know'ſt thou that? 
Andr. T learnt it all . 
rom a She- Slave that waits upon Semandra, 
Who told me, that Ziphares, with Conſent 
f Archilaws, wou'd beg her of the King, 2 
yen he this Night ſhou'd Aonima Eſpouſe. LS ft Muſick, 
or doubt, but when he once has ſeen Semandra, 
The Charms of his new Queen will vaniſh. Hark, Ting. 
The ſacred Muſick ſounds !—The King and Queen are com- 

Enter Archilaus, Ziphares, Semandra. 
your Brother, Semandra, and her Father. | 
Phar. O my lab'ring Breaſt! how Hopes and Fears 
ok my rack'd Heart, like a poor Bark about! T peſt, 
it ſoon the Calm will come, or I muſt periſh in the Tem- 
CExeunt Phar. Pelop. and Andr. 

Zi, By Heav'n, my Love, thou doſt diſtract my Soul; 
here s not a Tear that falls from thoſe dear Eyes, 
t makes my Heart weep Blood — O my Father ! 

ll is not well: 1 found her in the Morning, 1 
Alike a Bride, with all her Maids about her, | 
smiling, now half-Serious with her Thoughts 

"hat muſt come; nor Warm, nor Bright, nor Bluſhing: 


re! 


ortal. n Oh, the Gods ! I found her on the Floor, 
W al the Storm of Grief, yet Beautiful, 
eaſt, {Wing ſuch Breath of Sorrow, that her Lips, 
Love. ich late appear'd like Buds, were now o're-blown, 
ting forth Tears at ſuch a laviſh rate, 
a, were the World on Fire, they might have drowud 
ughts. WF Wrath of Heav'n, and quench'd the mighty Ruin. 


<, Nothing, my Lord -— *Tis all but Virgin's fear: 
rage to Maids is like a War to Men, | 
Ee 2 The 


W 
9 


fd 


MIT HRI DATES, 


= The Battle cauſes Fear; but the ſweet Hopes 
= Of winding at laſt ſtill draws em on. 


Y Sem 
Sem, Alas, ny. Lord 15 gy ff Lee bonn 
Ziph. What, but alas? no more? When by the Hand ad, 
T led her to the Temple, thus the Sigh'd, | That 1 
And hung;vpon'me, If thou truly Lov'ſt me, Zip 
If 1 way Credit my Semmara's Tears, Before 
Think em not drops of Chance like other Womens, With f 
The Weather of their Souls, the Chryſtal-bubbles Piſhon 
Which they can make at will; Oh, ſatisſie priv 
- The longing of my Breaſt, and tell my Sorrows. lather 
Sem. That | do Love you, Oh; all you Hoſt of Hey e K 
Be Witneſs ; That you are Dear to me, Arch 
Dearer than Day to one whom Sight mult leave, Iefer t 
Dearer than Life to one who fears to Die: Ine yet 
O thou bright Pow?r be Judge, whom we adore, Ind the 
Be Witneſs of my Truth, be Witneſs of my Love! 
But yet I fear 5 1 
Ziph. That Fear, give me that Fear, Semandra, 
Produce it in the uglieſt Form it bas, 
If. ought that is deform'd can come from thee, 
Sem. I ſhall, my Lord, ſince you are pleas'd to hear! 
Unfold my Doubts, the cauſe of all my Tears; 
Firſt then, I muſt complain of my hard Stars, 5 
Phat did not dart kind Luſtre on my Birth: Ab. 
For tho? at preſent, while your Young Blood boyls, WW" thor 
Your Reaſon cannot get the Rein of Paſſion, thy de 
Yet it will come, when long Poſſeſſion: cloys you, l treac 
Then you will thigk, what Queens you might have bad make 
With Kingdoms for their Dower 4 perhaps you may Nin 01 
Prove ſo unkind, to tell me of it too; Lord, 
Or, if you ſhou'd not, your Eyes wou'd ſpeak— LMH Herbe 
Enough to break the Heart of poor Semandra. venvy, 
Ziph. Why doſt thou Stab me with the tenderneſs Word, 
Of thy falſe Fears, and Melt me into Mourning ? | Titles 
*Tis moſt unſeaſonable on our Wedding-Day Night c 
To be ſeen thus: I know thou canſt not doubt me: ul. 7 
No, thou moſt lovely of the Fairer Kind, ud not 
Think not a Crown can ever change my Vertue. MI Jou: 
Ah, who wou'd leave the Warmth of this Lov'd Bil Id you 


ur Rope 


For the cold Cates which black Ambition brings? 


Ns 


ren ü * 


em. Spight of ill-boding Dreams, unlucky ape 
jon muſt, You ſhall, you obght'to be believ'd. ; 
uud, if I Weep again, it is for Io 1, yr} A 
Thet this Night ſhall be your Happy Bride. . 
Ziph. Oh, Mithridates, mighty as thou art. 
fore whoſe Throne Princes ſtand Dumb as Death, 

Fith folded Arms, and their Eyes fix'd to Earth © 7 
Dihonour brand me, if I won'd not chuſe 1. 
\ private Life with her whom my Soul Loves, 
ather than Live like thee, with all thy Titles, 

te King of Kings, without her. 
Arch. Pray, my Lord, 
deer till Mid-Night theſe Kung Ecſtaſies: 
Ie yet may put a Bar betwixt our hopes, 
nd then the Loſs will be more laran born. 


eeping, 
Hand 


The Scene draws, Diſcovering the Liner part o "he Tem 
ple. Mithridates, holding Monima, by the Hand; 
his Queens, Concubines, Sons and Daughters tema 

ing. Three Roman Captains, L. Caſſius, Q. Oppius 
and Mannius Aquilius, bound in Gold ee with 
many other Slaves ftanding at 1 TI 


Mith, Not yet, O Rome, great Tyrant of the World, 

Lt thou ſubdu'd-the. Aſian Emperor. 

| try deſpight I hold my Glory ſtill, 

lll tread upon the Necks of Conquer'd Kings, 

Ill make thy Conſuls tremble at my Name, 

Id in one mightieſt Word, to ſum up all, | 
Word, which like a Charm, might raiſe the Ghoſts 
Pyrebus, and the experienc'd Hannibal 

denvy, and be dazled at my Deeds; 

Word, a Name, that-comprehends all Honouts, 

| Titles, Riches, Power, all Majeſty, y 
hight of Rome, Pm Miebridares ſtill. ul 
4, The Nations muſt confeſs, that Alexander © © 
ud not more dreadful to the Eaſt appear, 


ue. Jou: ev'n Rome, wou'd Buy her Peace with Joy 
14 jou at reaſonable Rates afford 
opal Friendſhip, tho? by your Command, 
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48 MITHRIDATES, 
Moſt dreadful to Italian Memory, 


A Hundred Thouſand Murder'd Romans fell. 


Alich. Dareſt thou, Fomenter of theſe Wars, to talk? 
Thou purple Source of all thoſe bloody Stre 
Which have for more than thirty Years o'erflow'd 


The Aſian Banks, and dy'd Euphrates red? 
Dar*ſt thou, Commiſſioner in chief, to put 


The Earth in Arms, and ſet the World on Flame, 


In one dark Day, Damn'd in the Book of Fate, 


ams, 


Once think of Peace? Now, by the Fire- robb d God 
Thou ſhalt have Puniſhment that fits thy Crimes. 


Aquil. The braveſt muſt ſubmit, when Fortune fromn;, 


Mith. Deſire of Wealth, the Luſt of ſhining Dirt, 
And Palace Plunder, caus d thee with arm'd Legions 


T'invade a King, whoſe Father was Rome's Friend. 


But, by the aſſerted Juſtice of my Cauſe, 


The Help of Heav'n, and of my own Right hand, 


I conquer'd thee, and thou art now my Slave. 
Guards, ſtrait convey him to the Market-place, 


Take off his wealthy Chains, and melt em down; 


Then, for a terrible Example to 


All ſordid Wretches, Souls made up of Avarice, 


Pour down his Throat the rich diſſolved Maſs, 


J | And gorge his Entrails with the burning Gold. 


Mor. Not, my dear Lord, upon your Noptial Day. 
Mith. On any Day, my Queen, to do a juſtice 
Which all the Gods, and all good Men muſt like. 


For Lucius Caſſuu, and for Quintus Oppius, 


A milder Deſtiay's in ſtore. Away with him. 
And now proceed we to the Sacred Rites, 


Aquil. Vet, e're you joyn, hear me, proud Em 


Hear what the Fates have put into thy Breaſt ; 


I ſee my Death, by Roman Arms reveng'd ; 
And what Lucullus had ſo well begun, 

Pompey ſhall end; Pompey, thy Glory's ruia. 

This Hour that gives me Death, ſhall be th 


e lat 


Of all thy Quiet: Swift Domeſtick Jars <> 
Shall overtake thee; thou ſhalt add more Blood 


To that already ſhed from thy own Bowels : 
And hen at laſt ſubdu'd in all thy Wars, 
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i'd of thy Queens, thy Sons and Daughters flain, + 
on ſeek'ſt ſome Corner of thy conquer'd Empire | 
5 hide thy abandon'd Head in; then the Load 
al thy Woes ſhall come, one whom thou leaſt 
alt fear, long nouriſh'd in thy impious Breaſt, - 
ll ſtab thee to the Heart, and end thy Days. 7h 
ut this, all this, and more may light upon thee, _ 
pray the Gods; and ſo the Furies ſeize thee. 
Kh. Away, to Death with the Prophetick Fool. 

LEx. Guards with Aquiliug. 
jor, begin and let the Altar ſmoak £ 
th ſuch rich Victims, to the well-pleag'd Gods, 
ut they may ſmile from Heav'n, and give us Joy. 


lk? 


Here follows the Entertainment: After which, the Rig 
and Queen return from the Altar to ſit in State. An 
Image of Iitory deſcends with two Crowns in ber 
Hands; but on a ſudden the Engines break, and caſt 
the Image forward on the Stage with ſuch Violencr, 
that they daſh it in pieces, Mithridates ſtarting up. 


| Mtb. Ha! whence? How fell this out? Now, by my 
r Nuptials are not pleaſing to the Gods; (Army, 
| s for ſome Fault of mine, O Monima, | 
Day. at Heav'n denies thy Beauties to my Boſom :- 
Is, when we did approach the hallow'd Vault, 
ropheſying Prieſt, with ſtart-up Hair, 
0 rolling Eyes, and Noſtrils wide as Months, 
ſt us 1'th* way, and faid, we were no Match. 
ſl] the Nobleſt Salvage of the Field 
nperof jt tamely couple with a fearful Ewe, 
ers ingender with the timorous Deer, 
muddy Boars defile the cleanly Ermin, 
Valtures fort with Doves, as I with thee. 
| 4 craſs Thought, and much diſturbs me here. 
x n. Command me die, cer give your Majeſty 
of the leaſt Diſturbance, O, my Lordi 
ik you, that I wou'd lie within your Arms 
tear you ſigh, and give me Tears for Lore? 
tdink you, tis to Empire I aſpire ? 3 
TO RES =... 
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Mith. O Celeſtial Powers! W 1 ETET 

Mark me your Subject out for all Misfortunes, 

The Curſes of the Roman Mannius fall | ; 

Peavy upon me; Fortune's giddy Wheel, 

Which we have fix'd with our Majeſtick Weight, e 

7yrn round with me; when 1 deny him ought l 

That he can ask with Honour. Riſe, my Son. _ HL 
Ziph. riſing. Since on the great Requeſt which i ſhall make, 

The Peace or Trouble of my Life depends, 9 UW! 

The Torment or the Pleaſure of my Soul, | 

ternal Griefs, or everlaſting Joys, 

Iwou'd recal to your Remembrance, Sir, 

he Toils and Hardſhips which my early Valour 

bx undergone z the many Fields I have fought 

And conquer'd too; and, as of old the Romans, 

ho ſought the Conſulſhip, made bare their Breaſts, 

Lid with long Scars, and ſtudded o'er with Thruſts, 

be Noble Wardrobe of the Scarlet War; | 

I vou'd, with bolder mention of my Deeds, ID... 

ifplay my Wounds to move your Royal Favour, p 
id offer, to the Blood which I have ſhed, _ F Polk, 

vl my Heart holds for Sealing of your Promiſe. - = 
ih. O, had'ſt thou fought ſo poorly as thou ſpeak ſt, 

by Actions, all the Lawrels that lie green oY 

don thee, ſtreight wou'd wither, and be Duſt. . 

ſo mention but thy laſt, thy laſt of Wars, 

hich ev'n the Breath of Majeſty makes vile; 

) much below thy Valour is all Language 

Ziph, The Glory of that Battle is your own. F 

Mith. To thee-we owe the Day, our Life and Empire! 

hen Six Centurions bore me from my Saddle. 

Ind laid me groveling, for the violent Horſe, -,. » 

0 tread my Soul out; How did my brave Ziphares 

ek through their Walls of Steel, leap o'er the Ramparts 

| tis dead Bodies that fenc'd me in, | 7 

bis own Cour ſer mounting me to Life! 

ous even in the Mouth of Slaughter; while | 

foot himſelf, he with his Battle-axe + | 

ne down the Legions, drove whole Troops before him, 

i brought their Eagles drooping from the Field! 
„„ | FF Demand, 


* - 
: - 
* * 


442 MITHRI DATES, | 
Demand, I ſay; ask me moſt Royally, _ Pp. At 
I will be laviſh to thy vaſt Ambition, N kh, He 
And Crown my Wiſhes like a giving God. | Zph, An 
Ziph. In Thankfulneſs I bend me to the Earth; (ebis or 
Once more fall proſtrate to your Majeſty, are to my 
And pray the Gods to give you Length of Days. ome, this 
Come forth, come forth, my Faireſt; break, my Day; Mih, Re 
Appear, and charm, dazle the whole Aſſembly. eſed of 
ö LSemandra comes formari ie his whe 
 AMith, A Wonder! Ha! Sor BTR all thy Jo 
Ziph. She is, my Lord, the Boaſt, r Eyes we 
The lovely Chance-word, Maſter-piece of Nature, od be bi 
Who bluſmd to ſee what her own Hands had made; 20. The 
As if miſtaking Moulds, ſhe unawares Mith, Thi 
Had caſt Semandra in a Form Divine. | | al my R 
Sem. Theſe Praiſes, breath'd from any Lips but yours, Wd be a Ga 
Lord. of my Life, and Idol of my Love, 2%. Suck 
Wou'd make me fink with ſhame, or ſcorn the Flatterer, Ib. No 
But as they come from you, from that lov'd Mouth, las man 
The tender Off'rings of your fond Deſires, ld in all 
I take 'em all, and die upon the Sound: _ 
To the driven Air my flying Soul is faſten'd; 
Each Word, each Syllable you ſpeak is mine; 
Yes, I am Fair, a Queen, a Goddeſs, any thing 
That my dear Lord is pleas'd to have me be. 
—s MAith, She talks ( 
Ziph. And with fo good a Grace, 
That nothing bat her Wit can Charm beyond it. 
Late in the Camp J languiſn'd with a Fever, 
And ſure had dy'd, but for this Phyſician 
Who, in the midſt of all my fiery Pains, 
When Art was at a loſs, and 1 lay gaſping, 
Wou'd quite beguile my Sufferings with her Song, 
Her welcome Pity, and her ſoft Endearments : 
Now, laying her chaſt Cheek, cold with her Tears, 
To mine, ſhe wou'd abate the raging Firez 
Now, with warm Sighs, kindle my fading Spirits: 
And when! fainted, with a Kiſs recall me, 
Mtb. By Heav'n, ſhe Weeps, I cou'd drink the L 
Phar. He takes the Poiſon, faſt as I cou'd wilh. 
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rp. And Prince Ziphares forces her upon him. 
Ach. Hold, you are gone too far; ſpeak to the Purpoſe, 
200. Ambition therefore was not my Requeſt z 
Cilchis or in Boſphorws to Reign; F 
are to my Brothers all your Empire; and 
ome, this only Beauty for Reward, | 5 
Mtb. Reward! Wert thou og Mit hridat ess Throne, 
ſefsd of all his Kingdoms, were thine Eye 
e his who guides the Day, as thou cou dſt call 
ll thy Journeys, what thou ſaw'ſt thy on; 

Eyes would match thy Luſtre ; All thy Glories 
od be but Shadows, when this Face appear d. 
Zb. They wou'd, my Lord. _ 
Mb, They wou'd, my Lord! Yet more; 
amy Royalties, a Gad might Wed her, 
de a Gainer by the Beautious Bride. 
ph. Such as ſhe 1s 
Mitb, Not Heav'n uſelf can mend her. 
(1 a3 many Tongues as I have Languages, 
Id in all Speeches of the babling World, 
cou d at once ſpeak to as many Nations, 
th ſuch Grace as might make Athens bluſh; 
Mercury, and by the Father of N 
 Myſes, I ſhou'd never ſpeak Semandra. 
Hon, O, he is gone! his vow'd Fidelity 
ud away ! © | 

ith, Tell me her Birth, Ziphares? 
muſt be more than Royal. 
Leb. Fate, thy worſt : 
ne be dumb for ever from this Moment. 
ch. In me your Majeſty may pleaſe to read 
father: What I want in Dignity, 
Pleasd to fill up with my Services. 

lab. Thy Daughter! Pans RE 
Fc, Yes, my gracious Lord, my Daughter. 
th, O pity, that ſo fair a Star ſhou'd be 
Child of Night; that ſuch a Stream of Chryſtal 4 
id haye her Spring ſo muddy! _ - - 3 mw 
dy, thou ſaucy, old, ambitious Dotard, | Fl 
dar ſt to match thy Lees of Blood with ours, = 
Gaub the Throne of the Immortal G = Ziph. 
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Impale me, burn me, bury me alive 
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444 MITHRI DATES, 
Ziph. Hotd, hold, moſt awful, give Ziphares Death, 


But do not wrong this Innocent old Man, 
Theſe Bairs, which were made Silver in your Service; 


© the good Gods! whom Fear cou'd never ſhake, 


Your bitter Words have caus'd to tremble : See! 
With the Diſgrace, he weeps; his Springs of Life, 


Which had been dry for fifty Years, this If 


Affront has water'd : 

Oh my poor Father! 

Mich. Ha! that Name again, | 
Thou art no more my Son, For thee, Semandra, 
Thou ſhalt attend our Queen; to Court, my Fair, 
Where I muft learn you to forget Ziphares, 


And match you equal to your Birth. 


Sem, My Lord Ziphares— Father, 
Mit h. Look not back. 
Conduct the Queen, Pharnaces. O, Semandra 
*Tis to your Tears 1 Sacrifice my] uſtice; : 
To them, your Father's Life Ill not deny, 
Who tor Ambition did deſerve to die. 
[ Exeunt all but Ziphares and Arch 


Arch. Dotard! and ſaucy? nay, the Lees of Blood! 


Now, by the Gods, *tis ſprightly as his own: 


O, tis too much to bear. Forgive me, Prince; 

It breaks the very Neck of Loyalty: 

perhaps, he Whores my Daughter tod. But firſt, 

Rather than ſee him wear my Glories Spoils, 

Thou, my good Sword, that has ſo oft been draw, 

And dy'd "hyſelf 3 in Ronan Bowels, to 

The very Guard, for this ag bor 7; King, 

Be faithful to me, as thou ſtill haſt” been, 

And oe the Heart of thy diſnonour'd Maſter. 
Ziph. Oh, Arcbilaw ! Oh, my kinder Father! 


It Nog are ſtir'd thus at an angry Word, 
What ſhould I be; 1, ho am loſt indeed, 

I who am ſtunn'd, I who ſoſtain d the Str the” 
Of all the Anger of the 2 at once ? 
* 1 my Loye! 
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n of Por ve as 
Ich. Reſtrain your Grief, 

1 my Rage; and let us think apace, 

for my Daughter's. Vertue Twou'd ſtake 

Immortal part, my Fame ſo dearly Bought, 

force, which he may uſe, will have its way : 

i{der that. | | 5 * 

15. Conſider! how ſhou'd I ; 0 

aer, who grow Mad with crouding Thoughts: 

ere every one endeav'ring to be foremoſt 

rs up the Paſſage, and will Choak my Reaſon ? 

ch. Once more ſpeak hymbly to him, 

taps tis but a ſuddem-ſhort-liv'd Fit, 

nt of Paſſion that may ſoon-bſow over: 

if you find it rooted in his Heart, 

jour way through him, to your Happineſs ; 

per in, like your Brother Mithridates. a Lc 

74h, By Heav'n, I think it greateſt Happineſs ; 

er to have been Born? and next to that, 

Die: For who that wears his Fleſh can bear 


ho, ſome Moments paſt, wou'd not have chang'd 

dition with the Bleſſed Gods themſelves; | 

ia all probability am loſt, 

| ſtand upon the very Brink of Ruin. 

ch. Your Deſtiny's uncertain; Fate, as yet, 

ds the Scale doubtful: Let us haſte to Court, 

ere we ſhall learn which way the Ballance falls. 

00. Not half an Hour ago, methought ſecure 

2d myſelf, and almoſt cou'd-have wept 

ter Compaſſion to th* hard- fated World, 

ting how much my State was happier. . 291 

<, Yet all the while you did not ſpy the Danger 

Ich crept inviſible, and under mind you. 

ib. Alas, I did not; without fear I ſtood: _ 

one who on the Beach, deſcries from far 

bouring Bark, with which the Billows war, 

$1ts State, wiſhing the Tempeſt gone. 

Vers not the near Sea come rolling on: 

d with me my unſeen Fortune play, __ | 

ie Wavescame, and waſh'd me quite away. [Exennt, 
ACT. 


Curſe of Accidents, a Change like mine ? „ 
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Vet we muſt think em cold as candid Ice, 


As the bleak Girl upon the Mountain's Top, 


—_— bl 1 _ 


Watch ev 
it up hi 
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| Ind ſwea! 

Enter Pharnaces and pelopidas. Ibliges I 

| | e Phar. 
Phar. 15 L hear no more; get me a Hundred Hotſe Wit gaudy 
To be our Guard, l' bear her hence to Nigbe tber th- 


And Raviſh her, by all the Fire that Acts 4 be a Bi 


This fearleſs Frame, I will. Declare the difrence} Me bappi 
Is not the Blood of Queens and Princeſſes The gener 
Like other Womens? Souls alike infus'd? Vith cho 
Their Banquets Richer, and the Drinks they taſte nd, all h 


he White 
nd every 
on, by t 
hioks hin 


The very Spirits of the Purple Vine? 


Not a Thought ſtarting, free from warm Deſires, 


| Cover'd with Snow, beaten with conſtant Winds, alp. Be 
That Feeds on Herbs and Roots, and Drinks the De are thou 
Pelop. What would you have her fall like mellow Fru b. Tt 


[hen Arc] 
es rotting 


Whom yet ho Sun has ſhone upon, no Warmth 
To Ripen? *bate a little of this Fire. 


Phar. Pelopidas, I oft have told you, that Pelop. Di 
She knew my Love, before ſhe ſaw my Father; oy of y 
For in the Plunder I firſt lighted on her : Phar, He 
Tho? afterwards he took my beauteous Spoil, $Publick] 
As now he does my Brothers. I alledg'd, * he who 
As late I led her Weeping to her Chamber, de Golden 
My conſtant Paſſion, and his Breach of Faith, at me 
All that a Love moſt violent cou d put 0 ſtol'n h 
Into a Lover's Mouth, like mine; but ſhe unmov'd, Wore, 
Inſenſible reply'd; the King, twas poſſible, "top. 'Tis 
At laſt might Kill her with his Cruelty; loſe Hear 
Yet to the utmoſt Moment of her Life ls every 
She wou'd adore him with ſuch Spotleſs Love, d will not 
Such moſt Romantick Faith, and ſuch a deal meer put. 
Of whining Grief, that in a Rage I flung | wiſhing 
Away, and left her talking to her ſelf. "ar, Whic 
Pelop. And do you think this Haughtineſs will cat. I, ay 
He that will win a moſt exalted Beauty, 0 keels the 
Maſt bend his Soul low, as he bows his Body, SWear | 
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rich every Glance, obey her Cer ſhe ſpeaks; 

| up his Eyes at each affected Word, | 

ud ſwear —— Beſides her Honour, Sir, her Honour, 

olives her to ſtand a while at diſtance. | 

phar. Tis almoſt empty; Honour, Courtſhip, all 

bt gaudy Nonſenſe. O Pelopidas, | 

ther than buy my Pleaſure with ſuch Baſeneſs, 

| be a Brute: Now, by my Life, methinks, 

ſhe happier Creature, caſt before my Eyes; 

ſhe generous Horſe, looſe in a. Flow'ry Lawn, 

pith choice of Paſture, and of Chryſtal Brooks, 

nd. all his chearful Miſtreſſes about him, 

he White, the Brown, the Black, the Shining-bay, 

id every dapled Female of the Field; 

bow, by the Gods, for ought we know, as Man 

hioks him a Beaſt, Man ſeems a Beaſt to him. 

?:lop. Be more conſiderate, leſs rafh and hot; 

have thought of an Expedient to gain her. 

Phar. Thou art my better Genius, and ſhalt flouriſh, 

hen Archelaus, like a blaſted Tree, | 

&s rotting to the Ground, 4 

Pelop. Did Mit hridat es | 

oy of your Love to Monima ? 

Phar, He did: ; 

$Publickly I ſhew'd it as Ziphares : 

t he who like the Heſperian Dragon, thinks 

be Golden Fruit of Beauty all his own, . 

at me as a Thief, who, while he ſlept, 

d ſtol'n his Prize, and made me Pay it back: 

Wore, my Life ſhou'd be the fatal Forfeit. 

eld. Tis as I cou'd have wiſh'd: Thus then, the King, 

toſe Heart Semandra kindles into Flame, 

ils every Hour to his New-marry'd Bride, 

d will not Bed yet till the Coronation. 

meer put-off, wading in deep Diſguſt, 

v wiſhing for pretence to part for ever. | 

"var, Which he ſhall have; this Head of thige has thought 

by I, and the needful Andravar, [it. 

feels the Pulſe of his Affection, f 

Swear boldly 5 4 #93 


As 


4 


| MITHRIDATES, 
As Witneſſes who had both ſeen and heard 
The jealous Monima, inrag'd with Love, 
But more for what her vaſt Ambition loſt, 
Strove to revive the Paſſjon that you bore her: 
But you moſt generouſly oppos'd her Charms, 
Which with unwillingneſs you ſhall confeſs, 
And beg your fiery Father to forgive her. 


Phar. Pithy, and ſhort ; thou art the Soul of Council. 
Pelop. The very breaking of the Buſineſs, throws 


Her into Priſon; where, while I guard the Door, 
Your Highneſs may, with as much eaſe, perform 
Your Pleaſure, as your faithful Servant thought it. 
Phar. In thanks the vileſt, fawning, lying Slave 
Wou'd ſpeak thee fairer than P-arnaces ſhall ; 
But let my Deeds be grateful to my Soldier. 
- Enter Andravar, 
What News, my Andravar ? 
Anar. Your Guardian-Spirit 
Now lays about him, and inviſibly , 
Acts wonders for you, madding all the Court; 
Semantra Weeping, and your Father Burning; 


Monima, like a Widow'd-Turtle, Mourning; 


Old Archilaus puſhing on his Fate; 

And Amorous Z'phares, led by Love, 

To tumble from the Top of all his hopes. 
Defiance from the Roman Conſul Glabrio, 

I ſent, and the third Pontick War renew'd. 
But Love ſo rocks your Father's drowzy Brain, 
That all the Trumpets of the thundring Legions 
Can fcarce awake him. See where he comes! 
Enter Mithridates attended, 

His haughty Courage ſcarce ſubmitting to 

The weight which preſſes him; but ſtriking out. 


Mit h. She muſt be mine, this admirable Creature, 


Her Charms are now inevitable grown; 

And, while I ſeem to fright her from my Son, 
T talk and gaze, and dote, to my undoing. 

See her no more; loſe her with weighty thoughts, 
And drowa her in the Ocean of thy Power : 
la vain I ſtrive with Cares to keep her gown, 
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1 hein does Buſineſs _ her to the bottom 1 
Tc Bladder Love ſtill bears her up f 
Phe, Like a caught Lion, raging in the Snare. 
e plunges in his Paſſion, ſpends his force, e 
u ſtruggles with the Toil that holds him faſter. *, 
Hit. See her no more and live inpollble! PF.» 
;well I might bid Meteors keep their Luſtre, 7 729 
hen all the ſhining Exhalations ſpent gr F 
hit fed their ſhort-liv'd Glorx. Pte 
Enter Monima, + vo 
Mor, O Mithridates ! O my cruel Lord 00 
come with all the violence of Grief, „ Un 
0 make my laſt Fare ð i 4 1353s BA 
M:h. What means the Queen: 3278 
An. The Queen ! O mockery of State l. nen 
meant of Greatneſs ! wondred at a While, 18 
t ſtreight neglected like a common thing. nf 
come, my Lord, to beg (O Heav'ns!) your Lewe, 
ur Royal Licenſe, to retire from Court; . Þ 
, ſince my Father by your Bounty reigns 
12 I there wou'd go to Mourn, Is 
id Languiſh out my wretched Life's remain. 1 f4 
It. Why will you add new troubles to my Boſom, | 
ready Burthen'd with the Wrath of — «5 
W jour unneceſſary Grief ? 
Men. From Earth, I fear, | 
K not from Heav'n, thoſe cloudy Cares are drawn... 
lith. No matter whence, they're dangerous to partake: | 
tender Face of Beauty cannot bear em; | 
if from Earth they come, their Damp will ſtifle; 8 
4% it from Heav'n, their Influence is blaſting. 
Min, Were you but kiad, my Lord, as once you were, 
ut blaſting cou'd | fear? hat dangers, anni + 
il the horrors of moſt dreadful Death? 
jou are pleas'd, that I ſhould -not complain. 
&, Semandra, by your Majeſty's —— 
tends without. 
lth, Fair Monima, retire: 8 
LU will * we 9 a 3 
F N 
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430 MITHRI DATES, 


I cannot be, but ydurs; Affairs of State Which drew 
| Now take me from you; cou d not 
Mon. Say the Affairs of Love. FR Mb, Oh 
I wou'd, my Royal Lord, but cannot blame you: gem. You 
I feel a Spirit within me, which calls-up ou bloſh'd 
All that is Woman wrong'd, and bids me chide; Jon then on 
But you are Mithri dates, that dear Man he daily C 
Whom my Soul loves; elſe, were you all the Kings, WW who am b 
All Worlds, all Gods, I cou'd let looſe upon you, 0 Love Zh 
For thoſe deep injuries which I muſt ſuffer ; nd by the 
Cou'd, like the fighting Winds, diſturb all Nature Mith. You 
With venting of my Wrongs ; but I am huſh'd Em. Oh, 
As a ſpent Wave, and all my fiery Powers on wou'd . 
Are quench'd, when I but look upon your Eyes, ar all the 
Where, like a Star in Water, I appear | ow wou'd tl 
A pretty ſight, but of no Influence, S Exit. led od I for P 
And am at beſt but now a ſhining Sorrow. & Ph oudy Not 
Mith. O Love! if that the Face of ſuch AfﬀeRion, xe all the . 
Such modeſt Sweetneſs, and ſuch humble Vertue, d break fo 
As my Queen bears, fix not my wandring Heart, Mith. You | 
Break, break thy Bow, and burn thy uſeleſs Arrows: luow, and 
By Heav'o, her kindneſs ſtrikes my troubled Soul. he Vertue of 
Euter Semandra with Andravar artendiry. « Wh Heart, ane 
But ſee, ſhe's Joſt again, Semandra comes, t now, Oh 
Who drowns like bluſhing Noon her paler dawn, ht of his 
And ſhews like Summer to the infant Spring. we my Life, 
Semandra, what, ſtill Weeping ?' will not all Id the ſoft 1 
The Wealth which the Sun ſees throughout the Eat ine him me 
Dry up your Tears? methinks, an Empire might n. Alas! 
Suffice for any Loſs. I give you all my Power; Vith. Had h 
And, with it, ſuch a Heart, as nought but Love Maps I migh 
Cou'd bow: I throw it bleeding at your Feet. ure | ſhox 
Behold, behold, Semandra, while 1 bluſh, | dow, ſince 
The great Effects of your commanding Beauty- e above tl 
Sem, Were you yet greater than you are, which fang me T we 
The Gods can make you; tho* no Bonnds but Heay - rery Soul, 
Did limit your large Sway; tho” in your Perſon # buy his Fat 
The Graces met that every Man ador'd, m. Then b 
The bluſh of Riſing Youth, the Conquering Eyes, n 
ap the Bl 


The Noble Smiles, and thoſe moſt paſſionate Beaute 
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ich drew my Heart. to Idolize yu Sonʒ 
cou d not Love yous © | 
Mith. Oh, unmerciful ! 
Sem. You ſaid; my Lord, but now, 
ou bluſh'd to think of your degraded. Power; 
on then ought 1 to bluſh? I, Who ſhot'd . 
te daily Curſe of your repining Subjects? | 
who am bound by Oaths and Solemn Vows, _ 
o Love Ziphares? by my Father's Order, Ver 
1d by the tendereſt Inclination too. 
Mh. You ſtrike me Dead. | 
Em. Oh, do but think, my Lord, 
on wou'd Mankind, when they ſhall 1 my Story; 
ear all the Rolls, or throw em to the Flames?! 
on wou'd the Weeping Maids Curſe my remembrance, 
Nord 1 for Pride of Power, a golden Promiſe, 
2audy Nothing, prove ingrateful, perjur'd ! 
Aye all the Goodneſs of the Earth to languiſh, 
d break for ever with his matchleſs Vertue ! 
Ib. You have ſaid, and I confeſs it to be Heavenly f 
Wow, and till I ſaw your Eyes, I Lov'd 
venue of my Son; I lodg'd him near 

Heart, and ſet him down my Succeſſor : 
bow, Oh hear, and wonder at your Power, 
ot of his Noble Acts, tho' to his Arm 
Wc my Life, tho? juſtice ſpeaks ſo loud, 

(d the ſoft Tongue of Nature pleads fo well, 
ite him more than I did ever Love him. 
n. Alas! wou'd I had Dy'd, when firſt youw-ſaw me: 
Vith. Had he conſpir'd my Death, uſurp'd my Throne, 
Itaps I might have doom'd him to be Slain, 
ure I ſhou'd have wept to ſee him Die; 
now, ſince he muſt Raviſh that lov'd Gem, 
Me above the World, - tearing yon from me, 
ug me T wenty Deiths, and cutting throngh 
ery Soul, ſhou'd I my Empire give 
buy his Fate, Ld think it vaſtly- ſold. 
em. Then blaſted be the Form that Charm'd your Eyes: 
fate! Oh, Gods! then 75 deſign his Death, _ 
rep the Bloody Har veſt of his Life, r 
Ff 2 Aud, 


e 


%%%] MITHRIDATES, 


And, Atreus- like, to feed on your own Bowels? cou d not 


But know, proud Monarch, there are Powers, who ſee ed, pale, 
And puniſh Crimes like yours: Nor can Ldoubt, our water“ 
But they will ſave from your moſt Impious Rage Mith. .Giv 
My poor lov'd Lord, the Innocent Ziphares. (Weyl all thoſe 
Mith. Thoſe Waters more inrage my Jealous Flame, Then Ser 2 
And thoſe heav'd Sighs but ſpread my Anger's Wings; e ſhall alor 
1 Your Fatal Kindneſs haſtens on his Death; do recal 
= And that untimely Doom, which 1 forbore 
To execute ſeems neceſſary now : ” dus dearly 
| Vou give him all your Stock of richeſt Love, ſhich my Li 
' Your Tears, your longing Looks, your Smiles, your C Blood bo 
And over-bleſs him with your laviſh Kindneſs; hat lovely 
But niggardly to me, you will not ſpare id Iam lo 
A pitying Glance, one Pearly drop to Ranſom _ WM Zith. Sem 
The Soul of this deſpairing Mithridates. : ho" in my 
Andravar, go, and bear the Prince to Priſon. 0 thy aſſaul 
Sem. Stay, Andravar,; the King has calFd you back: us Tempte 
See, he repents: Nay, I muſt hold you then, et not conſ 
And, if you ſtir, you take Semandra with you. ad at thy | 
O, Mithridates! O ungrateful Prince] ou'd win tl 
What was it you did Order? But behold, et, O dread 
His Eyes are fix'd upon the Ground, he bluſhes that my be 
To think he cou'd fo monſtrouſly Decree han all that 
To Murder the ſweet hopes of all his Kingdoms; Hell cou'd 
The Gods be prais'd for this ſerene Repentance : Mith. O G 
Yet, with the fright, 1 fear I ſhall not Sleep Arch, O, © 
Till Death does cloſe my Eyes, link how tt 
42 Mirth. O riſe, Semandra ! Love now e 
—_ Sem. Never, I never will. Ziph. Oh, 
. Oh all you pitying Powers, will not my Cries u move you 
And piercing Woes move yon to melt his Soul? all the Ct 
Can you be Deaf? Oh Cruel Mithridates ! hen firſt the 
Did you but know the workings you have made, Vall the Pair 
The heavy Plight, the panting Paſſions here, all the Ol 
If you had but a Grain of all that World | id. by the B 
Of Love, you ſwore you had once for Semandra, Jour behalf 
You cou d not ſee me thus: Miſery diſtracts Sm, Evi b 
My Reaſon ; ſhou d you turn to a new Rage, ſt kindled i 
(Which I muſt fear, unleſs you Vow to ſave him,) Ne me Zip) 
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cou'd not bear it; you ſhow'd ſee me fall ET 
1d, Pale, and with my Death's Convulſions graſping 
or water'd Feet, but never more riſG. 
-h. Give me your Beauteous Hand; 1 Swear upon it. 
au thoſe Powers we Worſhip, by your Self, 
bea cer Ziphares Dies, Semandra Kills him: 

e ſhall alone have Power to give him Death, 
r to recal his moſt vatimely Fate. 

Enter Ziphares and , Archilaus, 

Whis dearly do I buy the red Impreſſion 
iich my Lips make; but take, take it from me; 
Blood boils up again, my Spirits kindle, 
hat lovely Brand has lent my Wiſhes Flame, 
d Jam loſt again in vaſt Deſire. . 5 
Ziph. Semandra] Live IL once to ſee thee more, 
ho in my Father's Arms? "Tis Heav'n, to gaze 
1 thy aſſaulted Honour, thus to ſee thee, 
is Tempted from me with the Charms of Empire, 
Wt not conſenting 1 No, I'll not think the World, 
il at thy Feet, | | > 
od win thy Faith! 
et, O dread Sir, forgive me, 
that my boding Heart ſuſpects you more h 
han all that Heav'n cou'd ſend down great and charming, 
Hell cou'd raiſe up horrid to deſtroy me. 
Mith, O Glory! | | 
Arch, O, conſider, Sir, on that; 
link how the Romans will deſpiſe your Wars, 
Love now drive you N my Lord: He yields. 
Ziph. Oh, Royal Sir, or if the Name of Father 
n move you more, by that I will Conjure you, 
all the Charms of Stratonice s Eyes, 
een firſt they drew you to adore their Luſtre ; 5 
nl the Pains you gave her, when ſhe bore me; 

' all the Obedience I have paid you long, 

id. by the Blood I yet intend to loſe 

jour behalf: Oh grant me my Semandra. ; 
Ln. En by the Paſſion my unhappy Beauty 

Cit kindled in you, (but I hope is Dying) 
eme Ziphgres, give him to my Lengings. 
e Aich. 


454 | 
Airb. Tis done; the Conqueſt is at laſt obtain'd, 


_ MITHRIDATES, 


And Manly Vertue Lords it o'er my Paſſion; 
Tt ſhall be ſo; away, thou feeble God, 

I baniſh thee my Boſom ; hence I ſay, 

Be gone, or I will tear the Strings that hold thee, 


And ſtab thee in thy Heatt. The Wars come on; 


By Heav'n, I'll drown thy laughing Deity 


In Blood, and drive thee with my Brandiſh'd Sword 

To Rome, I will, yes, to the Capitol; 

There to reſume thy God-head' once again, 

And vaunt thy Majeſty without controul; 

But never Reign in Mithridates Soul. 
Arch. O wonderful effect of higheſt Vertue ! 

© Conqueſt, which deſerves more Triumphs than 


A Hundred Victories in Battel gain'd. - 
Ziph. You, muſt, you ſhall be now the Lord of Rant 


Her Fate ſhall bow beneath your awful Scepter. 
O let me not enjoy the Life you promis'd, 

The vaſt poſſeſſion of the rich Semandra, 

If 1 ſtrike not Rome's Eagles to the Earth, = 
Take the Imperial Standard, Chaſe their Legions, 
And bring in Triumph all their Leaders bound. 


Mith. Andravar, haſte, Proclaim throughout the Cit 
My Son Ziphares General againſt the Romans. [Exit And 


Come to my Breaſt once more, my deareſt Son; 


Ia Spight of Love, thou art again my Child: 


Thus with a Father's Bowels 1 receive thee, 

Thus melting o'er thee with the tendereſt Nature, 
pray the Gods to Crown thy Youth with Glory. 
Zipb. Oh Happineſs.! Oh joy! Oh bleſſed Tears. 
Reward this Goodneſs, Heav'n; for Poor Ziphares 
Is now fo loſt, he knows not what to ſay. 

Let me devour your Hands with Filial Dearneſs : 
Were my whole Life to come, one Heap of 
The Pleaſure of this Moment wou'd” ſuffice, 
And ſweeten all my Griefs with its Remembrance- 

Sem. Oh Happy Hour! if I not ſet thee down, 
The Whiteſt that the Eye of Time cer ſaw, 
Let me ne'er Smile when | remember thee, 


Nor ev'n in Wiſhes offer at a Joy.  [Sbauting 1 
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Mb. Hark, with loud Cries the Soldiers ſend their, rs 
then, with the belt Bleſſi ings I can give thee, 1 
duct my chearful Subjects to the Field; 
Take all the Sighing Virgins Wiſhes with thee, 
due the Conſul and receive Semandra. 12 
Ziph, O do not doubt me, my moſt Royal 8 © 
{ now I Conquer not, thus helpt, thus promis d, 
Thus prais'd, LN 'd, and thus ovekebleſt, 5 
am the Mark for all, + 1 
he Synod of the Gods to ſhoot their Fires at. 5 
A. Semandra, veil your Beauties from, my Hei 
nou'd not truſt their Iuflnence, tho I thanx 
de Pow'rs above, ſo ſtrongly Reigns my Wine 
think I might, and fear not a Relapſe: 2 
12n Apartment, proper for your Sieh n 
ou ſhall be plac'd, till yours and my E phares 
torn in Triumph; where no Eyes ſhall lee _ 
dur private Walks, nor Mark your ſecret PROP 4 * 
thus Divided you, that your Meeting ma 
yet more grateful. Haſte, my Sos, to Beuel: 
ſhort in Parting, fer there is no End 
| Lover” s Farewels. The Powers above preſerve vou. 
Ex. Mith. with Pelop. and Andr. 
Zißh. Farewel, Seman, ra; O, if my Father ſhou'd 
back from Vertue, tis an impious I. hougbt, 
t | muſt ask you, cou d you in my abſence, 
cited by Power and. Charming Empire, 
6 threatned too by Death, forget your Vows? 
ud you, I ſay, abandon. poor Ziphares, 
ho midſt of Wounds and Death would think on you; 
id whatſoc%er Calamity ſhou'd come, 
dd keep his Love ſacred to his Semandra, 
2 to heal the heavieſt Misfortune? 
dem, Your cruel Queſtion tears my very Soul: 
, can you doubt me, Prince ? A Faith, like mine, 
e ſofteſt Paſſion that e er Woman wept; 
ts reſoly'd as every Man cou'd boaſt : 
Why will you then ſuſpe&t my Truth? 
| lace it ſhews the fearfulneſs of Love, 
Ff 4 Tis 
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ie,  MITHRIDATES, 

Fis juſt 1 ſnoud endeavour to convince you: 
Make bare your Sword, my Noble Father, draw. 
Arch. What woud'ſt thou now ? | 

Sem. I ſwear upon it. Oh, 
Be Witneſs, Heav'n, and all avenging Pow'rs, 
Of the true Love I give the Prince Z.phares : 

When I in thought forſake my pligbted Faith, 
Much leſs in Act, for Empire change my Love; 
May this keen Sword by my own Father's Hand 
Be guided to my Heart, rip Veins and Arteries 
And cut my faithleſs Limbs from this hack'd Body, 
To feaſt the ravenous Birds, and Beaſts of prey. 


Arch. Now, by my Sword, twas a good hearty Wi 


And, if thou play'ſt him falſe, this faithful Hand 
As heartily ſhall make thy Wilhes good. 

Ziph. O hear mine too. If e er 1 fail in ought 
That Love requires in ſtricteſt, niceſt kind; 
May I not only be proclaim'd a Coward, 

But be indeed that moſt deteſted thing. 

May I, in this moſt glorious War 1 make, 

Be beaten baſely, ev'n by Glabrio's Slaves, 

And for a Puniſhment loſe both theſe Eyes; 

Vet Live and never more behold Semandra, [Trun 


Arch. Come, no more wiſhing ; Hark, the Trumpets( 


Sem. Preſerve him, Gods, preſerve his Innocence; 
The Nobleſt Image of your perfect ſelves: _ 
Farewel; I'm loſt in Tears. Where are you, Sit? 

Arch. He's gone. Away, my Lord, you'll never Þ 

Ziph. I go; but muſt turn back for one laſt Look: 
Remember, O remember, dear Semanara, 

That on thy Vertue all my Fortune hangs ; 
Semandra is the Bus'neſs of the War, 

Semanara makes the Fight, draws every Sword; 
Semandra ſounds the Trumpets ; gives the Word. 
So the Moon Charms her watry World below; _ 
Wakes the ſtill Seas, and makes em Ebb and Flow, 
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ACT m. Scans I. 
The Field. 


Enter Ziphares bloody, with Soldiers, 


Ziph. A* E theſe, are theſe the Maſters of the World? 
O, my brave Friends, how have you fought to 

You fought, as if you all had Miſtreſſes; * * (00? 2 

Who from ſome Battlement beheld your Valonr, 

And from your Arms expected all their Fortune. 

Ob! had you heard 'em clap their tender Hands, 

Beat their white Breaſts, and rend the wond'ring Heav*ns 

With their ſhrill Cries, 'you cou'd not have done more; 

Your Looks were Baſilisks to Roman Blood, | 

Your very Breath was as the furious North, Pa 

And drove the Legions, like the Chaff, before you. 

Nor was I idle; witneſs the Wounds I feel, 

Tho' Glabrio, at diſtance, ſhun'd' the Force 

of my far darted Javelin, yet it ſtruck 

A Tribune down, and did not uſeleſs fall. 

hat more remains, but that we haſte to meet 

or ious Arehil aus, plunder their Tents, 

uud loaded with the Lawrels we have won, 

arch to node, ſhouting all the way, | 

ng Live the King of Kings, Great Mithridates? - _ 

Enter Archilaus, attended, = 

Ach. O prince! thou Life, thou Soul of all the Army, 

[owhoſe dear Hand thrice I did owe my Life, 

hen thrice this Day my Horſe was kill'd beneath me, 

vrenown'd Day ! this one Day of thy Valour | 

4 drown'd in dark Oblivion all my Wars: | 

ite Time itſelf, thy Glory ſhall run on, „„ 

hile mine, my fifty Iron Years of Battle, 

es ſmeer'd in Duſt, and moulders into Aſhes, 

Zipb. Yes, Father, now I cou'd grow proud of Conqueſt, 

ce it muſt give your Daughter to my Arms. 

thought to day, when I had given the Word, 

nanara, Victory declar d herſelf, _ 


\ U 


Fer 


458 MITHRIDATES, 
F*er yet a Death by any Hand was given: 
Ev'n now my Blood more heats my youthful Vei 
My Cheeks grow redder, with the Expectation 
Of Love's dear promis'd Joys, than when I ſtrove 
In Flame of Fight, with all my Toil upon me, 

Jo cut my way, and win the famous Field. ; 
Arch. Grant me, you Gods, before the Hand of Dezth 
Comes, like eternal Night with her dark Wing, 
To bar the comfortable Light for erer 
From theſe my aged Eyes; O let me ſee 
A Grand-child of my Prince's Sacred Blood, 
To call him mine, to feel him in my Arms, 
To hear his innocent Talk, and ſee him Smile, 
While I tell Stories of his Father's Valour, 
Which he in time muſt learn to imitate :. | | _ 
Grant me but this, you Gods, and make an end, 
Soon as you pleaſe, of this old happy Man. 
Ziph. I feel a gladneſs lightning in my Breaſt, 
The kindled Joy diſperſes quickly through me, 
And ſays, e'er yet the ſetting 95 has quench'd 
His Love in his cold Miſtreſs Bec 1 
Semandra ſhall be mine; ev'n a Semandra | 
The Thought. is Ecſtaſie! Theſe Arms ſhall hold her 
Faſt to my throbbing Breaſt; theſe raviſh'd Eyes 
Gaze till they're blind, with looking omher Bluſhes; 
Theſe ſtifling Lips ſhall ſmother all her Smiles, 
And follow her with ſuch purſuit of Kiſſes, 
That ev'n our Souls ſhall loſe themſelves in Pleaſure. 
Arch. Firſt, ſend a flying Meſſenger, with News . 
Of our. se e inch 
Ziph. Ziphares ſelf r 

Muſt be the Harbinger. of his own Joy: 
Fil go with the beſt- mounted Cavalry, . 
While you behind Conduct, on eafie March, 
The weary'd Army. Once more let me lock 

My Father thus. een en er 

Arch. My Heart bodes Happineſs... 

Ziph. Twere Sin to doubt, ſince Fortune had no hand 

In what out Swords by dint of Valour won: 

She to the Brave was ever a curſt Foez 
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lat laſt have bound her to my Chariot, | © 
WW, conquering Vertue to be drag d along; 

10 while her broken Wheel is proudly born, 
Wi wall be forc'd our Triumph to adorn. - 


[ Exeunt ſeveral, : 
80 N * II. The Palace-Garder. N 


Enter ms and Andravar. 
Adr. Then there is hope, my Lord, th* unſettled King 
ly yet relapſe, and fall to Love again? | 
phar. *Tis certain that the End will Crown our Wilhes. 
te as 1 pry'd about Semandra's Garden | 
ad that our Plot a-ground, ſo Plough'd to bear, 
ou'd yield no Fruit, ſtill thoughtful how to work due, 
id watch for ſome Accident to fit 
ir purpoſe, and redeem the loſt Deſign; 
chanc'd to ſpy the fair Semandra ſleeping ; 
it, in wn poſture, ſhe appear'd fo lovely, 
ld as am, ſhe charm'd me into wonder: 
it ſtraight thy General came to reſcue me, 
ho took the Hint immediately, and went | 
ſe the King. | e 
Andr. 1 gueſs the good Deſign, + 
draw him on to ſee our beauteous Foe. 
Phar. You have it; and *tis more than half elected 
in 'em walk: Pelepi das, by his Action, 
wow did kindle him with wondrous Praiſe, 
tonce to view the bright Semandra fleeping ; / 
tthe King ſtopt, as if he fear'd to go; 
en ſide-long glanc'd, and ſigh'd, — walk'd a api 
bing his Hand upon his Face to hide 
erilng Bluſhes: But, behold em here! 
5 Enter Mithridates, Pelopidas. . 
ith, What are her Oharms to me? 
Ftp, Tis true, they are not: in 
et, methinks, the Sight might draw down eve | 
u I'd not ask you, for the World, to ſee her; 
that I think you're Maſter of your Promiſe : 


went your God. like Frame, your Strength of W 
os 
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| ö ad Nich. $0! 
Not to be ſhook, therefore I wood you, Sir, «Pity, f. 
In Curioſity, to ſee a Wonder; Tho knows 
But, if you doubt yourſelf. ind cruel C 
Aith. I think I need not: were moſ 

1 think my Vertue is reſolv'd ; but yet, Lu comfo 
Ifear, and therefore I will go no farther. „ een her 
Pelop. Tis well reſolv'd; and yet, methinks, *twou'd rai [rivmphant 
Your Pity, more than Love, to ſee the Tears lo take the 
Force through her ſnowy Lids their melting Courſe, Ne 
. "To lodge themſelves on her red murm'ring Lips ban all th 
That talk ſuch mournful Things; when ſtrait a Gale a lay; 
Of ſtarting Sighs carries thoſe Pearls away, ne 
As Dews by Winds, are wafted from the Flowers. Prlop. Th 
Mith. *Tis wondrous pitiful ; by Heaven, it is! ith, T. 

1 feel her Sorrow working here; it calls U Heav'n, 
Tire to my Breaſt, and Water to my Eyes, olleted N 
And, if I durſt | 1 | Pelop. Oh 
P elop. If you the leaſt ſuſpect 8 1 er Beautie 
Your Temper, if the ſmalleſt Breath of Love nde, m 
But ſtir your Heart; let me conjure you, Sir, Therefore, | 
Not to go on: The dazling manner will Mith. Au 
Diſturb your Quiet, and confound your Reaſon. Pep. Oh 
Mith. ?Twill be as well, tho'l believe no Power u. you mu 

Can change my Vertue; yet *twill be as well, [herefore y 

If you relate exactly what you ſaw. _ 43 ou wou'd t 
Pelop.” Behold her then upon a Flowry Bank, Vat a gro 
With her ſoft Sorrows, lull'd into a Slumber, - tempting 
The Summer's Heat had, to her natural Bluſh, Mh. I'll 
Added a brighter and more tempting Red; Vith all tha 
The Beauties of her Neck and naked Breaſts, berefore a 
Lifted by inward Starts, did riſe and fall Pelop. Ala 
With motion thay woight put a Soul in Statues; Lord, 1 
The matchleſs Whiteneſs of her folded Arms, Id Em yo 
That ſeem d t imbrace the Body whence they grew, Mirb, Rex 
Fix'd me to gaze er all' that Field of Love? Bp"; fe 
While to my raviſh'd Eyes officious Winds, b. Starts, h 
Waving her Robes, diſplay' d ſuch handſom Limos, in then the 
As Artiſts wou'd in poliſh'd Marble give Time, ar 
The wanton Goddeſs, when ſupinely laid o make Gu 


ith ſtrong 
78 *¹ ä 


She Charms her gallant God to new Enjoy ment. 
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1th. Something there is ſtirs mightily in my Breaſt; 
«Pity, ſure, it can be, only Pity: | 
Tho knows, but that her multiplying Fears, 
ind cruel Griefs, in time may give her Death? 
were moſt. inhuman therefore not to go, 
nd comfort her with Praiſes of Ziphares- | 

tel her how he Conquers, how he comes 

ſriymphant from the Conſul's overthrow, | 
Wr, tike the noble Wreaths he has deſerv'd, 
W:.mhraces from her Arms; Circles more rich 

han all the Crowns my fruitleſs Valour won. 
e. ſtay ; 1 will not ſpeak of him: Twere rule 
o break her reſt ; I'll ſee her when ſhe wakes. 

pelop. Then you dare traſt your Heart? 

Mith. *Tis ſure I dare: 5 

J Heav'n, my Friends, I dare: I feel ſuch ſtrong 

oleted Manly Vertue, that I'll on. N 
pelip. Oh, Sacred Sir, turn back: If conquer d by - 
er Beauties you ſhou'd Love again, I know 
WF :7144;, muſt bear the blame of all; 

Therefore, my Lord. 
Mith, Away ; by Heav'n, Pll go. 
?elop, Oh, tis impoſlible, if once you Loyd . 
ut you muſt certainly Relapſe: _ 
[herefore your fearful Servant kneels and begs 
ſou wou'd turn back: Alas, he's conſcious now q 
Vhat a groſs fault his fooliſh Tongue committed, 
7 tempting unawares your Reaſon forth. 0 
M:th, I'll ſee her; yes, it is refolv'd, I'll ſee her, 
Vith all that World of Charms thou haſt deſcribd; 
herefore ariſe, and lead the way. | 
Pelop. Alas! | | 
Lord, I fear you; but it is your Pleaſurez 
Ind Pm you Slave. of | 
Mith. Reply not; but obey CExeunt Mith. Pelop, 
Phar. I feel a pleaſant expectation breeding; 2 
ls Starts, his Stops: by Mars, he Loves her ſtill; 
din then the much prevailing Circumſtance 
Time, and Place, the abſence of my Brother, 
o make Guilt bold; the loneneſs of her Manſion 3 
ith ſtrong Incentives to a violent Lover. Andr, 
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Andr. Then Love has bleſt you on the other 
Since by our ſubtil Practices, we brought 
Monima to Diſgrace; with whom you may 
Divert, till we have gain'd our full Revenge. 

I have the Guard of her. 5 
Phar. Tm glad thou haſt. 

Then, to compleat the ruin of Ziphares, 

1 hear his Mother, fearful of th' Event 
= Of this long War, and loving him as Life, 
With Pompey holds private Intelligence, | 
And has, to Rome, giv'n all thoſe Caſtles up, 
Which ſhe had charge of, to preſer ve her Son. 

Andr. This, when occaſion calls, I'll aggravate, 
To Mad your Father more! But ſee, the General. 
| Enter Pelopidas. 


Pelop. He's gone; he's ruin d; quite tranſported with 


The Ecſtaſie of Love: I left him kneeling 
Cloſe to her Side, winding about his Heart 

Such Nets of Beauty, as muſt hold him faſt; 

Therefore, when he approaches us for comfort, 

Shewing his Griefs, and ſeeking ſhroud for Guilt, 

Let us encourage, to our utmoſt Power, 

What-eer his violent Love dares put in Act. 

Enter Mithridates. 
Mith. Torment of Heart! Oh, feeble Vertue! Het 

I blow thee from the Palace to the Cottage; 

To build in Hearts of Hinds, bleſs their rude Hands 

With thy lean Recompence of endleſs Labour: 

For me, fince I have burſt th* ungratefal Chain 

That held me to thee like a ſhackled Slave, 

Iwill enjoy what-c'er the Gods have given, 

And ſurfeit on the Beauties of Semandra. 

Oh, my dear Son, my beſt, my one Pharnaces; 
Buy Heav'n, thou never did'ſt oppoſe my Pleaſure, 
As does Ziphares : But Fil caſt him out 

That Boſom Wolf, who laps my deareſt Blood, 

And jodge thee there; thou wilt not rack me thus. 


A. 


Phar. The Gods forbid. But why, Sir, will you beat! 


Pelop. I cov'd not think you lov'd her at this rate; 
Therefore 1 hope forgotten Vertue yielded 
To bolder Pleaſures, and you quench'd your Fires. 


Hand, 
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King of PON TUS. 46, 
Mtb. Drawn by reſiſtleſs Love, I put one}Rnee- 1 7 
ToFarth, and gently bowing down my Head. 
iſt took at diſtance the ſweet wafted Breath ; ' | 
Which blew my Flames to ſuch a raging Height, 
That ſtreight I fell upon her. Balmy Lips, 
had glew'd my own fo fiercely, that ſhe wak'ds: - 
and, ſtarting up, ſoon vaniſh'd from my Sight, 
learing me Dumb, Pale, Languiſhing, and Dying, 
eat with her Charms, diſtracted with the Rage 
Of my Deſires, and torn with cruel Love. ot | 
beim. Why ſtopt you there? I wou'd have follow'd her 
io her inmoſt Cloſet ; pardon me, 204 4755 208 
prove paſſionate to ſee you thus: 
ktter a Million of ſuch ſlight-ſoul'd things 
ere Raviſh'd, Maſſacred, than Mithridates 
fer one Moment's care. | * 
Phar, I have no Patience. 1 ben 087; 
your great Glory, *twas not Nobly. done: 
th' midſt of Groans, and Cries, and guſhing Tears, 
wou'd have Raviſh'd her; your Royal Hand. 
ock'd in her Amber-Hair, ſhou'd-then have forc'd her; 
ho knows, but oppoſition mounts the Joy 2 
ke that Athenian Tyrant, who neter took + 
Is Barge for Pleaſure, but in the higheſt Storms; 
ben wou'd he ſtand like Neptune on his Deck, 
id laugh to ſee the Dolphins back the Billows. 5 
Andr. Say but the Word, Tl fetch her from the Altar 
0 your Embraces: Never did I ſee 
ſtrange an Alteration ; your fierce Eye, = 
hich, like the Sun at Noon, none cou'd behold - 
twith a ſnatch of Light, and then be dazled, 
on, like a cold and drowzy Winter's-Star, 
rs a bleak Brightneſs. O decay of Luſtre! | 
Ach. Jam not as I was Ha! Whence this F Shout 
Noiſe ? _. (within, 
| Ex. Pelop. and Andra; 
Paar. My Lord, this Paſſion has unman'd you quite: 
etfal of the glorious Fields you won, | 
o loſe your dear bought Honours in a Day, 
( ll your, Fame to your Ambitious Son. 


«4 


— 


— 


The 


* # 
2 4 
” 
* 


MITHRI DATES, 


The Coward Glabrio, whom by flying Agents 
T hear, in divers Skirmiſhes he vanquiſn'd, 


| Has ſwell'd him ſo, and blown him to that height, 


He rides upon the Shoulders of his Army: 
They heave him as he were a God, in Air, 


And Dance before him, ſhouting in their Songs, 


You are the ir Saturn, but the Prince their Fove /! 

All that their waning Faith can give Ambition; 

And he too laughs, to hear the thund'ring Titles. 
Mith. And, for a recompence, ſhall I beſtow 


$3 Upon this Traytor, all I Love on Earth? 


No, my Pharnaces, I have mark'd him Dead, 
If that Semandra's Loſs can bring his Ruin: 
Not but the Thought I go with, ſhews me juſt 


To what ſhall appear: The noble wile 


And fix the giddy People on my Side. 
Again theſe Shouts! 4 


| The ſtrongeſt, richeſt Fort of all the Eaſt, 


Kills by her ſeeming Infidelity. | 
Monima too muſt periſh for Diſhonour; 
But rather to make way for my new Love, 


Phar. I gueſs, Ziphares comes. 
Mith. Down, ſtruggling Nature; 
Die, Die, thou Raviſher of my Repoſe ; 
Be ſtrangled in me all remorſe, all thoughts 
Of Pity ; yet I will be calmly Cruel; 
Nor ſhall he find the depth of my Revenge. 


Enter Andravar. 


Andr. Your Son has Conquer d, mightieſt of Kings; 
But by a way ſo infamouſiy baſe, _ 
I fear my Doom will ſcarce be leſs than Death 
For the Relation. 3 
Mon. Monſtrous! "Sp 
May it be? $94 
For I ſo hate him now, I wiſh for Crimes 
Of dgepeſt Gtain, for Colour to his Fate. 
Andr. His Royal Mother, the falſe $:ratonice, 
To whom you gave-in-Cuſtody Jyora, 
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er he with Glabrio join d, to Rome did yield g 
iat wondrous Maſs of Treaſlire, with her Honour, © 
ſth. Curſt State of Monarchs! Let the judging World 
ow weigh our Pleaſures, with our mightier Troubles, BY 
id find us happier than the reſt of Menn 
ale Beauty, thou ſhalt Die, thou Bane of Greatneſs z' 
Yr, if I cannot reach thy fickle Being, eee 
| puniſh thee by ruining Zphares,” Wert 
Andr. This have I learnt by frequent Meſſengers; 

ho warrant with their Lives, how By conſent - 94 
Lbrio but $kirmiſh'd with the Prince your Son, K 
nd was by Stratonice brib'd before. rn 01 
Mith. Plots, Treaſons, horrid black Conſpiracies! 
other and Son, Oh Parricides! combine; be 

tif you ſcape me, may I Sleep my Reign out. 


— 


Enter Pelopidas. 


kit ſays Pelopidas ? What of 'Ziphates ? a 
in ſt thou more matter for my Curſes? Speak. 
P:lp. He comes, my Lord, and with a Port fo Proud, 
zit he had Subdu'd the ſpacious World, Ed 
d all Synope's Streets are fill'd with ſuch 

glut of People, you wou'd think ſome God _ 
d conquer?d in their Cauſe, and they thus rank'd _ 
it he might make his entrance on their Heads: 
bile from the Scaffolds; Windows, Tops of Houſes, 
W: calt ſuch gaudy ſhow'rs of Garlands down, - 

at ev'n the Croud appear like Conquerors 
the whole City ſeems like one vaſt Meadow, 

at with Flowers, as a clear Heav'n with Stars. 

th, Ungrateful Slaves! By Mars, when 1 return'd, 
IM with the Hardſhip of a Ten-Years War, 
Army's heavy gaited, bruis d and back'd, 
1 cutting Roman Liess: 
7 neer receivd me with a Pomp like this. . 88 
tp. Nay, as I heard, e' er he the City enter d, 

r Subjects lin'd the way for many Furlongs; 
very Trees bore Men: And as our God, 
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ads MITHRIDATES, 
When from the Partsl of the Eaſt he dawns, 
Beholds a Thouſand Birds upon the Boughs, 


To Weleome him with all their warbling Throats, The 

And ptune their Feathers in his Golden Beams; 

So did your Subjects, in their gaudy'ſt trim, 

Ziph. E 
Iam indeb 
But let me 
Of your 1 
Vere nea 
ys, He i. 
And plays the Orator | Plagnes rot thy Tongue, ar; 
And blaſted be the Lungs that breath'd his welcome; br the ſma 
© Periſh the Bodies that went forth to meet him, hon _ 
A prey for Worms to ſtink in hollow Ground. "uk bs 
| O, Viper! Villain! not content to take ** . 
My. Lore, but Life! wilt thou Unthrone me too? . Lon 
Shall Mihridates Line to be Depos d, « Long 
Stale, the Image of what ance he was; WE 


- The very Ghoſt of his departed Greatneſs; 
A thing for Slaves to be: familiar with, | 
To Gape, to Nod, and Sleep in my ſcorn'd Face? 
Awake, awake, thou Sluggard Majeſty, 
Rouze thee to Ac; tho? all the Elements, 
Tho? Heav'n and Hell, Subjects and Sons conſpire _ 
With Fate thy Empire's fall, oppoſe their Will: 
| - Dare to the laſt, and be a Monarch ſtill. | U 
1 Pelop. What think you now? 
Par. I think, for my Revenge, 

For any Ac that witty horrour asks, 

Thou art an Inſtrument fo. black and fit, 
The Furies joyn'd in Council caud nat Match thee. 
But fee, Ziphares comes. With what a Train 

Of Prieſts! nay, then the God muſt be Ador'd, 


. + bes vv | 467 


The Scene being drawn, OI Ziphares! $ 7 Ne 3 
which is a Street full of Pageants, cronded with Pe- 
ple, who from the Windows fling down Garland: :. 
Others Dance before bim, while the Prieſts Sing ; 
 Ziphares reſting under a Canopy of nk | 


Ziph, Enough, my Friends, my Noble Country-meny, 


Wl im indebted to your Bounties ever; 
Bit let me now” Conjure you, ceaſe the Noiſe 
of your loud Thanks, le we diſturb the King: 
Vere near the Palace, and my boding Heart 
dis, He interprets rudely this our Triumph, 
Vbich you againſt my will, have forc'd upon me? 
berefore Ziphares hegs you to retire. 
pj the ſmall Victories my Arms have-gain'd, 
ou have any Love, as much you ſhew, 
et me intreat you all, by that alledion, | 
10 now, upon this inſtant, to disband. | 
41. Long live our Ring, and Noble Prince Z. be. | 
[Exennt, Shonting. | 
Phar. Welcome, Ziphares, welcome to Syzope ; - 
ll, when, Fate calls thee forth, may'lt thou return, . 
is well d, thus Lord Triumphant der the Romans. 
Ziph. Had I ſnbdu'd the World, 1 ſticu'd deteſt 
te Title of Triumpher, and ſcarce think 
hat Man my Friend, who Praiſes at your rate. © 
Pap. Had not the Monſter Multitude receiv'd you, Sir, 
th ſuch a monſtrous State, methinks,  - 
ke Hercules, you ſhou'd have ſlain the Hydra. © 
Adr. Heard you but, Sir, how with an hundred Month 5s 
vorſnip'd, as you were already Crown'd : . 
bug lire our King, the Noble Prince Z y bares Faun. | 
t. What, Villains? Ha! Gods, bave f Fleſh and bare it? 
rmaces, off; by my Juſt wrath "they enen 
DExeunt Pel. and Andr. 
fler. The King! nemember how this Rage will found. 
7%. Othe curſt Traytors! Brother, beware of em; 
Ker they crouch: at preſent to your W 8 
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Will waſh the anger of the Gods away. 
| Phar. Go, and the Welcome that I wiſh attend thee, 
Of all my Elder Brothers, he remains 8555 


88 [Corn l = _ * . 
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With Monima, who muſt or yield or die. 
Mith. Has not the Traitor won my Subjects Hearts? 


* 


For I perceive your Favour warned the Snakes 
To ſtir; they have no Senſe of Gtatitude: 
I found em baſe, and therefore did diſcard em! 
For which the Slaves have ſworn me mortal Hate; 
But if 1 Live, Fll crum em. \ 
Phar. You'll to the King? ponds 
Z bb. Iwill. Methinks this Meeting was unlucky; 
My Heart miſgives me more, and higher heats 
With this laſt Heat, than all the Toit of War. 
Perhaps they move the King; but ſure not much: 
Or if they do, tho' our great Father frowns, 
One ſmile, one Tear of Joy from my Semandra 


To croſs my Hopes, and bear me from the Crown: 
Whom yet I doubt not, by my Engines help, 
To burſt in ſander, and then gild my Brows. 
Methinks, I ſhou'd become the Golden- Hoop 
That circles in one Quarter of the; Globe 
J have it juſt; my Scepter waving thus, 
The ſtarting Princes run to clear my way. 


Enter Mithridates, Semandra, Pelopidas, Andravar, Our 


But hold, my Father comes, with ſad Semandra! 
Weep on; while I go laugh my-Cares away 


Has not his Mother, baſely. too, betray'd me? 

Has he not dar'd to Triumph without leave? 
Which, when my faithful'ſt worthy'ſt Counſellors 
Rebuk'd him for, with mild and gentle Language, 
He redned with proud Anger, drew his Sword 
Then, like a monſtrous Parricide;oame-on 
Here to my Palace, Heading the wild Croud : 
So through the Bodies of my Friends to paſs, 
Till with his Barbarous Hand he reach'd my Boſom. 

Sem. Tis falſe ; tis all moſt horrid Perjury; 

And the Curs'd ſpotted: Souls of theſe vile Traytors 
Shall burn for this beneath: I know they hate 
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The Gallant Prince, and now conſpire againſt him; the 
With Words made up with all the blaſts of Hell 
They ſtrike your Sacred Ears, bewitch your Seoſe, 
nl ih thoſe Spells that fouleſt Treaſon hatcht, 
gugger your Royal Reaſon. O yet hear me! 

Muh. From what I have decreed, no Charm, no Dre, 
No Eloquence 3 not Mercy's ſelf, adorn'd 
iu all Semandra's Beauties, in her Tears, 
poſtrate upon the Earth, and hanging on 
My Knees, nay, dying with her Grief,” ſhall move me. 5 
Em. I now believe you are not to be mov'd; 5 
herefore with my undaunted Innocence, 
tand to hear the Dooin you have decreed; Wh: 

Mich, Ik when Ziphares, at your firſt appearance, 
uns to- your Arms, fir'd with expected Joys, 

0 thruſt him not away and ſlight him ſtrangely, 
th all the marks of the moſt proud Diſdain, 
[hat a moſt faithleſs and ambitious Woman 
dd ſhew to gain the Empire of the Worldʒ; 

e ſhall be Stab'd, be Murder d "UP wy Guards, 
kfore your Eyes. 5 
ſem, O, *tis not poſlible, wil 3006 9766 1 . 
tat you can mean the dreadful thing you ſpake IM 
00 ſpake it but to try the poor Semandra. OV OG 
Mh. Mark me moſt heedfully, for-*tis moſt true, | 
id ſooner ſhall a dooming God recall 1 NA. 
s Stygian Oath, than I rennunce my Vow WW 1Üc 
Dies, I ſay, if you receive him not 
ith all the coldneſs of a fair Apoſtate, 
noſe Chaſtity, the Poyſon of ſweet Power, 
brought to ruin, whoſe proteſted Faith - -. = 1 K 
de Charms of Empire had quite turn'd to Air. 
vm. Gods! do you hear the T yrant ? 
Mith, Do you hear me? 430 F 
bo your Words, which muſt make 8 Falthood, 
Ir Looks ſhou'd give the 'Lye, by amorous Glances, 

u Languiſhings; for Lovers Eyes will talks © 5154 1000 | 
„as you ſpeak your Hate, mixt Signs ariſe, my 
faultring Speech, or any _—_ Mark, 211 CA. 
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To ſhew that you are ford to what you ſay ; 


MITHRIDATES, 


Then, from the place where I ſhall ſtand conceal'd, 
„Tu give the Signal to my waiting Guards, 


Wo in à Moment ſhall deſtroy your Lover, 


When all your Tears and Sighs ſhall not recall him. 


Sem. Tl Die, I'll Die, ten thouſand Deaths Fl _ 
Rather than meet him thus; What 


after all 
The dreadful Imprecations that I made him, 
And ſwore upon my Father's Sword, a Faith, 
A ſpotleſs Love, far ever to endure ; 1 


Shall 1 abjure my Oaths, and to his Face 
| Proteſt a Falſe-hood, and bely my Heart? 


Mit h. Take your own courſe; 1 have ſworn. - 
Sem. O Tyranny! 
What, ſhall T meet him after all his Hard ſhips, 
After the Heats, and Colds, and ſmarting e 
Which for my fake he partly endur'd, 
Still chearing up himſelf, that after all 
The Blood he loſt, he ſhou'd enjoy Semandra, 
His gentle Miſtreſs, one Day ſhov'd reward him 
For the long Miſchiefs of a cruel War? 
Mit h. T have not lieſure now to hear Complaints: 
Either reſolve t obe, and ſpeedily, 
Or you and I muſt never ſee him more. 


Sem. Stay, Royal Sir, come back: Ne'er ſee him tort 


And if I Die, rather than fee him was, 
Will yon not fave his Life? 
Mith. Your Death, Semanars! 
The very mention baſtens on his Fate. 
Sem. Alas, alas! I fear, if I but look, 
As if I knew him not, or had forgot him, 
So nice and tender is his Love, 
So Soft his Diſpaſition, twill be Fatal, 
Mith. Then, you reſolve his Death? 
Sem, It cannot be, 
No, 1 will ſee him, tho? 1 muſt be cryel ; 3a 
But bate a little or your Icvpoſition :. 
An unkind Word will kill the poor Z omg 
An ſure as all * which you Buacl mee 


Fidel, T 
Admittanc 
Mith. V 
dem. O 
Like mine 
Help me, 

Mith. + 
What, Nat 
I charge th 


Ziph, J 
Nell have 
Ince once 
Mith. 2 
00 well, 
You Triut 
Ziph, A 
| fear Pel 
Have been 
by my bel 
vou d ne 
t leaſt, t 
f they w. 
Mith. 1 
Thoſe Or 
or ought 
Liph. O 
Ah, Sir, \ 
ive me 
Mith, p 
d 1! 
promis d 
o pive 8. 
on e 


d of PoxTus =—_ 


Emer Iſnenes, ; 


Fel, The Prince Ziphares begs 9 
Anittance of Your Majeſty. © 26. | 

Mith. You muſt retire, Semand , . 

Lm O Torment! Oh the Racks of Love, dittreſt 
Like mine! Of Paſſion at a loſs like mine! | 
Belp me, you Gods, of I ſhall faint with bearing. dean 

Mieth. Call in the Prince 
fat, Nature yet again? 

I charge thee, 1 my report no more. 


5 


Enter Ziphares. 


Ziph, 'Tis well, 705 Powiirs, that pry iato our c Hearts 
Nell have I Ioſt my deareſt Blood in Battel, 
Since once again 1 ſee my Royal Father. ö 
Mith. Ziphares, riſe: I hear you have Fought well, 
00 well, perhaps, for Michridates Peace; ; i: JO 
You Triumph, too, I hear. | e 
Z.ph. Alas, my Lord, MRI 002-00) 6 
| fear Pelopicta and Andravar, N 1 
Have been to buſie with your Ear. 5 
dy my beſt Hopes, by your moſt Sacred Life, 
vod not Triumph, till your Orders came; 
t leaſt, they told me, that they came from you ; v 
f they were falſe, 
Mith. They were your Friends, who brought 
[hoſe Orders; therefore, you are not in fault 
or ought you ſhare the Crimes of Stratonice. 
Ziph, Of Stratonice ! Ah, what has ſhe done? 
An, Sir, what Villian has traduc d my. Mother ? 
ne - INE > 
th, Perhaps you're Ignorant; 
dd had been fo too: but to the 3 
promis d, when the Conſul was ofercome, 
| yr ir to you: Seem not fad, ot 
u Love your Father * but, Prince, I know 8 
Gg * Your 


"It 
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_Your Paſſion for Semandra is the higheſt ; 
PI ſend her to you; if you pleaſe, retain her. 
Z'pb. Is this then thy Reward ; unneceſſary Vertye 
Why do we wear thee thus, to our undoing? _ 
DOD inauſpicious Stars! thy Father hates thee, 
Becauſe thou art too, good! Went it not ſo? 
I Fought too well! His Eye diſdain'd me too, 
And held my high Deſert at hateful Diſtance: 
But let it be, there's Satisfaction ſtil! 
In Innocence: And conſcious Glory tells me, 
My Griefs ſhall fly, like Clouds, before Semandra, 
Enter Semandra. 
But ſee, the Sun that drives em! O my Star ! 
Thou Day, that gild'ſt my little World of comfort, 
Give me thy Warmth; let me, upon thy Boſom, 
Breath all my Victories. Alas, the King, 
My cruel Father. Ha! what now, Semanara ? 
Not fly into my Arms! O all you Pow'rs - 
That Nurs'd our tender Loves, ſhe turns away! 
HRaſt thou too caught the coldneſs of my Father? 
Clear me, you Gods, and fix my Underſtanding 
To this one View, leſt I miſtake all Meaſure, 


And run to Madneſs. ' What, not look upon me ? 
By Heav'n, it thus, if thus 1 ſhow'd behold thee, 


O my dear Life! thod ſhalt not hide thy Kindneſs; 
But to diſſemble thus a moment longer, 
Wou'd quite deſtroy the Paſſionate Z iphares. 
PII force thy Hand thus, to my trembling Lips. 
| Sem, The Kiſs you raviſh, Prince, is dangerous; 
And let me now Conjure you, by your Love, 
3 If you can Love after what I enjoin you, 
Upon your Life, offer the like no more. 


1 


Ziph. O Man me, Reaſon, with thy utmoſt Force; 


Or Paſſion with the dreadful ſtarts it makes 
Will ſoon Divorce my Soul from this weak Body, 
What haſt thou ſaid ? And, Ah! What have 1 ben 


Tho in a Dream, *twou'd make me wiſn to ſleep for eyes 


Fair crue 
Doſt tho! 
And tell 
This uſa; 
Sem. 
My Love 
Ziph. 
Shall I, 4 
Unhappy 
Sem, I' 
Ziph, l 
If for yo 
[1 ſtrive, 
Ab, may 
The Reaſ 
That the 1 
Your Silet 
nd all t. 
\b, Barb; 
but Caſt o 
nou bloo 
Hrant— 
Sem, Ta 
Ve heard 
0 diff'ren 
lethinks, 
hom onc 
Ziph, It 
Wt to con 
be cruel « 
nd fink m. 
le ſay? of 
il. time 
Km. Hay 
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lc Eye of 
wou'd b 
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fait cruel faithleſs, for the Blood I loſt, * 

bolt thou thus meet me? Raiſe my Eyes from Earth, 

And tell me, Have I, Ah, have I deſerv d 

Ibis uſage from my dear ador'd Semandra? | 
Sem. You deſerve all things; but you muſt not ask 

My Love, unleſs you wiſh me moſt unhappy? 
Ziph. O, you good Gods! Is it then come to this? 

Shall I, ſhall I but ſpeak it once again, 

Vahappy ! didſt thou, coud'ſt thou ſay, Unhappy? _. 1 
Sm, I'd have you ſtrive, my Lord, to Love me leſs. 

Ziph, If you wou'd have it ſo, be Witneſs, Hearn, Wl 

If for your quiet you enjoin me this, ba . 

Tu ſtrive, but (oh !) *tis moſt impoſlible ; 

Ah, may 1 not preſume to ask, if this 

The Reaſon be, why I ſhou'd Love you leſs, Mo 

That the too happy King may Love you more 

Your Silence does confirm Ziphares loſt : | 

Ard all that I cou'd fear is come upon me. | 

l, Barbarous King! I'll bear thy Bonds no longer; 

But caſt off Duty, as thou haſt all Love, wy 
hou bloody Author of this wretched Being. 

rant | e e 2 

Sm, Take heed, Ziphares, how you wrong your Father WY 

ve heard you give another Character, | — 

o diff'rent from this laſt, of Mithri dates; 1 

lethinks, yeu ſcarce appear the ſame Ziphares | | 0 

hom once I knew. | | 

Ziph, It is moſt ſure, I do not; 

it to convince me more, quite to compleat 

be cruel Sum of all my deſperate Woes, 

id fink me ever; what, Madam, have you heard 

ge ſay? or, rather, what is't you would tay + 

ill time prais'd, of this Inhuman Father? Wale 

m. Have I not heard you ſpeak the tender'ſt things, = | 

\ 


. 


Vel, 


- 
* 


| ow, but for ſome few Faults, ſo ſmall, that ſcarce !/ #8 
ce; Ne Eye of Envy or of Hate cou'd find 'em, 1 1 
vou'd be perfect as the Gods themſelves ? 3 my 
King ſo awful, that the Romans fear d him? | | 
Ring ſo merciful, Barbarians loyd him? | 


ard? 


Ziphe 


os  MITHRTDAFES, 1 
Ziph. No more; I am confirm'd ; She's loſt: Ziph, 
I The King! ſhe's gone; the Beauty of the Earth, $0 quick 
All that in Woman cou d be Vertue call'd, | ſhall e 
LIs loſt. - | 75 0 Heart 
Corrupted are her noble Faculties, And tee 
The Temper of her Soul is quite infected: To ſwea 
Taconſtancy, the Plague that firſt or laſt ANY 
Taints the whole Sex, the catching Court-Diſeaſe, | you'd 
Has ſpotted all her White, her Virgin-Beauties : Em. 1 

| Sem. You think me Falſe —- Ah, tis but juſt you ſhou'd:{Wirewel. 
But, Prince, I ſwear, I am not what you think me: Ziph, 


hd = bf = „4 — =_ 5 
. ˙ . % ̃oU ] er. 
K AP _ a 
o ö * 
- 


Feet never can be yours. | hat I wi 
Ziph. O Confuſion! bY Jem. 8. 

Never! O horrid ! never can be yours! Io break 

Thou tear*ſt my Heart! Call back thoſe dreadful Words; Ziph. 1 

Tho thou art going, yet thou art not gone: Thou con 

Ab, cer it be too late, behold me gaſping. To nip th 

Come to my Arms, Oh, leave me not for ever ; I will 


Fall on my Boſom, I'll forget thy Weakneſs ; 


4 : | ofave th 
Try to deceive my ſelf with ſpecious Reaſons, 


or, wick 


& — * ww „ „ of = = 4. 7 hl 
— . —ñ̊—— ns Te. — — neg, — ny 2 
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Never vpbraid thee that thou once wert Falſe, 7 Soul 10 
But with my Tears waſh all thy Stains away. (my Coun 5-1. 1 I, 
Sem. Since Tears (O help me Heav'al) are vain, take, ui Eyes er 
Chear your ſad Heart, and grieve, O grieve no more, Ziph. Fa 
| Zipb. Then thou art loſt? reſolv'd upon my ruin? beſe parti 
| Sem, Your Life's too precious: I reſolve againſt it! pity will 
Nor for ten thouſand Worlds—What was I ſaying ? L lch my 
| What ſhall I ſay ? Live, Hive, thou loſt Ziphares. all my 
Ziph, No, thou perfidions Maid, thou wretched Bead, ſnce 
Ziphares loves thee itill ; ſo well he loves thee ch other 
That he will die, to rid thee of a Torment. emel, Se; 
Where are thy Vows? O think upon thy Father, all thy ſea 
How this will cut him, this thy cruel Change, Ke more, 
And break his aged Heart: Or cer he dies, lat? vet; 
Think, if this kindled Rage ſhould execute ud nothin 


What he has ſworn, to hack thy beauteous Limbs, 
Tear thy falſe Fleſh into a thouſand Pieces. 
Sem. If that were all my Fear 


em. The 
1 meer! 


\ 


fore, - oy 
Ziph. What, bardned ! O my Stars! JOE 

y quickly perfect in the curſed Trade? 

| hall go mad with the Imagination, | 

0 Heart! tho? Heav*n had op'd the pregnant Clouds, 
And teem'd with all the never-erring Gods, FAY 046 
To ſmear on Earth, Semandra had been Falſe, © 

$mandra had been Falſe to her Ziphares, 

| you'd not have. believ'd. Es | 

Sm, I cannot hear his Grief, nor muſt I cure it, 
newel——O Prince Inſtruct me, Heav'a to ſave him. 
Ziph. Stay thee z there's ſomething e er we part for ever 
hat I wou'd ſpeak, if I cou'd make it way. e 
vm. Speak then, and ſpeak the mourafuPſt things you can 

To break both Hearts. ' 2 

Ziph. Thou haſt undone me; like a Silver-Freſt, 

Thou com*ſt upon the Flower of all Youth, - 

To nip the tender Bud, and blaſt my Glory: 

| will live, Semandre, I will live, 

ofave thee from thy Father's-cruel Rage; 

or, wicked as thou art, with Grief, I feel, 

Soul looks after thee, and ſeeks thy Safety. 

Sm, I ſhall not hold; I feel the climbing Grief: LAſde. 
ly Eyes grow full, and I ſhall give him Death. _ 
Zih. Farewel, thus, kneeling at thy Feet, I pour 

tele parting Tears; and ſure, the happy King, 

pity will allow this dying Kiſs, -. 
nich my cold Lips print on my faithleſs Hand. = 
„ all my Vows, for ever here | leave you; WS 

id, ſince we neyer, never muſt behold _ 
ch other more, T'll breath em once again: 
rewel, Lemandra. O, thou'lt never find, 
all thy ſearch of Love, a Heart like mine. 
ce more, farewel for ever, falſe Semandra. 


ds; 


* 


*. 

lat ? Yet again thy Name? Will my charm'd Tongue 1 
ud nothing but S mand? Oh, Semandra! [ Exit. 
Enter Mithridates, with Prieſts. 5. | 


m. The cruel Task is done; and I can hold | 
longer n 2 2 f 
Aith. | 


7 
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Mith. Come back, Semanara, Empire, Empire calls thee fill 00! 


* n thy Eyes to meet thy coming Glory! | Jo gain 


den, O barb' rous Prince, may I not die in quiet? E 
Mich. Talk not of dying, 1 nd let 
TL See this holy Man = i Mith. . 
Sem. Holy ! Prophane; a ike Hel 


All things are now alike to my Diſtradtion. 0 
Mitb. He inſtantly ſhall joyn your Hand with mine. by N 
Sem. What means the Tyrant? © "OY ue Mom 


Mith. You are now our Queen. low'd t 
Sem. Firſt, let me ſeek a Dragon in his Den; ws 
8 an Aſpic, curl with Baſilisks, n vs ' 
Eer I give up this Body, this poor Beauty, fu * 
To any but my Lord, the wrong'd Ziphares. (ders 
Mith. Fgueſs you wou'd not by your free Conſent; ende 
But I ſhall force, if you refuſe to yield: | 
This moment I will take you in my Chariot, | 2 
Streight to the Temple, and in Publick Wed you; 
Thoꝰ you refuſe to join in Ceremony, 
Inſtead of Sacred Words venting loud Curſes, 
*Twill not avail; for when the Myſtery's done, 
III bear you back, and as my Queen enjoy you. MMllttridates 
Sem. | will be drage'd ; die ſtifled with my Grief, 
Mith. You have the Will, but not the Power to die 
Sem. None! is there none? no pitying God awake! 
And are your Prieſts Confederate in my Ruin? HA 
They ſure will tell you of your Tyranny, | Ha 
And fear too much the Anger of the Heav'ns, | 
To force a helpleſs Virgin: They will ſpeak | 
Your Crime abroad; will you not, Holy Men? 0 
Mith. Let me but hear the Holieſt of dem croſs me, 1 WI 
By Heav'n, he ſhail go Sacrifice beneath: Wo. I w 
Therefore away, Prieſt, forward to the Gd Ne 
Sem. Help, help, you Gods. = Tok 
AMith, All thought of Help is vain. 2 8 45 e 0 ba 
Give me your beauteous Hand, and williogly, Fes. 
Or here are Arms to bear you. | _ a * 
Sem. Let dem be; 5 :deſperg 


8 all your Armies büher to your 4d 


EN 


ſo gain an Empire: Thus, to th' Earth, Fll grow 
he piece; O, root me here, ſome pity ing Gd, 


Mith. Andravar, raiſe her gently from the Groun ry 55 88 
ke Help, and bring her ſoftly to my Chariot. 


| LT hey take her in their Arms, 
em. Stay, Mithridates; hear me but one Word; NT. 


Me Moment's ſtay: Ev'n MalefaQors are 
low'd to ſpeak before their Execution; 
1d ſhall not 1? I, who am Innocent? 

b not to thee, but to the Gods, 4 bow: 12 
gold. — but ſee, from you, from you they take me : 
re me thus by cruel. Men betray d; | 

rage yourſelves, and right a raviſh'd Maid. 


A C T IV. SCE NE I. 
thridates incompaſ?d with the Ghoſts F his Sons, who 2 
Daggers to his Breaſt, and vaniſh. _ 17 
dein AT Ho! Pelopides! Why, Andravar! 

Haſte to my Help. 1 


5 


Enter Pelopidas, and Andravar. 


ab. What wou'd your Majeſty? : 
b. I wou'd,» what I muſt neer expect on Earth, 
Peace I had. Come nearer. Oh, my Friends! 


te did Cer foreſhew a Doom in ſleep, 

e is at hand, Laſt Night, you well remember, 
Ire Semandra from the Thund' ring Gods, 

0 ſhook the deep Foundations of the Temple, 

in the Report of Wrath Divine; yet I, (ber 
$ deſperate Wretch, through Streets of Fire, did bear 


Back, 


me, 


"WE 


Kin of Po xs. ar 
zin not ſtir, nor give this trembling; Hand 


| tet me loſe my Being, to eſcape him. x 110 
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4758 MITHRIDATES, 
Back, in a Swoon, to my moſt inward Cloſet: 


- Whole Worlds of Furies, Hells of endleſs Horror! 


Ran to my Sword, of which, when I diſarm'd her, 


And flept; but, ho, a Dream fo full of Terror, 


— — — 


Aith. 
But there you left me, left me to the Rage After th 
Of monſtrous Love; which, in the midſt of Faintings, Methoug 
With Tranſports yet unheard of, forc'd a Joy, uin by! 
Whoſe momentary Pleaſures will heap on me 2 = 
rm 
Freight! 


Pelop. But, Sir, the Dream that may divert your Cares 


Mith, Divert em! Rather let gather all my Courage Of all the 

. To Bulwark in my Soul. O plant me round Iheard tl 
With your kind Bodies; blunt, if poſſible, And tene 
Heav'ns whetted Vengeance, while I tell the Viſion. dtrelght t 


Vhen I h. 
ethough 
Who caſt 
ben, ſuc 
latter'd : 
ad founc 


After the dreadful Ecſtaſie was over, 
The raviſt'd Maid, half-dead with ſhrieking Prayers, 
Burſt, at the laſt, from my relenting Arms, | 


She fied the Room, with Cries like one diſtracted, 
Preſt with Remorſe, I reſted on my Couch, 


The pale, the trembling Mid-night Raviſher | 
Ne'er ſaw, when cold Lucretia's Mourning-Shadow 
His Curtains drew, and laſh'd him in the Eyes, 
With her bright Treſſes, dabled in her Blood. 
Pelop. | have heard of Dreams that prov'd Ominous; 


Phar. A 
Mes wit! 
lich croz 


But I cou'd never fix my Faith on Fancies. ey the ( 

- Mith. Methought, by Heav'nly Order I was doom'd WR", for i 
To ſeek my Fate alike in th' other World: lian 
Streight, like a Feather, I was born by Winds, Jet was 
To a ſteep Promontory's Top, from whence my, fo j 
1 ſaw the very Mouth of op'ning Hell; at all the 
Shooting ſo faſt through the void Caves of Night, mey, ſo ff 

J had not time to ponder of. my Paſſage. M77 Bo 

I ſhot the Lake of Oaths, where fleeting Ghoſts, * P their y. 
| Whoſe Bodies were unbury'd, beg'd for Waftage: Pe), Rom 
Then was I thrown dow the infernal Courts, Flims wi 
Infinite Fathoms, till 1 ſoar'd again th. Wer 
To the bright heav'nly Plains, the happy Fields. Genera 
Andr. | wonder, that the brittle*Thred of Thought t 
Shou'd hold in ſuch a Maze! We a, Ph, 

5 21 ial Foe 


Mi 


Ning of PoNTUs. 
Iich. Oh, now it comes. GATE 
Itter that heav'nly Sounds had charm'd my Ears, 
Kethought I ſaw the Spirits of my Sons, 
dein by my Jealouſie of their Ambition, 4 oe 
Who ſhriek'd, He's come! Our cruel Father's come! 
Arm, Arm, they cry d, through all th enamePd Grove; 
treight had their Cries alarm'd the wounded Hoſt _ _ 
Of all thoſe Romans, Maſſacred in Aſia : Ss 
[heard the empty Clanck of their thin Arms, 5 
And tender Voices, cry Lead, Pompey, lead. 
eight they came on, with Chariots, Horſe and Foot. 
Then I had leiſure to diſcern their Chief, 
ethought, that Pompey was my Son Zipharesz 
[ho caſt his dreadful Pile, and pierc'd my Heart: 
ben, ſuch a Din of Death, Swords and Javelins 
utter d about me, that I wak'd with Terror, 
id found myſelf extended on the Floor. 


* 


2 


Enter Pharnaces. 


Phar. Arm, Arm, Great Mit hridates, the big War 
mes with vaſt Leaps, bounding o'er all the Eaſt, 

nich crouches to the Torrent: - Pompey comes; 

the Great, ſaluted Emperor, FO} 
id, for ſome Years deſtin*d to Govern all 
le Italian Arms, with ſuch full Commiſſion, | 
jet was never granted to a Roman. 1 
uo, ſo young, ſo ſoft, in ſniniag Courts, 
at all the Roman Ladies languiſh for him: 
mey, ſo fierce in Camps, ſo brave in Fields, 
e very Boys, like Cupids, dreſt in Arms, M 
ptheir young harneſs'd Thighs, and truſt to Battle: 
<5, Rome 's Darling, and Fame's Eldeſt Son, 
claims with Mithridates mortal War. LE 
cb. Were all well here, what Force, what Roman Arms, 
2 General, Marching at the Head of Millions, | 
1 bold, the forward Mithridates? 
ere, Pharnaces, in my guilty Boſom, _ - 
fatal Foe does determine me — ; 


ought 


I Black 


1 | 'E | , — 
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Black Legions are my Thoughts; not Pompey, but 
Ziphares comes, with all his Wrongs, for Arms, 
1 Like the Lieutenant of the Gods, againſt me: 
| Semandra too, like bleeding Victory, 
| Stands on his ſide, and cries out kill, kill, kill 
That curſed Parricide, that Raviſner. 
AF Oh, Heav'n, ſuſtain me, or 1 ſhall go mad. 
- My ugly Guilt flies in my conſcious Face, 
| 


And as | 
She faint 
Such Lat 
That hac 
ranſpla 
Phar. 
he ravi; 
Deſerve } 
Pelop, 
ch Citi: 
Is Houſh 
j "i cries, 
th, —1 
hat tore 
Arm, 


— 


And I am vanquiſh'd, flain with Boſom War. 
Phar. Tis much beneath your Majeſty, to alarm 
Your ſelf with Fears. . 
Mith. Pharnaces, thou'rt ignorant! 
I tell thee, Boy; remorſe and upſtart- fear 
Oppreſſes me; in ſpight of all my Knowledge; 
Tho none of thoſe that boaſt Philoſophy Ex 


Has made a deeper Search in Nature's Womb, or will n 
| Than I; (the Mid-night Moon has ſeen my Watchings) Wi; Breath 
I tell thee, none can name her infinite Seeds Is Face w. 
Like me; nor better know her Sparks of Light, id made 
Thoſe Gems that ſhine in the blue Ring of Heav'a; t he js R 
None knows more Reaſons for, or againſt you” firſt Ardr, Ye 
Bright Cauſe, can talk of Accidents 0 Head c 
Above me; Yet, III tell thee, once again, and forth 
here's a Thorn, calld Conſciente, makes its way Ply. Z; 
Through all the Fence of Pleaſure, fortify'd improve 
| With Reaſons, that this Ill ſeem'd Good to me, ile, in N 
And ſtings thy guilty Father to the Soul. et 2. 
Pelop. After the Fizrceneſs of common Pleaſure, { tho? - 

A ſudden Heavineſs is natural. Fine EM rooting 
And. Not but the fading Spirits will revive. i pa 

Mith. Never, oh never: Nor did Ienjoy. is w 
Expected Pleaſure, tho' theſe Hands did hold, bh. pen 
All Night, her panting Beauties to my Breaſt; , by Ge 
But, oh! what Joy, what Pleaſure, what Content, If the Tt 


Cou'd my griev'd Heart receive in raviſh'd Kindneſs 
Her Lips, which if Z-phares had been there, 
Wou'd ſure have ſhot their gleamy Warmth at diſtance, 
Were cold to me, as Odours are in Froſt : 

Her Face, like weeping Marble, damp'd my Flames 
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ud as 1 drew her trembling to my Arms. 

Je fainted ſtill, and woo'd me with ſuch Wailings, 
dach Languiſnings, and broken Sighs to leave her; 

That had not more than monſtrous Appetite | 

ranſplanted me, the Roſe had been unblaſteee. 
phar. You think of her too much: The Sex of Women, 

he raviſh'd Beauties of the Earth together, 11 ny 

ſerve not half the Grief that clouds your Brow, . 
pelop. Your Subjects want you to defend their Lires; 

ich Citizen, in Armour clad, defends 1 Fl 

is Houſhold-Gods, ſtanding to guard his Door, - 

nd cries, A Leader! Let us to the Wars. 

Mh. The Thunderbolt of Mithridates Battle, 

hat tore the Roman Banners, now is loſt; _ 

Arm, my Arm, ev'a my right Arm is loſt. _ 

or will my Trumpets found without Zipharese 

Is Breath was as the Air to all the Army; 

Is Face was as the Sun, in depth of Winter; 
id made cold Cowards bluſh away their Fear 

t he is ſet, for ever ſet in Sorrow. . SY VM 

Ardr, Your Majeſty is, of your ſelf, ſufficient. . - 

o Head your eager Troops; or brave Pharnaces 

ad forth, to fill Ziphares empty Place. 15 

Prop. Ziphares, ſtill your Royal Favour had, 

improve himſelf in Arms, againſt the Romans;  , 

lle, in inglorious Fields, Pharnaces ſtrove 88 

dongſt Barbarians, to get a Name: 

| tho', perhaps, he greater pains imploy' d; 

looting up ſuch Rubbiſh of the Earth, 

u the other did in felling the Trees; 

this was paid with Labour, that with Praiſe... 

th, Peace, Villains; Peace, conſpiring Sycophants ;, 

„ by the Gods, my Eyes are half unſeald ; . 
if the Thought that kindles_in my Breaſt | , 

5 proper Fuel to increaſe my Fire 

u conſume you, Traytors; if I find 

ace, ich I begin to do) that you have play'd- vm nf 

. Villain, Andravar, or thou, Pelopidu, 
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laid Semandra's Bꝛauty as a Snare r e 
Hh | 190 
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I To catch Ziphares Life, (Ob, all the Gods!) Km. 1 
And ruin me, by placing of the Baſitt: ks the 10 
Mark me, if ought of this, if any Shadow Of ſuch 
Appear, that you conſpir'd to betray me; Tears fro 
Ii heap ſuch Horroyrs on your frighted Souls, Doſt thou 
That you ſhall call your Brother-Devils up, What &e1 
To ſnatch you hence, rather than ſtand my Fury, The crue 
Pelop. Why ſhou'd your Majeſty ſuſpe& your Servants? MW When 1 v 
Mit h. Becauſe thou didſt foment my Paſſion , Piercd th 
And when I view thee wel], my Genius bids. Then had 
Beware of thee: Tho” thy moſt ſubtil Devil But now, 
Has wrought me ſtill to liſten to thy Lies What, A 
Thou art, methinks, Maliciouſly contriv'd, Mith, 
And haſt, if ever yet a Villain had, Sem. N 
The Face of a moſt ſubtil working Slave. duce I ca 
Andr. We have done nought, but what your Royal Worq for if tho! 
Did warrant: If you Lov'd, ſhou'd we rebuke it? And Heay 
Or durſt we think to quench a Fire, which you Ettravagat 
Reſolv'd ſhow'd- burn? | Ah, cou'd 
Mith, Yes, Traytors ! yes, you ought, _ Which yet, 
When you had ſeen me going, to have ſtopt me: bus wron 
My ſtruggling Vertue might, with ſome Aſſiſtance, Of bis Sem 
Have caſt the Venom of my Paſſion up; . This is too 
But, with your poyſonous Breath you made it rage, No] coy? 
Till I was fit to ruin poor Semandra, ow cou 

| 0 waſh m 
Enter Semandra, I'll be c 

LE „ „ 0] 

But, Oh! behold the Innocence I wrong'd. [frights hi Wulleſs this 
Sem. What, doſt thou ſtart? Oh Heavens! Semager po t 
Why, what a Monſter then muſt I appear, ere this b 


Whoſe Form can ſhake the Bloody Mitbridates! 
*Tis ſure, thou haſt undone this helpleſs Creature, [Weep 
And turn'd to mortal Paleneſs all her Beauties : 
Thou haſt made her hate the Day Which once adorn d 
Her opening Sweets: How wretched haſt thou made mie 
Yet, Oh my Soul, thou inward Knowledge, ſpeak, 
How much I hate this violated Shrine, 

Mit h. Wretched Semanara ! 


King 'of e : 5 

em. Doſt thou 7 me? H 2broV , 20g tl 
|; the long Line of my Stein Grief gr % 2007 Anittf T 
Of ſuch a charming Faree,” that it can fetten 535 T7 
Tears from that Rock? Ah; moſt unheard of Sorrow; ! JJ 
Doſt thou repent? Or are they but feige Tears 1 
What e'er they are, thou ſnould'ſt have choü hought before, bn 4 
The cruel Conſequencs of this dark Deen 
When I was heav 
piercd the deaf Heav'ns, and calpd to t ee for Me 
Then hadſt thou thus diſfoly'd, I ſhow have bleſt 6, 95 
But now, thy black Repentance comes toe late 


What, Ah! what Satisfaction eee is volt eff 
Mith. Inſtru& me.” N 717 


| fs” Do A 

Sem. No: There is in Nature none . be 9H) 
Since I can never be Ziphares Bride. 04 2s m 0 
For if thou ſhouldſt conſent to make us * Allg He 


And Heav'n ſnou'd Warrant it; nay, e, 1 J 
Extravagantly ſhouꝰd conſent to take me.” * 
Ah, cou'd I meet thoſe dear, thoſe faithful * Arms, 180 
Which yet, in Sleep, ne%er touch'd a Bfealt but = WER 0 
Thus wrong'd ; and thus defil'd, thus nothing left 
Of. bis Semandra, but her ſpotleſs Mind! bid 
This is too much to think. Ab, Otvel Ring: £1 
Now | cou'd curſe, now I cou'd tear my 1 Oils 40 
ow cou'd weep, as if *twere poſſible 8. WIT, 
0 naſh my Stains out! Tell me, O-you- Powers,” 1 > _— 
or ll be calm, was I'not worthy of your Care? 0 
ud why, you Gods, was Vert e made to ſuffer? -- Hud 
Wuleſs this World be but as Fire, to urge 4 cM 
er Droſs that ſhe' may mount and be à Star. ee | 
fre this but certain; Ah f there's nothing ſure 
bit my irrecoverable Fate F undone Sema . 1534 
ls, this is certain, 'Death-with Lol Uk Honour: . gx. 


Mb, rarewel, Semandra, thou moſt ron W. ed 
Mt ['l] this inſtant g 0 to Alen, 07 21 20 be 


d if I find what Foſpe& ;  Pharnacts, 0109 263? Ot 
* thee off as an infections need 
| d, for thoſe VilRans, 1 ſhat1 uickly deen ane 
e Wrong: Shs has © had ; 55 rcen'& Tanocence -+ 
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484. MITHRIDATES, 
If your foul Words have ſully'd with black Slander, 
Think not to ſcape, for ſnhou' d you ride on Charms, 


„ And, but laſt, Nights 1 knon, no/leſs than Tete, 


*%s 


All Cap 
Of Pom 


line Anat. 
Take Winds to hear; you, or the Lightning's Speed, 5 
With Paating Florrour to the Brink of Hell, ** 
Id fiveep you from the Verge to Flames beneath, here w 
And -ſiak-yaur Villanies with weighty Death. Ext. Gro rail 
Phar. Firſt, fink, your ſelf, your Crown and Love together. The Prin 
Pelopidas, this comes of your cool. Councel : The fair 
Had I een heard, Aonima had been gone,. Phar, 
By this eajoy'd, and Crown d.my;'Royal Bride, Who con 
And we receiy'd, as Conquerours, by: the Romans, Our Arm 
Haſt thou not heard, hom when/Tygreves ez Pelop. 
And caſt his Diadem at Pompey's Feet, And you 
He call'd him King, and rais d bim by that Name Your Par 
To ſit as Equal to the Roman. Conſul? 7 Py ar. l 
By all the Gods,, will not ſtay a Moment, "Fry 
But take immediately my Flight; except Give me 
You ſwear to ſide with Rome, call Pompey hither, Shall dift 
And haſte with all the Forces we can make, Pp. 
To join dis Army, and betray-my Father. „ 
Pelop. A ſudden. Thought of lucky Miſchief comes; 1 
Old Archilaw is arriv'd, but left 5 
The labour d Arm/ ſome few Furlongs hence: Your Mel: 
You know the violent Love the Soldiers bear | 
The Prince your Brother; and we know too well, Ziph, C 
And ſo do all the murmur ing Citizens, What Stor 
How cruelly, your Father lately us'd;him : The Sex is 
But that great Mole, the Multitude ng er ſees, ; We are the 
Who works their Prince, but {till take all on truſt 5 for thoſe ſ 
Therefore I inſtantly, will ſpread amongſt em, Atfirſt, tl 
How Archilaus was. Conſpirator, A Of Summe 
Againſt the prince, and finding more advantage dometimes 
To have the King his Son- jn-Law, by Letters ce on t 
Balely compell his Daughter e the Marriage. ene 
Phar. Millions to one but this wall ſez em on Or rather 
To tear curſt Archilaw like mad Dogs. And the w] 
Beſides I find by frequent Murmurs, how” be Lights 
His Subjects are quite, tir d with Jength of War k Marble 1 


— q 1 


King of PONTU'S 
All Captains, who conſpir'd to take the Fart igt ont 
Of Pompey, and intreated me to head em. t 914 
Audr. Purſue the Treaſon, and be ſure it cod noth 
While I, with Tryphos haſten to the my, >m nne 
A Prieſt will colour well our enterprize. 
There will we give out all, that Treachery, - 
Can raiſe to fire *em ; how the King has doom'd 
The Prince to Death, having firſt raviſh'd from him 
The fair Semandra, ſor whoſe ſake he dies. 
Phar. While 1 immediately to Pompey ſend, 
Who comes, I hear, on haſty March, to Figne 
Our Army, and Beſiege us in our Walls 
Pelop. Thus ſhall the Prince and I rule all withig; 
And you, with the High-Prieſt my Brother, pla 
Your Parts M 2 Te Weng 3 
Paar. I long to be in Adionn 
And ſure Rome muſt,” for the Overthrow, © * 
Gire me my Father's Crowns; which Gratitude 
Shall diſtribute to both your utmoſt Wiſhes. 
Pelep. We muſt not doubt your Bounty But away. 
| pr cy vir Nen N. 1 


Enter Ziphares, with Iſmenes, 4 Diſt ante. 


Tour Melancholy Brother may Ger- hear us. 
N tote »4 1 Ex. Phar. Pelop. Andr. 
Ziph, Oh, my hard Fate! why did I truſt her ever ? 

What Story is not full of Woman's Falſnood!“ 

The Sex is all a Sea of wide deſtruction: 

We are the vent'rous Barks that leave our Home, 

for thoſe ſure Dangers which their Smiles conceal - 

At firſt, they draw us in with Flattring Looks 

Of Summer-Calms, and a Soft Gale of Sighs: 

dometimes, like Syrens, Charm us with their Songs, 

Dance on the Waves, aud ſhew their Golden Locks: 

but when the Tempeſt comes, then, then they leave us, 

or rather help the new Calamit ß, 

id the whole Storm is one injurious Woman. 

he Lightning, follow'd with à Thunder- bolt, 

| Warble hearted Woman : All the Shelves, | 
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The faithlefs Winds, blind Rocks, and ſinking Sands, 
Are Women all zuthe Wracks of wretched Men. 


Prithte, I/menesg While 1 lay me here, 


Charm me 3 fad er 0 a nnen. \ Arch, | 
0312105 7; E 

' What! dt 

ky 8 0 oe, Hy Sir Car e Jſme. Ge 

TT SHS INE Arch. E 

Upon the 

ou E Nig 1 — — al the Ale ſtept, ; that a 
Myrtle s ſad Deſpair, ewho ſo 

The wandring, Shepherd waking kept Genera! 
Toe tell e fe bis, Care... Int. By 
Ba gene, fond: Thoyghts, = gone "MY Arch, Sc 
Eyes, give — Sorrows oer: 155 ſhe Army 
Why ſhou d yon waſte, your Tears fer one nd ſcarce 
That 8 en you, no. more? hey ſaid 
27 1 6916 . FTE Poa ot the lea 

| II. o glimme 

r al 3 Binds the; Flecks, and Pow'r. rs, here has | 
That dwell within thi; Grove, Liph, A. 
Can tell hom many render Hours £ Arch. H 
We here have paſs d in Love. Ziph, He 
Ton Stars above (ny cruel Foes ) Arch. W 
|. clove heard. bow ſhe has ſworn 0 I not { 
* 124: thouſand Times, that like 30 thoſe, {th all the 
Fler Name ſhowd neuer burn. by Moun 
01 ate x | de Lords 

FR m. 5 W ſo 

84 a ſhe's t Oh Let me have mh, Al: 
My Wiſh 2 Die 1 knows. 

In "A cold Bank II make 4 Grave, do If 
And there fur ever lie. 2541 4 muſt 
Sad Nightingales the March ſhall krep, 43 0 9% 5 my 
20 * And ; here complains - ane e 
n down the Shepherd lay to TORT . 
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| Enter Archilaus. 


Arch. How now, Iſmenes ? Prithee, gentle Boy, = 

luſtruct me where to find thy Royal Maſter.  _* 

What! oft thou Weep? I charge thee bring me to him, 
Iſme. See there, my Lord. * 
Arch. Bleſs me, you Heav'nly Pow'rs, 

Upon the Earth! It cannot be thy Maſter. 

5 that a Poſture for a Conqueror ? 

e who ſo bravely beat the Romans back, 

General and Triumpher? Haſte, and fhew me 

Ie. By Heav'n, it's true, my Lord; there lies the Prince. 

Arch. Something my Heart preſag'd, when havitig left 

[te Army, I came poſting to the Court. 

nd ſcarce receiv'd a Welcome from my Friends 

bey ſaid the Prince had Triumph'd, but I Jaw 

ot the leaſt Track of ſuch a Glory left, „ 

o glimmering Twilight, of fo full an Honour. 

dere has been foul Play, and T'll find it out. 

Zipb. Away, Semandra, Cruel Woman, leave me. 

Arch. Ha ! goes it there? Ziphares, Prince ariſG. 

Ziph, Ha! who is there? Old Archi? 
ao, Wr . N 

o I not ſee you in a Chariot. 

th all the Pride of Aſia's brighteſt Gems? 3 

'by Mount you not the Throne which you deſerve, 

he Lords of Colchis waiting as your Slaves? 
le me ſome Reaſon why I ſee you thus, | 

Ziph. Alas, he had no Hand in her Revolt, 

Ir knows not yet, perhaps, how ſhe has us d me: 

ly do I ſeem thus ſtrange then ?—— Oh, Archilaus, 

or] muſt never call thee Father more) 

don my Faulty Carriage.  _ k 

rc, Forbear theſe ſtrict Embraces, 

* Tears, your hanging on my Boſom thus: 

rSighs reduce my Age to ſobbing Childhood, 

v make an Infant of your poor Old Man, 
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Z ph. Did I not ſay, I never more muſt cal 5h. 
Thee Father? 5. ; 85 n 
Arch, Yes, you did.” os Arch, 
Ziph. Fond, Fooliſh Sorrow ! | | particul 
Thou art, thou ſhalt, thou mult be ſtill my Father, At firſt. 
My Brother, Siſter, Miſtreſs, All, my Friend; Z pb. 
For all but thou have left me: no kind Eye Quite al 
Pities the Suff rings of abus d Ziphares; With al! 
They fiy, all fly from my infectious Fortune. | Made Pi 
Arch. Nay, good dear Prince, ſtand up, you ſmother ail The ver 
Your Words with Groans; Dry up this Womaniſh Grief Nor wa 
And ſpeak, dear Sir, Declare the Curſed Cauſe, Nought 
The baleful Spring, the Source of all this Miſchief. O nothii 
 Zipb. Wou d you believe it? ſcarce can I my ſelf: Arch, 
Oh Heay'ns! and oh, you ever burning Lights, Doubt n 
Who have beheld at Midnight from your Orbs And tho 
Our Flames, that kindled bright and chaſt as yours; for ſne 
Which of you all, which moſt Malignant Star, Yet I wi 
Shew me that envious Fire that croſt our Loves, Ziph, 
That I may curſe him from his Fatal Sphere ? Thou ſh 
Arch. Name it, I ſay, the Ground of all this Trout Arch, 

I feel a warm Revenge run through my Blood,, Appear 
As if 1 had put off ſome Forty Years : Ziph, 
Methinks I ſtand, as fit to Fight the Cauſe Here all 
Of Friend ſhip now, as then l cou'd my Love's. Of ſtern 
But ſpeak ? . N Here, 1 
Ziph. Thy Daughter. I cou'd! 
Arch. Well, 1 guelyd Fate wounded there. And Cur 


Z. pb. Semandra, my moſt fair, dear, gentle Miſtrels. BF No, Ty. 
Arch, If ſhe be Falſe, ſhe is no longer Fair. | 
Z th. That ſweet proteſting Creature, that pure Whit 
Where 1 fo Deep had writ my Vows in Blood, {1 
bs taken from me | Arch, 
Arch, By her own Conſent? | Ziph, \ 
Ziph. Moſt certain. That eternal Bond of Oaths, he has e 


And ſnat 


Committed to her Keeping, now is CancelVd: Where a 
Ev'n her fair Hand, the Seal of all my Love, Yes, yes, 
Her Hand has given her faithleſs Heart away. Paſs to th 


Arch. Then, ſhe is Falſe? you know her to be ſo va em 
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Ziph. Falſe, Falſe, as Waters, Winds, or wandring Fires: 

che is more Falſe than Woman can believe, os P 
Arch. The opening of her Treachery, come, how wagt? 

particular Revenge wou'd know particulars, 

At firſt, I gueſs'd, ſhe did receive you kindly. 

Z pb. Quite contrary, as if ſhe ne er had ſeen me; 
Quite alter d, quite eſtrang'd, reſerv'd and cold, 

With all the Coyneſs of a baſe-born Beauty, 

Made Proud with Pow*r : Not one tender Look, 

The very Accent of her Voice was chang'd, ® 
Nor was ſhe to be known, but by her Beauty, 
Nought elſe cou'd ſpeak her to my Senle the fame, 
0 nothing, but the Face of my Semandra. 

Arch, When my keen Sword ſhall glitter in her Eyes; 
Doubt not, but J ſhall make her know you well; 
And tho? you never Grace her with your Favour, 

For ſhe is now unworthy your Embraces; 
Yet I will bring the Traytreſs to your Knees. 

Ziph. Can it be | | 

Thou ſhow'dſt be Ignorant, ſhe's paſt the giving? 


Appear ſo big with. | 
Ziph, Here I am loſt again; ; 
Here all my Courage, which has born the Blow 
Of ſterneſt War, ſhrinks like a beaten Coward : 
Here, I confeſs, my Piety gives way, | 
I cou'd fall out with the forgetful Gods, 
And Curſe the cruel Author of my Being. 
No, Tyrant, no, thou Bloody Parent, think not 
That I will bear it longer. I'll forget, 
Like thee, all Nature, all Remorſe, all Pity, 
And ſnatch her from thee, Wedded as you are. . 
Arch. What, Wedded ! Married! N 
Zipb. Wedded, Marry'd, Bedded; IE 
He has enjoy'd her, rifled that Fair Casket 
Where all the Riches of my Lite are laid : 
Yes, yes, you Gods, I ſaw em paſs along, 
Paſs to the Temple, through the crouded Streets, 
dau 'em come back, darted my wiſhing Eyes 


Arch. 1 have not met the News, which your ſwola Eyes [ 


490 MITHRI DATES, 
At her Falſe Face, with ſuch accuſing Glances, 
She fainted in the Chariot; yes, I ſaw her 
Sink pale, and Dying down; but there I loſt her, 
And left her to the Revels of the Night, Comp.” | 
To be enjoy'd, ev'n this laſt Night enjoy d. Ziph. 
Arch. By all the Honours which ſhe has Orgs To have 
She ſhall not Live another. can pr 
Ziph. Oh my Father ! | A veating 
Cou'd you but gueſs the pains that T endur'd! _ With yo! 
Oh all the ſubtileſt Fits of ſharpeſt Sickneſs, Sem, A 
Were nothing to the Torments. which I bore, You won? 
I tim'd ev'n their diſrobing Kiſſes, Smiles, But I'll en 
The firſt Embraces, and the wracking Joy; And 'tis t 
But there methought Fancy it ſelf was ſtopt, At leaſt 7 
It cou'd no more. The limit of my Life Lou'd ſay 
Was found, the end of all my Joys on Earth. Arch, C 
Arch, She Dies; not Deſtiny ſhall ſave her from us Ziph, V 
As ſhe has Sworn, and as ſhe has Forſworn, hou wilt 
Fil draw my Sword, bath'd in her deareſt Blood, his Viſit 
From forth her Heart-Strings, while the rank red Weeds or fear | 
Cling to my reeking Blade! Or wou'd you more? Arch. ve 
I am apo up to your Anger. | That when 
Ziph. General, hold: the may h. 
T have been impious in my vented Rage; Sm, Th 
For which, Oh Pardon me, my Royal Father, leward th 
And you, moſt i injur'd Pow'rs, whom L offend ! Ziph. Ne 
And, Oh, whatever ſhall become of me, be has a ] 
| Forgive the Fair, the Falſe, the Lov'd Semandra, e eyes me 
it while 1 Live thou mark her Gentle Limbs Ich were | 
= With the leaſt wound, it ends Ziphares Life; ch Falſe « 
Or if thou Hurt her after I am Dead, hen from 
Thou'lt raiſe my Aſhes up in Arms agajaſt thee, hen with t 
Iſme. My Lord, the Queen Semandra's coming hither. er whiſper: 
Ziph. Say ſt thou ?. | d told the 


Tho, The Queen—— But ſee, ſhe enters. ; Arch, Nay 
Z 1 Ha! d it was Ir 
efore, tl 


cut thee fr 
5 45 thou c 
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\ | > 2 
Enter Semandra. 


Sem. Oh Ziphanes ! O Prince! Oh thou moſt wrong'd! 

Ziph. Bow can this be ? Madam, you ought at leaſt 
To have ſent me Word; for now, inſtead of Songs, 
can preſent you nothing but my Tears. & 

4 beating Heart, and Groans that will not ſuit . 
With your moſt happy State, you Bleſt Condition. 

Sem. Ah, did you rightly underſtand my Suff*rings, 
You wou'd not wound a Bleeding, Dying Creature : 

But lll endure yet more. When | am Dead, 

And 'tis too late, you'll Murmur to your ſelf, - 

At leaſt I might have heard what the poor Wretch 

Cou'd ſay. „ 3 

Arch. Oh Syren ! but I will be huſh'd. [Aſide 
Zipb. What canſt thou ſay, if I reſolve to hear thee ? 

hou wilt but tear the Wounds, which thou haſt made. 

his Viſit was moſt cruel: Why com'ſt thou then, 

or fear | ſhou'd forget thee ? Mercileſs Woman! 

Arch. Vet let vs hear her, Prince; let's hear the Sorcereſs; 
That when ſure Vengeance overtakes her Crimes, 
he may have nonght to anſwer. _ 8 

m. The good God 1 8 1 
ward that Voice of Mercy, firſt then, my Lord. 

Ziph. No; I'll be gone, Fly, Archilaus, fly, bl 
ie has a Tongue that can undo the World. Tu 
ke eyes me juſt as when ſhe firſt inflam'd me. 0 
Ich were her Looks, ſo melting was her Language, vl 
ch Falſe ſoft Sighs, and ſuch deluding Tears, 1 
hen from her Lips I took the luſcious Poyſon, 4 
hen with that pleaſing per jur'd Breath a vowing, 00 
er whiſpers trembl'd through theſe credulous Ears, Ih! 
d told the Story of my utter Ruin. - ji 
Arch, Nay, *tis impoſlible to clear her ſelf ; | 3 
id it was Impudence to offer at it: | 
erefore, thou ſhameleſs Off-ſpring.of my Blood, 
cut thee from me? thus, with all thy Crimes, 
en as thou did'ſt defire. [| Half-drawing, ſtept by Ziph. 


— iph. 


And, if thou draw'ſt, Il Guard her Life with mine. 


| Reſolv'd to give her Death, I wou'd oppoſe him. 
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Ziph. Hold thy Hand ; 


That daſt 
1 charge thee, touch her not, df my de 
Arch. By Heav'n, ſhe Dies: he Wor 


I may diſpoſe my own ; ſhe ſhall not Live. 


Ziph. By all the Gods, ſhe ſhall, while I have Breath: 0 ſee 50 


Arch. 
Sem. A 
[dare bel 
hat wer 


I ſhou'd be loth to lift my Arm *gainſt thee 
Of all Mankind ; but were my Father here 


Unleſs yo 

Sem. Draw agen, and ſheath your Weapons in my Breath ;,ow ye 
In curſt Semandra's Heart; but for the World, Ind ſeem 
Oh Father, do not wound the Prince Ziphares : Ziph. C 
And, oh Ziphares, do not hurt my Father! or there 
Upon my Knees, I beg you to be calm, Io what ye 
And hear me thus. | Sem, W 
Ziph. Oh riſe! Falſe, as thou art. \nd withe 
Thou once wert Empreſs of my Soul, and I Vhich bei 
Still drag thy Chains: Speak then, Semanara, ſpeak; et, at th 
For I'm doz'd ſo weary with complaining, wok d th 
That I cou d ſtand and liſten to the Winds, ears, Sig 
And think that Woman talk d: Obſerve the Rain, zuck Cov 
Aad think that Woman wept; or, in the Clouds, mangled 
Behold Semandra's Form, ſtill fleeting from me. was ſupp 
But, ſpeak, I loſe my Senſes with my Woes. Zipb. I. 
Arch. He hasſav'd thy Life; come, make a handſom I 5, It | 

In recompence. - & Ziph, O 
Sem. 1 will be ſhort, as true. - Thus hang 
When you were gone to Wars, the King relaps'd; Thou moſt 
Ho prompted, Heav'n beſt knows: And when with Co , Oh. 
You came from Battle; He with dreadful Threats [qu Ziph. T. 
Compell'd me to receive you in that manner. | Sem. Cor 
Ziph. Ab, cruel Creature! what, what Menaces, Bic. to m. 
What fear of Death, cou'd ſo have made Ziphare! Ah. 1 
Receive Semandra? © | | o die for 
Sem. Not Racks, nor ali the Tortures or thou art 
Which Hell combin'd con'd put into the Hearts onſtant, a 
Of bloodieſt Tyrants, ſhou'd have forc'd me tot. ſtant, a. 


But, Oh!-your Life, which he with deepeſt Oaths 
Had ſworn to take, unleſs 1 ſeem'd to Scorn you; 


t daſnd my Spirits, baffled all the daring 
25 ee There, 1 confeſs, - 
he Woman work'd; I trembled and agreed 
o ſee you ſo, rather than loſe you ever. 9 
Arch. Now, by my Arms, ſhe has come off with wonder ! 
Sm. And think, my Lord, reflect upon yourſelf; 
dare believe ſo dearly once you lovd me, 
hat were you certain I ſhou'd loſe my Life, 
leſs you us'd me in that very manner, 
know you wou'd conſtrain your Flame a while, 
aud ſeem as cold, and as reſerv'd as I. 

Z 7h. Oh Heart! Oh bleeding Love! but ſpeak, Semandre; 
or there is wondrous Reaſon, mighty Senſe 
In what you ſay : And I cou'd hear you ever. 
gm. When you were gone, the cruel King came in, 

\nd without ſtop propos'd the fatal Marriage, R 
Vhich being deny'd, he forc'd me to the Temple. 

et, at the Altar, I deny'd my Hand, 76; -269Þ 
wokd the Gods with the moſt, violent Sorrow, 

ears, Sighs, and Swoonings; curs'd the frighted Prieſts, 
truck down the Cenſors, and like one diſtractet | 
mangled my one Fleſh ; but all in vain, 
was ſuppos'd his Queen, and ſo enjoy d. 

Zipb. Then till thy Heart, thy Heart was mine, Semandra ? 
Sem, It was, it is, for ever ſhall be yours. 
Ziph. Oh, at thy feet, let me for ever lie, 

Thus hang upon thy Kaees with dying Graſps, 
[hou moſt wrong' d Innocence, abus'd Semandra. 

Sem, Oh, my dear Lord, you ſhall not kneel without me: 
Ziph, Thou art not Falſe then! : 

Sem, Cou'd you think me ſo? | | 
ale to my Life, my Soul, my All I have! 

Ziph, 1 did; 1 thought thee Falſe, and I deſerye 
odie for wronging thy moſt matchleſs Faith: 
or thou art true; conſtant, as pining Turtles; 
onſtant, as Courage to the Brave in Battle ; / 
ſtant, as Martyrs burning for the Gods. " 


L 


0 


Arch. 
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Arch. What Changes drive Buſineſs of the World! 
Come, no more weeping : Riſe, 5 
Think on the King, if he ſhou'd take you thus. 
Ziph. Oh riſe Semandra; what, what are we doing! Enter 
Why, Arc hilaus, why did'ſt thou cut me off | 
The Moment's Pleaſure which my Thoughts were forming? 
Thy cruel Breath quite broke the brittle Glaſs [ 1 P 
Of my ſhort Life, and ſtopt the running Sand. 
What ſhall we do, Semanadra? . | With Je 
Sem, Part and Die. FE Why mc 
_ Ziph. Die, tis reſoly'd ; but how? That, that muſt be. Jo the f 
My future care: And with that Thought I leave thee, 0 if yo 
an you 
Shou'd d: 
Our Live 


Go then, thou Setting Star; take from theſe Eyes, 
(Theſe Eyes, that if they ſee thee, will be wiſhing) 
O take thoſe Languiſhing pale fires away, — 


And leave me to the wide, dark Den of Death Andr. 
Sem. Something within me ſobs to my boding Heart. ho we: 

Semanara ne er ſhall fee Ziphares more. | And ſacr 
Ziph. Away then; part, for ever part, Semandra: atteſt | 

Let me alone ſuſtain thoſe rav'nous Fates, 

Which like to famiſn'd Tygers, are gone out, 

And have us in the Wind. Death come upon me; but ſee, t 
Night, and the bloody*ſt Deed of Darkneſs end me; omes on 
But, oh, for thee, for thee, if thou muſt Die, Therefore 
I beg of Heav'n this laſt, this only Favour, Phar. J 
To give thy Life a painleſs Diſſolution : ll the E: 
Oh, may thoſe raviſh'd Beauties fall to Earth "th whe 

Gently, as wither'd Roſes leave their Stalks: Prder'd B. 
May Death be mild to thee, as Love was cruel; Arts anc 
Calm, as the Spirits in a Trance decay : id rather 
And ſoft, as thoſe who $leep their Souls away. LEFT ure in a 
a | {0 *ICe couꝰ 

| our Tn] 

} Eldeſt | 

) hery 80 

when tl 

ar it Prince 
Lolden « 


% More | 
ever tl 
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ACT V. Sc ENE I. 


Enter Pelopidas, Andravar, Prieſts incompaſ.*d with ' 
| Romans, ' | 
Pelop, D Oman, who ſend your Laws far as the Sun 
His Beams, and whom the Univerſe beholds 
With Joy, yet dreads your Anger as the Gods, 
Why move you to the Ruin of this Tyrant, 
To the ſure Death of bloody Mithridates. 
As if you fear'd, or car'd not he ſhou'd Die? 
Can you ſuſpe& an Ambuſh ? Or that we | 
Shou'd dare betray you, yielding thus our Perſons, 
Our Lives, our Prince himſelf into your Hands? 
Andr. This Man, to whom the ſervile Prieſts bow down, 
Who wears a Crown in Honour of his Place, 
uud ſacred Worth, abandons all his Glories 
"atteſt the Truth of what we have Declar'd. 


Enter Pharnaces. 


ut ſee, the fierce, the great Pharnaces 
omes on to meet you; wave his Royalties : 
Therefore, O mighty Komans, give him Audience. 
Phar. That I am rough; and of an untaught Spirit, 
Al the Eaſt knows; I ever ſcorn thoſe Slaves 
"th whom I have been bred ; and when my Fat 
Jrcer'd Barbarian Princes for my Maſters, 
Arts and Arms, I ſpurn'd 'em from my preſence ; 
id rather choſe, ſince Rome might not inſtruct me, 
ture in all my Actions for my Guide. 
ice con'd I brook more hardly the fierce Mind 
| our Inhuman Parent Mitbridates. 
Eldeſt Brother's Fate did kindle firſt 
j hery Soul to a moſt ſwift Revenge; 41 
f when the State of Boſphorus demanded 
it Prince for King, he bound the Gallant Youth 
Colden Chains, and doom'd-him to be Slain : 
'0 more were by his boundleſs Fury Strangled, 
meren the laſt but me, the brave Z-phares, Laſt 


AC 
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Laſt Night was Murder'd in the Tyrant's Palace: 
In whoſe ſad cauſe, the Squadrons which he led 
Of late ſo valiantly againſt you Romans, 
Attend ſome Furlongs hence to join your Banners. 
if this be true, not to recount the Slaughters 
of all his Queens and Poyſon'd Concubines, 
1 think the World (Rome I ſhou'd firſt have Nam'd) 
Will little Cenſure this ſo juſt Revolt. 
If you ſuſpe& me Falſe, behold Pharnaces, 
Neꝰ er yet detain'd, but free as roving Lions 
That ſwept at will like Winds in Deſarts wild; 
Bebold him, with theſe Noble Hoſtages, 
2 Your Pris'ner to be bound the Slave of Rome. 
= Rom. Capt, Lead us on to Victory. 
Omnes, To Victory. 


And to Immortalize Pharnaces Name, 
Plant me, like Thunder breaking from this Cloud, 
Foremoſt ; while all the ratling Engines follow. 
Monima, whom this Tyrant raviſh'd from me, 

J hear is fled to Pompey : Her I ask 

For my Reward, with half his ſpreading Empire. 
But I hate Words; let's Act, and then make claim. 
And, O remember, when we ſtorm the Town, 
Remember that moſt horrid Maſſacre 

Of Aſia : Whet on your blunted Spirits, 

Till with the motion Lightning edge your Souls 
To mow off hoary Heads, hurl Infants puling 
From the lug'd Breaſt, kill in the very Womb: 
To Beauties.cries be Deaf, make all Synope 

But one vaſt Grave, to hold the infinite Bodies 
Which we muſt ſhoyel in; and when you ſee 
The Head of Mithridates in this Hand, 

Then think whoever dar'd for Rome like me, 

Or bought an Empire at a Price ſo dreadful : 
Then yield the Beavty I ſo much deſire, 14 
And all choſe Crowns to which my Fee 
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Phar. On then, you Race of Heav'n, you Seed of Gods; 
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. Scexs this»: J wile 20 
Enter Ziphares, Archilaus. 


Ziph.Tis late; the gath'ri ing Clouds, like W Armies 
Come on a-pace, and Mortals now muſt die, 

Till the bright Ruler of the riſing Day 

Creates em new. The wakeful Bird of Night, 


Claps her dark Wings to the Windows 9 the Dying. | 120 
eneral, good Night. 


Arch, Sir, ll not leave you yet; 
do not like the dusky boding Eve. 
vel I remember, Sir, how you and I 
we often on the Watch i in Winter walkd,  -, 
lad in cold Armour, round the ſleeping Camp, 
fil cover'd o'er from Head to Foot with Snow, 
Che Centinels have ſtarted at our March, | 
\nd thought us Ghoſts ſtalking in Wiading- meets: | 
\nd do you think I cannot watch you now, 
hus cover'd, and beneath this bounteous Roof? 
ep, Sir; T. Il guard you from ſuſpected Danger. 
Z ph. Danger | there's none; no Shadow of a Harm: 
jar General, you'll oblige me to retire: 
ell meet to Morrow with the earlieſt Dawn; 
M troubled now, and heavy; in the Morning, 
don as you pleaſe, you ſhall have Entrance here; 
ad then, I truſt the bounteous Gods, you'll find 
wondrons Alteration. Sleep may charm 
talking Griefs, and huſh 'em faſt for ever. 
arch, Tis that | fear I tell you there are Death; 
boding this Night abroad. A Recluſe Prieſt, _ 
IMiz2d with mortal Sickneſs, was this Evening, 
he himſelf deſir'd, ta'n from his Bed, 
d:carry'd to the Cloſet of the King : 
ere, after ſome cloſe Conference, he expir'd. 
mediately your Father Orders gave, 
toubling all his Guards, and went in fury 
omima's Apartment, where, *twas ſaid, 
ace: had been Sone a while before, 


11 2b. 
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Ziph. I ever thought that Brother moſt ambitious; And 
But what is this to me? | | This 
Arch. What follow'd does | "Tis | 

Concern both you and me, and all the Eaſt ; Did? 
For ſtreight, when the ſick Prieſt had breath'd his laſt, WW And t 
The Sacred Oyl, which for a hundred Years vet t. 
Supplied the Sun behind the Golden Vail, Of ey 
Went out, and all the Myſtick Lights were quench'd; Of an 
Strange doleful Voices ſhrilly eccho'd through Did'ſt 
The darkned Fane; the Monuments did open, Arc 
And all the Marble-Tombs, like Spunges ſqueez'd; Canno 
Spouted big Sweet: The Curtain was conſum'd vet, f 
With wondrous Flame; and every ſhining Altar Your b 
Diſſdlv'd to yellow Puddle, which anon That y 
A Flaſh of thirſty Lightning quite lick d up. Your C 


While through the Streets your murder'd Brothers rod That y 


Arcathias Mithridates, and Machares, Ziph 
And madded all the ſchreaming Multitude. | And to 
Is not this ſtrange? Much h 
Zipb. The Gods reproach my ſlackneſs. [ How nc 
"Tis ſtrange! moſt wondrous ſtrange ! Once more I pr 1 tell th 
By all our Friendſhip, leave me to myſelf. (the Were [ 
Arch. Ah, Prince, you cannot hide The W. 
Your purpoſe from your narrow-ſearching Friend: or me. 
I find it, by the ſinking of your Spirits, once the 
Your hollow Speech, deep Muſings, eager Looks, My Deat 
Whoſe fatal Longings quite devour their Objects; Arch. 
You have decreed, by all the Gods you have, Z ph, 
This Night to end your Life. 8s any « 
Ziph. Away, we co 
I never thought thee troubleſome till now. ad I. 
Arch. ] care not; ſpite of all that you can do, $ Fate c. 


Pll ſtay, and weep you into Gentleneſs: 

Your faithful Soldier, this old doting Fool, 

Shall be more troubleſom than one that's wiſer. 

By Heav'n, you ſhall not hurt your precious Life. ſure 

PII ſtay, and wait you, wake here till I die; 

Follow you as a fond and fearful Father 

Wou'd watch a deſperate Child. 

1 Ziph. I'll tell thee then, | 
Since thou wilt tear the Secret from my Breaſt, 
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And dive into the Bottom of my Soul, 
This Night muſt end me: Make not a Reply; 
is fix d as faſt and ſure as are my Woes. 
Diſt thou but know what tis to love like me, 
And to be ſo belov'd; O Archilaus ! on 
Yet to be paſt all Hope of Happineſs, 
Of ever taſting thoſe deſired Beauties, 
Of any Dawn, leaſt Glimpſe, or Spark of Comfort, 
Did'ſt thou not hate me much, even thou wou'dſt kill me. 
Arch. If that my Death, (for that indeed's but little) 
Cannot once move you from this dreadful Dee. 
Yet, Prince, your Country, which muſt fall without you, 
Your bleeding Country muſt obtain at leaſt, | 
That you wou'd live to free her from her Foes; 
Your Glory calls, your ſinking Father begs, 
That you wor'd fave your Country from the Romans. 
Ziph. Much I indeed have got by Conquering Rome. 
And to much purpoſe loſt my deareſt Blood ! | 
Much have my Wounds deſerv'd; and Heav'n can tell 
How nobly I have been Rewarded for em 
[tell thee, Archilaw, I have ſworn, 
Were to live, I wow'd not Fight again: 
The World ſnhou'd neither better be nor worſe 
for me. But I waſte time; and to convince thee, 
Since thou wilt have the trouble to behold 
My Death, 1 bid thee now farewel for ever. 
Arch, Hold, Sir. Tl 
Z.ph. will; and talk as calmly to thee 
As any dying Roman of em all: 
| have conſider'd well of what I do, 
and I will periſh with as little noiſe 
As Fate cou'd wiſh, that wou'd not be accus d. 
Arch. FIl follow you. 
Ziph, I wou'd intreat thee no; | 
hou haſt no Sorrows that are paſt the Sufferance : 
ſure my flying Soul will hang her Wing. 
Vhen ſhe ſhall feel thy weighty Death upon her. 
V, Arc hilaus, leave me to my Fate; | 
thou muſt ſee me fall, I charge thee live, 
[leaſt ſo long to tell Semandra of me: 


Ii 2 . Bear 
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Bear her ſome Token of my ill-ſtarr'd Love, 


: or: -4 
Whi ire cou'd not win to live without her. 4 
Dip io the Blood which trickles from my Heart * 
Thy Handkerchief; and bid her keep it for me, x. 
As a Remembrance now and then to mourn me : . 
this. 8 
n I will do; and, mark me, cruel Prince, __ 
If thus thou violate that Royal Frame, . — 
| Tearing the gallant Spirit from his Man on, 3 
1 I ſwear, by what I tremble at, thy * 5 — 
fu double all thy Wound upon Semandre, þ th 
1 is} ot 
| 425 Fi tear her piece- meal, and fo hack her Limbs, a 
Thou ſhalt not know her in the other World. 329 
Zipb, Oh Torture! dear, good Archilaus, hold: ng 
T know thou canſt not mean ſuch Cruelty, EA . 
Why doſt thou rack me thus with Thoughts 2 ath, ER 
That are much keavier even than Death itſelf? Why 
Why doſt thou make my Eyes thus jg -n Tears Wich 
I charge thee do not hurt her; for the lake rw 
Of all the Gods, be gentle to my Love; Ws 
I beg for Mercy to the ſoft Semand a. The im 
Alas, if ſhe deſerv'd, as ſhe is faultleſs, 2 rs 
She cou'd not bear the Wounds which we can - * bot, Of 
Arch. Give me your Promiſe then that you 1 j 8 
Live but this Night, or I have ſworn her Death. lit, vi w 
Eiph. Thou haſt found the means to erb. as into Lie, rpc 
And keep me on the Rack; but no more Threats — 
Againſt Semanara : Robes — done, 1 
ry at my Fa ; ; | 
3 Wil you 8 1 ? Live to Night, N 9 4 
reful of yourſelf but till the Morn: | fel fr 
Nasa —— may be Wonders wrought e er then. wu ＋ 
Ziph. O 3 Ky. gen ; wi 
been raviſh'd by ano Man, "bs 
— 4 clear'd her with the Villain's Blood; ö — 
But by my Father touch'd, what Miracle . e 
Can work me into Hope? Heav'n here is Ban * , * 
The wondring Gods bluſh at the want of Power, Org”, 


And, quite abaſh'd, confeſs they cannot help me. hn 


ife, 


t. 


With Whirlwinds ſwiftneſs ſtill on every ſide, 


An 
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"Arch. Sure, by yon' lighted Torches, I diſcern / 

Your Father moving this way. . | 
Ziph. Ha: my Father | 

How my Fleſh trembles ! I cou'd do a Deed it 
Wou'd make ns both run mad. Draw, Arc hilaus; j 
Yet ſtay : What Devil ſtarts thus in my Blood, [i 
And turns my Reaſon to the maze of Folly ? | } 
No; let us ſuffer more, if poſſible: 7 f 
Yet I will ſhun his Preſence. Oh you Pow'rs, 1 
Is that a Crime? * if it be; A 
And I will meet him, thWhis Sight ſhould blaſt me. LExsunt. 


Enter Mithridates, Captain of the Guards, and Attendants. | 


bs 0 

Mith. Betray'd! and by my Son! given up a Prey 
For the inſulting Romans to devour ! 
Pharnaces is the Traytor, that Pharnaces te 
Who was t' inherit all that Space of Empire * 
Which Fortune gave to this unhappy King! _. 
O friends, when from the Palace-gate we ſally'd, 
And drove the bold Aſſailants through the City, 
The impious Boy charg'd, as I foremoſt rode, 
And brav'd my Fury with his Bever u ß 
But, Oh the Gods, I who before had crimſon dd 
My Arms with Blood of Rebels; I who mov'd 


And toſt like Leaves the weightieſt Foes about me, 

Now ſtood, as if Gorgonian Charms had fixt me: 

Nor know 1 more. | | 

Nr Your Sword, Great Sir, when you 

A while had gaz'd on that audacious Prince, 

Fell from your Hand, your mighty Spirit left Jen; 

And as ſome famous Piece of Antick-wor k, 

When the ſunk Props and waſted Beams decay, 

daggers and nods before the Ruin comes: 

9 way'd your Royal Fabrick e er it fell! 

And as our Arms receiv'd you, curs'd Pharnaces, 

0 by Ambition to a Murder new; _ 

Oſer d a Wound, and *twas with great Expence 

of Lives, we bore Jour Body to the Palage, i 
nm Arch. 


- 
, „ } 
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Mit h. My Senſes blaze; my laſt I know is come; 
My laſt of Hours: Tis wondrous horrid ! Now © 


My lawleſs Love, and boundleſs Pow'r reproach me. 


But I will think no more on't. Come, my Friends, 
Let's meet theſe Romans, and my Rebel Son; 

Let's kill, till we are weary, then lie down 
And reſt for ever: O *tis Noble Ruin! 

Creatures of vileſt Make, upon diſguſt, 

With Knives or Cords ſet looſe their Coward Souls; 


But we will live in ſpite to grieveghe World, 
While Life will laſt, or any Spies hold. 


O that like Serpents hewn, we ſtill might move, 


Our limbs lopt off, and kill with every Parcel! 


Enter Semandra. 


Sem. *Tis done; my Ruin is at laſt Reveng'd, 
And cruel Mithridates is no more: | 
That famous wicked Man ſhall kill no more: 
Faln is the Murderer, he ſnall Love no more 
Another's Right; ſhall Raviſh now no more. 


Mith. O Horror! ſnatch me, Furies, from her Preſence: 


Gape wide, O Earth, and ſwallow me alive. 
Sem. J go before, but never ſhall we meet 

On Earth again, Inhuman Mithridates; 

Yet I rejoyce not, be my Witneſs, Heav'n, 

At thoſe Calamities that come upon thee z 

But think 'em juſt, and with a dread Reflection 

Behold thy Fate, and wonder at the Gods 

Not but thy Son, my Love, my loſt Ziphares, 

And I, in lamentable Shapes, made up | 

By Death's one Hand, will tell *em all thy Story, 

For ever thus, thou Raviſher of Honour, 

I leave thee to the Vultures of thy Conſcience, 

To all the Stings, Ambition feels in Death, | 

Or Luſt, the Rape committed. O, you Powers 

Make firm my Hand, for an Exploit to Crown. 

My Life, whoſe Buſineſs ſhall be quickly done. 


Mith. Away, to Arnis; to Arms; plunge deep in Bl 


Be quick to Die. Were all the Roman Piles, 
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And S:ythian Darts, and Parthia's Poyſon'd Arrows, 
Shot through this Body, her Words wound me more. 

Fl not endure*t; ruſh to the fatal War: Fog 
To ſtupifie the Senſe of inward Torment. 

Haſte then, and wallow in the Murd'ring Field, FL 
Through all the Avenues to Battel fſie: ; * 
They who have Liv'd in Blood, in Blood muſt Die. [ Exeunt, 


Trumpets, Enter Pelopidas, Andravar, their Swords drawn, 


Pelop. Yonder he Sallies, furious for Deſtruction, 
And now full ſcope is giv'n to act our Bus'neſfs 
And end the ſad Ziphares. „ 
Andr. | am glad s 
The Chance is faln to us: To Death, nay more, 
To Hell, I hate him, and to have him Slain AR 
BJ any Hand but mine, wou'd pall the Murder. 
Pelop. The Palace now is drain'd N 
Of all the glittering Hoſt that twinkled here. 
following their King, to ſhoot the Gulph of Ruin: 
And it was order'd well by Prince. Pharnaces, 
Vhile with the Romans he diſpatch'd his Father,  _ 
That we ſhowd Kill his drooping Brother, Hai! 
hear ſome Tread ! your Lamp muſt wink a while. 


Enter Ziphares. 1 
Zipb. Oh, *tis too much; I never ſhall Sleep more. 

How loud the Voice of Fate ſounds every where ! | 

Trumpets and Drums! yet old Archilaw, . 

With Grief and Watching ſpent, in ſpite of al! 

Thoſe Tides of Care that ſwell'd eer-while ſo high, 

Lies like a Child that braul'd himſelf to Sleep. 

mene too, that wept to ſee me Mourn, 

Halls on his Breaſt, and nods his Tears away : 

9 Sleeps the Sea-Boy on the Cloudy Maſt, 

ue as a Drowzy Tryton, rack'd with Storms, 

While toſſing Princes wake on Beds of Down. 
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[ wou'd be Drunk with Death, and ſteaming Slaughter, G 
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Pelop. Tis he; prepare. 

Andr. Both periſh, If he eſcape. 

Ziph. This Dar kneſs fills my Breaſt with Horror: Now 
Now I may do the Deed; which done, all's ſure: ' 
It ſhall be ſo, and thus 1 will deceive him. 
But then he kills Sem2ndra. Whence this Light? 
Swords! Vizors! what Aſſaſſinates are theſe? 
Wovu'd they were more, for Ruin is my Wiſh: 

Yet I diſdain to fall by Villians Hands. [Beats em off 


Enter Semandra, with a Dagger in her Hand. 


Sem. Where do I wander in the diſmal Shades 
Of this black Night? There's not a Soul beneath, 
Who Dy'd, as I muſt do; for Fatal Love, 
Knows better all the gloomy Arbours there, 
Than I each Chamber in this Houſe of Death. 

 ?Twas here the God-like Prince did wooe me firſt, 
Sigh'd his firſt Vows, and wept me into Paſſion : | 
Where ſhall I find him, that moſt perfe& Soul ? 
Whoſe Witneſs will to after Apes, anſwer 

For all the ſported Loves of per jur'd Men. 
Meet him I muſt, and run into his Arms; 
But with,a Roman Blow, which firſt ſhall drive 

This Ponyard to my Heart: Then ruſh upon him, 
Then claſp him cloſe, then he'll believe me true. 


Enter Ziphares. 


Ziph. This Way the Cowards fly; this Way the Noiſe goes, 
I think thou haſt it there, and canſt not "ſcape me. 
Sem. I thank the Gods, I ſhall not. Let me kiſs 
The Hand that kills me. Oh too gracious Heav'n! 
Semandra now is happy. | 
Z ph. Semanara! What; 1 
What ſay'ſt thou? ſpeak again thou diſmal Voice. 
Sem. O that I cou'd ſee your Face, before 1 Die: 
Thoſe Eyes, where 1 wou'd look my Soul away. 
Ziph. Awake; what ho, 1/menes ! Haſte, a Light: 
Haſte hither, Father Archilaw, haſte! 
My Heart bodes Ruin, we are all undone. 
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King of Pox Tus. 
Enter Archilaus, and Iſmenes, with a Light. 


oY Father, either I am charm'd, or here 
mandra lies, Slain by this dreadful Hand. 


| Arch, Our Guardian-Spirits ſhield us, tis my Daughter" 
Z ph. Curs d Fate! Malicious Stars! you now have drain d 


Your ſelves of all your Poys nous Influence; 
Ev'n the laſt baleful Drop is ſhed upon me. 
Sem. Give me thy Hand, moſt matchleſs of thy Kind : 
O joyn us, Father, joyn us thus in Death: 
Now thou art mine; and we'll be Wedded too 
la th* other World; our Souls ſhall there be mixt, 
Who knows but there our Joys may be compleat? 
A happy Father thou ; and I perhaps, 
The ſmiling Mother of ſome little Gods. 
Ziph. Oh, Archilaus, if thou Lov'ſt her Memory, 
Fly to the King, and let him underſtand 
The Truth of all: If he be pleas'd tb hear her. 
Iatreat him haſte, the Pangs of Death are on her. 
Arch, 1 will, if Tears will let me find the Way: 
And, by your leave, theſe. Weapons ſhall be mine. 
2 5. That 1 expected. Ha; She faints, Iſmenes, 
Run to my Cloſet, haſte, where thou wilt find 
A Golden Viol of rich Juice, to bring the Spirits 
Back to their Seat: Go, pour it in a Bowl 
With Speed to ſave her. [Exit Iſmenes. 
Haſt thou not a Word, 
A Syllable, fair Soul ? Speak, ſpeak, Semandra! 
| feel a trembling Warmth about thy Heark: 
It Pants. 
Sem, As Cowards do before a Battel. 
Oh, the great March is ſounded. 
Zip. Stay thee one Moment. 


Iſmenes, Re-enters with a Bowl, 


And J will lead thee on. Away, Iſmenes; Ex. Iſm. 
Watch thou the King's Approach, and bring me Word. 
here, kelt thou this, my Love, look p. Semandra, 


Thou 
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Thou Dying Spark, glimmer a little while ; 
Behold this Cordial, this fure Warmth at Heart, 
This faithful Off'ring of Eternal Love  _ 
Sem. Whither, oh where? Death's miſt comes faſt upon 
What ist you Drink? | | e 
Ziph. A Draught which makes me thine; | 
The powerful Cordial which my Father gave me, 
A Noble Compound of his Fatal Skill. | 
He charg'd me, when I cou'd not Live with Honour, 
To taſte it, and be free. 35 | | 
Sem. Methinks your Voice is faint 
As diſtant Ecchoes ; and I am now far off: 1 
Alas, I know not where. | e L Dies; 
Ziph. I'll fold thee thus, Te 1 
And Mithridates ſhall not part us now: 
Fan thus the dying Flames with my laſt Breath: 
She's out: The Damp of Death has quench'd her quite: 
The Spicy-doors, her Lips, are ſhut, cloſe lock d. 
Which never Gale of Life ſhall open more. 
I come. Oh Father! Oh thou true Phyſician ! 
Thou work'ſt me nobly now; and oh tis welcome 
Thy Drugs are quick; once more, O Love! I come, 
Thou moſt of Life in Death. Ambition, Fame, 
*Tis empty all and nothing but a Name. [Dies 


Emer Archilaus, Mithridates, ſupported Bleeding; Phar- 
25 naces, Pelopidas, Andravar, bound. 


Arch. Behold, behold, my Lord, how I'm Rewarded 
For faithful Service, for the numerous Scars | 
Which in your Cauſe have Mark'd my Aged Body! 
My Davghtzr's Slain, Ha! Let me never riſe. 
If that the Brave Ziphares be not kill'd ! 
Was this the Cordial, wicked Boy, thou brought'ſt him? 
Mith. Blame not the guiltleſs, for by me he's Poyſou': 
By this Inhuman Tyrant, Monſter, Parricide; 
By me the Drugs were mixt, and dol'd about 
To my unhappy Children, leſt ſurpriz'd | 
| They ſhou'd be born to Rome for Royal Slaves. 


- . 
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Arch. Dead! art thou dead, O lovely, royal Plant, 
Blown down by guſty Heav'n, in all thy Bloom! 
My Hour is come: And thus J follow thee. | | 
Mith, Hold him. What means the frantick General? 
Diſarm, and bring him hither. Kneel, O Kneel, 
Before theſe Bodies. 4 0 | 
Arch. What wou'd you, Sacred Sir? 
Mith. Swear, ſwear to live. 
| have a Royal Race of little Ones : | 
Live, I conjure thee, to defend thoſe Infants 
from Koman Rage; intreat victorious Pompey, 
And he'll be gentle to em: Swear to live. 
Arch. 1 ſwear; but after that— 
Mith. Riſe, and no more. 
My Blood leaks faſt ; and the great heavy Lading, 
My Soul, will quickly fink; therefore Revenge; 
Yes, you pale Figures, you moſt precious Forms, 
Who, where you walk, for ſure you tread the Stars, 
Shame brighteſt Gods, and add new Light to Heav'n, 
firſt, in moſt dreadful Manner, will I give i 
Thoſe Traytors Lives, who drew me to your Ruin. 
Hence, burn the Slaves; the curs'd Pelopidas, — 
And Villain Andravar : Away with em. | | 


for the (but ſure [ ſhall diſdain to name thee ) 

he Palace yet 1s ours. 

Arch. But cannot long 

be ſo; Pompey the Great is enter'd : | 

ind thoſe who took your Part, are all revolted, 
Mith. Away then; bear him to the middle Turret, 

hoſe Brazen Head riſes above the reſt, | e 

L Sight of Pompey, throw him from the Top, IN 

nd give his moſt aſpiring Life an End. 1 

Phar. I know thou canſt not long out- live me, Tyrant; | 
ccurs'd be Fortune, which too for ward bore me © 

lo be thy Prey; and rot the Hand that ſeiz d me: 

et, when my Ghoſt is from this Body daſh'd, 

ſuch a Gobling as a Ghoſt there be, | 

| riſe, and wing the mid-way Air to wait thee; 

Lurl'd ſhalt thou be, as Saturn was by Jove, | 

* ad flag beneath me, while I reign abofe. 
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M th. O General, behold, and wonder with me, 
How ſwiftly Fate can make, or unmake Kings! 
How empty is Death's Pon compar'd with Life! 
Where now are all the buſie Officers, 

The ſupple Courtiers, and 0 Men of War, 

That buſtled here, and made a little World? 
Revolted all? Support me, for I go. 

My Soul is on the Beach, and ſtreight muſt launch 
Into tl? Abyſs of the black Sea of Death, 

Where Furies ſtand upon the ſmoaky Rocks, 
Prepar'd to meet one greater than themſelves. 
Here, lay me Bleeding by theſe Murder'd Lovers; 
And, oh! When I am Dead, let Sorrow ſtalk 
In ſacred Silence to my gaping Tomb. 5 
Forget that ever Mit hridates was; 

No Tongue relate the Deeds this Hand has done, 
Let thought be ſtill, or work beneath the Ground! 
But oh he's come, cold Tyrant, I obey, 


And hog my Dart that bears my Life away. [Diet 


The End of the wal volume. 
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